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SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLlKGTOIs. 


CHAPTER   I. 

THE   SQUIRE   OF  ALLINGTON. 

Of  course  there  was  a  Groat  House  at  Allington.  How  otlier- 
wise  shnuld  there  have  been  a  Small  House  '?  Our  stoiT  will, 
ns  its  name  imports,  have  its  closest  relations  with  those  who 
Ivied  in  the  less  dignified  domicile  of  the  two  ;  but  it  will 
have  close  relations  also  with  the  more  dignified,  and  it  may 
be  well  that  I  should,  in  the  first  instance,  say  a  few  words  as 
to  the  Great  House  and  its  owner. 

The  squires  of  Allington  had  been  squires  of  Allingt<)n 
since  squires,  such  as  squires  are  now,  were  first  known  in 
England.  From  father  to  son,  and  from  uurle  to  nephew,  and, 
in  one  instance,  fiom  second  cousin  to  second  cousin,  the 
sceptre  had  descended  in  the  family  of  the  Dales  ;  and  the 
acres  had  remained  intact,  growing  in  value  and  not  decreasing 
in  number,  though  guarded  by  no  entail  and  protected  by  no 
wonderful  amount  of  prudence  or  wisdom.  The  estate  of  Dale 
of  Allington  had  been  coterminous  with  the  parish  of  Allmgton 
for  some  hundreds  of  years  ;  and  though,  as  I  have  said,  the 
i-ace  of  squires  had  possessed  nothing  of  superhuman  discretion, 
and  had  perhaps  been  guided  in  their  walks  through  life  by 
no  very  distinct  principles,  still  there  had  been  with  them  so 
much  of  adherence  to  a  sacred  law,  that  no  acre  ol  the  pro- 
perty had  ever  been  parted  from  the  hands  ot  the  • 
squire.     Some  futile  attempts  had  been  made  to  nun  ■ 

territory,  as  indeed  had  been  done  by  ICit  Dale,  the  father  of 
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Christopher  Dale,  who  will  appear  as  our  squire  of  AUington 
when  the  persons  of  our  drama  are  introduced.  Old  Kit  Dale, 
who  had  married  money,  had  hought  outlying  farms, — a  hit  of 
ground  here  and  a  hit  there, — talking,  as  he  did  so,  much  of 
political  influence  and  of  the  good  old  Tory  cause.  But  these 
faniis  and  bits  of  ground  had  gone  again  before  our  time. 
To  them  had  been  attached  no  religion.  ^Mien  old  Kit  had 
found  himself  pressed  in  that  matter  of  the  majority  of  the 
Ninoteentli  Dragoons,  in  which  crack  regiment  his  second  son 
made'  for  himself  quite  a  career,  he  found  it  easier  to  sell  than 
.  to  save — seeing  that  that  which  he  sold  was  his  own  and  not 
the  patrimony  of  the  Dales.  At  his  death  the  remainder  of 
these  purchases  had  gone.  Family  arrangements  required 
completion,  and  Christopher  Dale  required  ready  money.  The 
outlying  farms  flew  away,  as  such  new  purchases  had  flown 
before  ;  but  the  old  patrimony  of  the  Dales  remained  un- 
touched, as  it  had  ever  remained. 

It  had  been  a  religion  among  them ;  and  seeing  that  the 
worship  had  been  carried  on  without  fail,  that  the  vestal  fire 
had  never  gone  down  upon  the  hearth,  I  should  not  have  said 
that  the  Dales  liad  walked  their  ways  without  high  principle. 
To  this  religion  they  had  all  adhered,  and  the  new  heir  had 
ever  entered  in  upon  his  domain  -without  other  encumbrances 
than  those  with  which  he  himself  was  then  already  burdened. 
And  yet  there  had  been  no  entail.  The  idea  of  an  entail 
was  not  in  accordance  with  the  peculiarities  of  the  Dale  mind. 
It  was  necessary  to  the  ])ale  religion  that  each  squire  should 
have  the  power  of  wasting  the  acres  of  Allington, — and  that 
he  should  abstain  from  wasting  them.  I  remember  to  have 
dined  at  a  house,  the  whole  gloi-y  and  fortune  of  which  depended 
on  the  safety  of  a  glass  goblet.  We  all  know  the  stoiy.  If 
the  luck  of  Edenliall  should  be  shattered,  the  doom  of  the 
family  would  be  scaled.  Nevertheless  I  was  bidden  to  drink 
nut  of  the  fatal  glass,  as  were  all  guests  in  that  house.  It 
would  not  have  contented  the  chivalrous  mind  of  the  master 
fo  protect  his  dnoin  by  lock  and  key  and  padded  chest.  And 
so  it  was  with  tlie  Dales  of  Allington.  To  them  an  entail 
would  have  been  a  lock  and  key  and  a  padded  chest ;  but  the 
old  chivalr)'  of  their  house  denied  to  them  the  use  of  such 
protection. 

I  have  spoken  something  slightingly  of  the  acquirements 
and  doings  of  the  family ;  and  indeed  their  acquirements  had 
been  few   and    their   doings    little.      At   AllinsTton,   Dale    of 
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Allington  had  always  been  known  as  a  king.  At  Guestwick, 
the  neighbouring  market  tovra,  he  was  a  great  man — to  be 
seen  tivf|uently  on  Saturdays,  standing  in  tlie  market-phice, 
and  kiying  down  the  hxw  as  to  barley  and  oxen  among  men 
who  knew  usually  more  about  barley  and  oxen  than  did  he. 
At  Hamorsham,  the  assize  town,  he  was  generally  in  some 
repute,  being  a  constant  grand  juror  for  the  county,  and  a 
man  who  paid  his  way.  liut  even  at  Hamersham  the  glory 
of  the  Dales  had,  at  most  periods,  begun  to  pale,  for  they  had 
seldom  been  widely  conspicuous  in  the  county,  and  had  earned 
no  gi"eat  reputation  by  their  knowledge  of  jurispmdcnce  in  the 
grand  jury  room.  Beyond  Hamersham  their  fame  had  not 
spread  itself. 

They  had  been  men  generally  built  in  the  same  mould, 
inheriting  each  from  his  father  the  same  virtues  and  the  same 
vices, — men  who  would  have  lived,  each,  as  his  father  had 
lived  before  him,  had  not  the  new  ways  of  the  world  gradually 
dra\vn  away  with  them,  by  an  invisible  magnetism,  the  up- 
coming Dale  of  the  day, — not  indeed  in  any  case  so  moving 
him  as  to  bring  him  up  to  the  spirit  of  the  age  in  which  he 
lived,  but  dragging  hiiu  forward  to  a  line  in  advance  of  that 
on  which  his  father  had  trodden.  Thev  had  been  obstinate 
men ;  believing  much  in  themselves ;  just  according  to  their 
ideas  of  justice ;  hard  to  their  tenants — but  not  known  to  be 
hard  even  by  the  tenants  themselves,  for  the  rules  followed  had 
ever  been  the  rules  on  the  Allington  estate  ;  imperious  to  their 
wives  and  children,  but  imperious  within  bounds,  so  that  no 
Mrs.  Dale  had  fled  fi-om  her  lord's  roof,  and  no  loud  scandals 
had  existed  between  father  and  sons  ;  exacting  in  their  ideas 
as  to  money,  expecting  that  they  were  to  receive  much  and  to 
give  little,  and  yet  not  thought  to  be  mean,  for  they  paid  tiieir 
way,  and  gave  money  in  parish  charity  and  in  county  charity. 
They  had  ever  been  steady  supporters  of  the  Chui'ch,  graciously 
receiving  into  their  parish  such  new  vicars  as,  from  time  to 
time,  were  sent  to  them  fiom  Iving"s  College,  Cambridge,  to 
which  establishment  the  gift  of  the  living  belonged; — but, 
nevertheless,  the  Dales  had  ever  carried  on  some  unpronounced 
warfare  against  the  clergyman,  so  that  the  intercourse  betwetu 
the  lay  family  and  the  clerical  had  seldom  been  in  all  respect.-; 
pleasant. 

Such  had  been  the  Dales  of  Allington,  time  out  of  mind, 
and  such  in  all  respects  would  have  been  the  Christopher  Dale 
of  our  time,  bad  he  not  suffered  two  accidents  in  Jiis  youth. 

1—2 
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He  had  fallen  in  love  -witli  a  lady  who  obstinately  refused  his 
hand,  and  on  her  account  he  had  remained  single ;  that  was 
his  first  accident.  The  second  had  fallen  upon  him  with  refer- 
ence to  his  father's  assumed  wealth.  He  had  supposed  him- 
self to  be  richer  than  other  Dales  of  Allington  wlixjn  coming 
in  upon  his  property,  and  had  consequently  entertained  an 
idea  of  sitting  in  Parliament  for  his  county.  In  order  that  he 
might  attain  this  honour  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  talked 
bylhe  men  of  Hamersham  and  Guestmck  out  of  his  old  family 
politics,  and  liad  declared  himself  a  Liberal.  He  had  never 
gone  to  the  poll,  and,  indeed,  had  never  actually  stood  for  the 
seat.  But  he  had  come  forward  as  a  liberal  politician,  and  had 
failed  ;  and,  although  it  was  well  known  to  all  around  that 
Christopher  Dale  was  in  heaj-t  as  thoroughly  conservative  as 
any  of  his  forefathers,  this  accident  had  made  bim  sour  and 
silent  on  the  subject  of  politics,  and  had  somewhat  estranged 
him  fi-om  his  brother  squires. 

In  other  respects  our  Christopher  Dale  was,  if  anything, 
superior  to  the  average  of  the  family.  Those  whom  he  did 
love  he  loved  dearly.  Those  whom  he  bated  he  did  not  ill- 
use  beyond  the  limits  of  justice.  He  was  close  in  small 
matters  of  money,  and  yet  in  certain  family  arrangements  he 
was,  as  we  shall  see,  capable  of  much  liberality.  He  endea- 
voured to  do  his  duty  in  accordance  with  his  lights,  and  had 
succeeded  in  weaning  himself  from  personal  indulgences,  to 
which  during  the  early  days  of  his  high  hopes  he  had  become 
accustomed.  And  in  that  matter  of  his  unrequited  love  he 
had  been  true  throughout.  In  his  hard,  dry,  unpleasant  way 
he  had  loved  the  woman  ;  and  when  at  last  he  learned  to  know 
that  she  would  not  have  his  love,  he  had  been  unable  to 
transfer  his  heart  to  another.  This  had  happened  just  at  the 
period  of  his  father's  death,  and  he  had  endeavoured  to  console 
himself  with  politics,  with  what  fate  we  have  abeady  seen.  A 
constant,  upright,  and  by  no  means  insincere  man  was  our 
Christopher  Dale, — thin  and  meagre  in  his  mental  attributes, 
by  no  means  even  undei"standing  the  fulness  of  a  full  man, 
with  power  of  eye-sight  voiy  limited  in  seeing  aught  which  was 
above  him,  but  yet  worthy  of  regard  in  that  he  had  realized  a 
]i:ith  of  duty  and  did  endeavour  to  walk  therein.  And,  more- 
over, our  Mr.  Christopher  Dale  was  a  gentleman. 

Such  in  character  was  the  squire  of  AUington,  the  only 
regular  inhabitant  of  the  Great  House.  In  person,  he  was  a 
plain,  drj'  man,  with  short  grizzled  hair  and  thick  grizzled 
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evebrow3:  Of  beard,  he  had  very  little,  carrying  the  smallest 
possible  ^ay  whiskers,  which  hardly  fell  below  the  points  of 
his  ears.  His  eyes  were  sharp  and  expressive,  and  his  nose 
was  straight  and  well  formed, — as  was  alsc  his  chin.  But  the 
nobility  of  his  face  was  destroyed  by  a  mean  mouth  with  thin 
lips  ;  and  his  forehead,  which  was  high  and  narrow,  though  it 
forbad  you  to  take  Mr.  Dale  for  a  fool,  forbad  you  also  to  take 
him  for  a  man  of  great  parts,  or  of  a  wide  capacity.  In  height, 
he  was  about  five  feet  ten  ;  and  at  the  time  of  our  story  was 
as  near  to  seventy  as  he  was  to  sixty.  But  years  had  treated 
him  very  lightly,  and  he  bore  few  signs  of  age.  Such  in  person 
was  Christopher  Dale,  Esq.,  the  squire  of  Allington,  and  owner 
of  some  three  thousand  a  year,  all  of  wliich  proceeded  from  the 
lands  of  that  parish. 

And  now  I  \d\l  speak  of  the  Great  House  of  Allington. 
After  all,  it  was  not  very  gi-eat ;  nor  was  it  surrounded  by 
much  of  that  exquisite  nobility  of  park  appurtenance  which 
graces  the  habitations  of  most  of  our  old  landed  proprietors. 
But  the  house  itself  was  very  gi'aceful.  It  had  been  built  ia 
the  days  of  the  early  Stuarts,  in  that  style  of  ai'chitecture  to 
which  we  give  the  name  of  the  Tudors.  On  its  front  it  showed 
three  pointed  roofs,  or  gables,  as  I  believe  they  should  be 
called ;  and  between  each  gable  a  thin  tall  chimney  stood,  the 
two  chimneys  thus  raising  themselves  just  above  the  three 
peaks  I  have  mentioned.  I  think  that  the  beauty  of  the  house 
depended  much  on  those  two  chimneys  ;  on  them,  and  on  the 
mullioned  windows  with  which  the  front  of  the  house  was 
closely  filled.  The  door,  with  its  jutting  porch,  was  by  no 
means  in  the  centre  of  the  house.  As  you  entered,  there  was 
but  one  window  on  your  right  hand,  while  on  your  left  there 
were  three.  And  over  these  there  was  a  line  of  five  windows, 
one  taking  its  place  above  the  porch.  "We  all  know  the 
beautiful  old  Tudor  window,  with  its  stout  stone  mullions 
and  its  stone  transoms,  crossing  from  side  to  side  at  a  point 
much  nearer  to  the  top  than  to  the  bottom.  Of  all  windows 
ever  invented  it  is  the  sweetest.  And  here,  at  Allington,  I 
think  their  beauty  was  enhanced  by  the  fact  that  they  were  not 
regular  in  theii-  shape.  Some  of  these  windows  were  long 
windows,  while  some  of  them  were  high.  That  to  the  right 
of  the  door,  and  that  at  the  other  extremity  of  the  house, 
were  among  the  former.  But  the  others  had  been  put  in 
without  regard  to  uniformity,  a  long  window  here,  and  a  high 
window  there,  with  a  general  eflect  which  could  hardly  hav© 
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been  improved.  Then  above,  in  the  three  gables,  were  three 
other  smaller  apertures.  But  these  also  were  mullioued,  and 
the  cntii-e  frontage  of  the  house  was  uniform  in  its  style. 

Round  the  house  there  were  trim  gardens,  not  veiy  large, 
but  worthy  of  much  note  in  that  they  were  so  trim, — gardens 
with  broad  gi-avel  paths,  with  one  walk  running  in  front  of 
the  house  so  broad  as  to  be  fitly  called  a  terrace.  But  this, 
though  in  fi'ont  of  the  house,  was  sufficiently  removed  from 
it  to  allow  of  a  coach-road  running  inside  it  to  the  front  door. 
The  Dales  of  Allington  had  always  been  gardeners,  and  their 
garden  was  perhaps  more  noted  in  the  county  than  any  other 
of  their  properties.  But  outside  the  gardens  no  pretensions 
had  been  made  to  the  grandeur  of  a  domain.  The  pastures 
round  the  house  were  but  pretty  fields,  in  which  timber  was 
abundant.  There  was  no  deer-park  at  Allington  ;  and  though 
the  Allington  woods  were  well  known,  they  formed  no  portion 
of  a  whole  of  which  the  house  was  a  part.  They  lay  away, 
out  of  sight,  a  full  mile  from  the  back  of  the  house  ;  "but  not 
on  that  account  of  less  avail  for  the  fitting  preservation 
of  foxes. 

And  the  house  stood  much  too  near  the  road  for  pui-poses 
of  grandeur,  had  such  pui-poses  ever  swelled  the  breast  of  any 
of  the  squires  of  Allington.  But  I  fancy  that  our  ideas  of 
rural  gi-andeur  have  altered  since  many  of  our  older  country 
seats  were  built.  To  be  near  the  village,  so  as  in  some  way 
to  ailbrd  comfort,  protection,  and  patronage,  and  perhaps  also 
with  some  view  to  the  pleasantness  of  neighbourhood  for  its 
own  inmates,  seemed  to  bo  the  object  of  a  gentleman  when 
huildiug  his  hoase  in  the  old  days.  A  solitude  in  the  centre 
of  a  wide  park  is  now  the  only  site  that  can  be  recognized  as 
eligible.  No  cottage  must  be  seen,  unless  the  cottage  orne  of 
the  gardener.  The  village,  if  it  cannot  be  abolished,  must  be 
got  out  of  sight.  The  sound  of  the  church  bells  is  not  desir- 
able, and  the  road  on  which  the  profane  vulgar  travel  by  their 
own  right  must  bo  at  a  distance.  When  some  old  Dale  of 
Allington  built  his  house,  he  thought  differently.  There  stood 
the  church  and  there  the  village,  and,  pleased  with  such 
vicinity,  ho  sat  himself  down  close  to  his  God  and  to  his 
teuauls. 

As  you  pass  along  the  road  from  Guestwick  into  the  village 
vou  sec  the  church  near  to  you  on  your  left  hand;  but  the 
house  is  liidden  from  the  road.  As  you  approach  the  church, 
reaching  the  gate  of  it  which  is  not  above  two  hundred  yards 
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from  the  high  road,  you  see  the  full  front  of  the  Great  House. 
Perhaps  the  best  view  of  it  is  from  the  churchyard.  The  lane 
leading  up  to  the  church  ends  in  a  gate,  which  is  the  entrance 
into  Mr.  Dale's  place.  There  is  no  lodge  there,  and  the  gate 
generally  stands  open, — indeed,  always  does  so,  unless  some 
need  of  cattle  grazing  within  requii'es  that  it  should  be  closed. 
But  there  is  an  inner  gate,  leading  from  the  home  paddock 
through  the  gardens  to  the  house,  and  another  inner  gate, 
some  thirty  yards  farther  on,  which  will  take  you  into  the  farm- 
yard. Perhaps  it  is  a  defect  at  Allington  that  the  farm-yard  is 
very  close  to  the  house.  But  the  stables,  and  the  straw-yards, 
and  the  unwashed  caiis,  and  the  lazy  lingering  cattle  of  the 
homestead,  are  screened  off  by  a  row  of  chestnuts,  which, 
when  in  its  gloiy  of  flower,  in  the  early  days  of  May,  no  other 
row  in  England  can  surpass  in  beauty.  Had  any  one  told 
Dale  of  Allington — this  Dale  or  any  former  Dale — that  his 
place  wanted  wood,  he  would  have  pointed  ^^'ith  mingled  piide 
and  disdain  to  his  belt  of  chestnuts. 

Of  the  church  itself  I  will  say  the  fewest  possible  number 
of  words.  It  was  a  chm-ch  such  as  there  are,  I  think,  thou- 
sands in  England — low,  incommodious,  kept  with  difficulty  in 
repair,  too  often  pervious  to  the  wet,  and  yet  strangely  pic- 
turesque, and  correct  too,  according  to  great  rules  of  archi- 
tecture. It  was  built  with  a  nave  and  aisles,  visibly  in  the 
form  of  a  cross,  though  with  its  arms  clipped  dovra  to  the  trunk, 
with  a  separate  chancel,  with  a  large  square  short  tower,  and 
with  a  bell-shaped  spii'e,  covered  mth  lead  and  irregular  in  its 
proportions.  Who  does  not  know  the  low  porch,  the  perpen- 
dicular Gothic  window,  the  flat-roofed  aisles,  and  the  nobl6  old 
gray  tower  of  such  a  church  as  this  ?  As  regards  its  interior, 
it  was  dusty ;  it  was  blocked  up  vnih  high-backed  ugly  pews  ; 
the  galleiy  in  which  the  childi-en  sat  at  the  end  of  the  church, 
and  in  which  two  ancient  musicians  blew  their  bassoons,  was 
all  awT)',  and  looked  as  though  it  would  fall ;  the  pulpit  was 
an  ugly  useless  edifice,  as  high  nearly  as  the  roof  would  allow, 
and  the  reading-desk  under  it  hardly  pennitted  the  parson  to 
keep  his  head  free  from  the  dangling  tassels  of  the  cushion 
above  him.  A  clerk  also  was  there  beneath  him,  holding  a 
third  position  somewhat  elevated ;  and  upon  the  whole  things 
there  were  not  quite  as  I  would  have  had  them.  But,  never- 
theless, the  place  looked  like  a  church,  and  I  can  hardly  say 
^0  much  for  all  the  modern  edifices  which  have  been  built  iu 
my  days  towards  the  glory  of  God.     It  locked  like  a  church, 
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and  not  the  less  so  because  in  ^Yalking  op  the  passage  betweeiv 
the  pews  the  visitor  trod  upon  the  brass  plates  which  dignified 
the  resting-places  of  the  departed  Dales  of  old. 

Below  the  church,  and  between  that  and  the  village,  stood 
the  vicarage,  in  such  position  that  the  small  garden  of  the 
vicarage  stretched  from  the  churchyard  down  to  the  backs  of 
the  village  cottages.  This  was  a  pleasant  residence,  newly 
built  within  the  last  thii'ty  years,  and  creditable  to  the  ideas  of 
comfort  entertained  by  the  rich  coUegiate  body  from  which  the 
vicars  of  Allington  always  came.  Doubtless  we  shall  in  the 
course  of  our  sojourn  at  Allington  visit  the  vicarage  now  and 
then,  but  I  do  not  know  that  any  further  detailed  account  of 
its  comforts  will  be  necessary  to  us. 

Passing  by  the  lane  leading  to  the  vicarage,  the  church 
and  to  the  house,  the  high  road  descends  rapidly  to  a  little 
brook  which  runs  through  the  village.  On  the  right  as  you 
descend  you  will  have  seen  the  "  Eed  Lion,''  and  will  have 
seen  no  other  house  conspicuous  in  any  way.  At  the  bottom, 
close  to  the  brook,  is  the  post-office,  kept  surely  by  the  crossest 
old  woman  in  all  those  parts;  Here  the  road  passes  through 
the  water,  the  accommodation  of  a  narrow  wooden  bridge  having 
been  afibrded  for  those  on  foot.  But  before  passing  the  stream, 
you  will  see  a  cross  street,  running  to  the  left,  as  had  run  that 
other  lane  leading  to  the  house.  Here,  as  this  cross  street 
rises  the  hill,  arc  the  best  houses  in  the  village.  The  baker 
lives  here,  and  that  respectable  womanj  Mrs.  Frummage,  who 
sells  ribbons,  and  toys,  and  soap,  and  straw  bonnets,  with  many 
other  things  too  long  to  mention.  Here,  too,  lives  an  apothe- 
cary, whom  the  veneration  of  this  and  neighbouring  parishes 
has  raised  to  the  dignity  of  a  doctor.  And  here  also,  in  the 
smallest  but  prettiest  cottage  that  can  be  imagined,  lives  Mrs, 
Hcarn,  tlio  widow  of  a  foimcr  vicar,  on  terms,  however,  with 
her  neighbour  the  squire  which  I  regret  to  say  are  not  as 
friendly  as  they  should  be.  Beyond  this  lady's  modest  resi- 
dence, Allington  Street,  for  so  the  road  is  called,  turns  suddenly 
round  towards  the  church,  and  at  the  point  of  the  turn  is  a 
pretty  low  iron  railing  with  a  gate,  and  with  a  covered  way, 
wliich  leads  up  to  the  front  door  of  the  house  which  stands 
there.  I  will  only  say  here,  at  this  fag  end  of  a  chapter,  that 
\t  is  the  Small  House  at  Allington.  Allington  Street,  as  I 
have  said,  turns  short  round  towards  the  church  at  this  point, 
and  there  ends  at  a  white  gate,  leading  into  the  churchyard  by 
a  second  entrance. 
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So  much  it  was  needful  that  I  shoukl  say  of  Allington 
Great  House,  of  the  Squire,  and  of  the  village.  Of  the  Small 
House,  I  will  speak  separately  in  a  further  chapter. 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE  TWO   PEARLS   OF   ALLINGTON. 

"  But  Mr.  Crosbie  is  only  a  mere  clerk." 

This  sarcastic  condemnation  was  spoken  by  Miss  Lilian 
Dale  to  her  sister  Isabella,  and  referred  to  a  gentleman  with 
whom  we  shall  have  much  concern  in  these  pages.  I  do  not 
say  that  !Mr.  Ci'osbie  will  be  our  hero,  seeing  that  that  part  in 
the  drama  will  be  cut  up,  as  it  were,  into  fragments.  ^Vhat- 
ever  of  the  magnificent  may  be  produced  will  be  diluted  and 
apportioned  out  in  veiy  moderate  quantities  among  two  or 
more,  probably  among  thi-ee  or  four,  young  gentlemen — to 
none  of  whom  will  be  vouchsafed  the  privilege  of  much  heroic 
action. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  call  a  mere  clerk,  Lily.  Mr. 
Fanfaron  is  a  mere  hamster,  and  Mr.  Boyce  is  a  mere  clergy- 
man." Mr.  Boyce  was  the  vicar  of  Allington,  and  Mr.  Fan- 
faron was  a  lawyer  who  had  made  his  way  over  to  Allington 
during  the  last  assizes.  "You  might  as  well  say  that  Lord 
De  Guest  is  a  mere  earl." 

"  So  he  is — only  a  mere  earl.  Had  he  ever  done  any- 
thing except  have  fat  oxen,  one  wouldn't  say  so.  You  know 
what  I  mean  by  a  mere  clerk  ?  It  isn't  much  in  a  man  to 
be  in  a  public  office,  and  yet  ]Mr.  Crosbie  gives  himself  airs." 

•'  You  don't  suppose  that  Mr.  Crosbie  is  the  same  as  John 
Eames,"  said  Bell,  who,  by  her  tone  of  voice,  did  not  seem 
inclined  to  undervalue  the  qualifications  of  Mr.  Crosbie.  Now 
John  Eames  was  a  young  man  from  Guestwick,  who  had  been 
appointed  to  a  clerkship  in  the  Income-tax  Office,  with  eighty 
pounds  a  year,  two  years  ago. 

"  Then  Johnny  Eames  is  a  more  clerk,"  said  Lily  ;  "  and 

Mr.  Crosbie  is After  all.  Bell,  what  is  j\Ir.  Crosbie,  if 

he  is  not  a  mere  clerk  ?  Of  course,  he  is  older  than  John 
Eames  ;  and,  as  he  has  been  longer  at  it,  I  suppose  he  has 
more  than  eighty  pounds  a  year." 

"  I  am  not  in  Mr.  Crosbie's  confidence.      He  is  in  tho 


10        THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTOX. 

General  Committee  Office,  I  know ;  and,  I  believe,  has  pretty 
nearly  the  management  of  the  whole  of  it.  I  have  heard 
Beraard  say  that  he  has  six  or  seven  young  men  under  him, 

and  that ;  but,  of  course,  I  don't  know  what  he  does  at 

his  office." 

"  I'll  toll  you  what  he  is.  Bell;  Mr.  Crosbie  is  a  swell." 
And  Lilian  Dale  was  right ;  Mr.  Crosbie  was  a  swell. 

And  here  I  may  perhaps  best  explain  who  Bernard  was, 
and  who  was  Mr.  Crosbie.  Captain  Bernard  Dale  was  an 
officer  in  the  corps  of  Engineers,  was  the  first  cousin  of  the 
two  girls  who  have  been  speaking,  and  was  nephew  and  heir 
presumptive  to  the  squire.  His  father.  Colonel  Dale,  and  his 
mother,  Lady  Fanny  Dale,  were  still  living  at  Torquaj"— an 
efl'ete,  invalid,  listless  couple,  pretty  well  dead  to  all  the  world 
beyond  the  region  of  the  Torquay  card-tables.  He  it  was  who 
had  made  for  himself  quite  a  career  in  the  Nineteenth 
Dragoons.  This  he  did  by  eloping  with  the  penniless  daugh- 
ter of  that  impoverished  earl,  the  Lord  De  Guest.  After  the 
conclusion  of  that  event  cu'cumstances  had  not  afforded  him 
the  opportunity  of  making  himself  conspicuous ;  and  he  had 
gone  on  declining  gradually  in  the  world's  esteem — for  the 
world  had  esteemed  him  when  he  first  made  good  his  running 
with  thf  Lady  Fanny — till  now,  in  his  slippered  years,  he  and 
his  Lady  Fanny  were  unknown  except  among  those  Torquay 
Bath  chairs  and  card-tables.  His  elder  brother  was  still  a 
heai-ty  man,  walking  in  thick  shoes,  and  constant  in  his  saddle; 
but  the  colonel,  with  nothing  beyond  his  Avife's  title  to  keep 
liis  body  awake,  had  fallen  asleep  somewhat  prematurely  among 
his  shppers.  Of  him  and  of  Lady  Fanny,  Bernard  Dale  was 
the  only  son.  Daughters  they  had  had ;  some  were  dead, 
some  married,  and  one  living  with  them  among  the  card- 
tables.  Of  his  parents  Bernard  had  latterly  not  seen  much ; 
not  more,  that  is,  than  duty  and  a  due  attention  to  the  fifth 
commandment  required  of  him.  He  also  was  making  a  career 
for  himsflf,  having  obtained  a  commission  in  the  Engineers, 
and  being  known  to  all  his  compeers  as  the  nejAew  of  an  earl, 
and  as  the  heir  to  a  property  of  thiee  thousand  a  year.  And 
when  I  say  tbat  Bernard  Dale  was  not  inclined  to  throw  away 
any  of  these  advantages,  1  by  no  means  intend  to  speak  in 
his  dispraise.  The  advantage  of  being  heir  to  a  good  pro- 
perty is  so  manifest — the  advantages  over  and  beyond  those 
which  are  merely  fiscal — that  no  man  thinks  of  throwing  them 
away,  or  expects  another  man  to  do  so.     Moneys  in  possession 
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or  iu  expectation  ilo  give  a  set  to  the  bead,  ami  a  couiiilence  to 
the  voice,  and  an  assurance  to  the  man,  which  ■will  help  him 
much  in  his  walk  in  life — if  the  owner  of  them  will  simply 
use  them,  and  not  abuse  them.  And  for  Bernard  Dale  I  will 
say  that  be  did  not  often  talk  of  his  uncle  the  earl.  He  was 
conscious  that  his  imcle  was  an  earl,  and  that  other  men  knew 
the  fiict.  He  knew  that  he  would  not  otherwise  have  been 
elected  at  the  Beaufoi-t,  or  at  that  most  aristocratic  of  little 
clubs  called  Sebrights.  When  noble  blood  was  called  in 
question  he  never  alluded  specially  to  his  own,  but  he  knew 
how  to  speak  as  one  of  whom  all  the  world  was  aware  on 
which  side  he  had  been  placed  by  the  circumstances  of  his 
birth.  Thus  he  used  his  advantage,  and  did  not  abuse  it. 
And  in  his  profession  he  had  been  equally  fortunate.  By 
industry-,  by  a  small  but  wakeful  intelligence,  and  by  some  aid 
from  patronage,  he  had  got  on  till  be  had  almost  achieved  the 
reputation  of  talent.  His  name  had  become  kno^^"n  among 
scientitic  experimentalists,  not  as  that  of  one  who  had  himself 
invented  a  cannon  or  an  antidote  to  a  cannon,  but  as  of  a  man 
understanding  in  cannons  and  well  fitted  to  look  at  those  in- 
vented by  others  ;  who  would  honestly  test  this  or  that  anti- 
dote ;  or,  if  not  honestly,  seeing  that  such  thin-minded  men 
can  hardly  go  to  the  proof  of  any  matter  without  some  pre- 
judgment in  their  minds,  at  any  rate  with  such  appearance  of 
honesty  that  the  world  might  be  satisfied.  And  in  this  way 
Captain  Dale  was  employed  much  at  home,  about  London  ;  and 
was  not  called  on  to  build  barracks  in  Nova  Scotia,  or  to  make 
roads  in  the  Punjaub. 

He  was  a  small  slight  man,  smaller  than  his  uncle,  but 
in  face  very  like  him.  He  had  the  same  eyes,  and  nose,  and 
chin,  and  the  same  mouth ;  but  bis  forehead  was  better, — 
less  high  and  pointed,  and  better  formed  about  the  brows. 
And  then  he  wore  moustaches,  which  somewhat  hid  the  thin- 
ness of  his  mouth.  On  the  whole,  he  was  not  ill-looking; 
and,  as  I  have  said  before,  be  earned  with  him  an  air  of 
self-assurance  and  a  confident  balance,  which  in  itself  gives  a 
grace  to  a  young  man. 

He  was  staying  at  the  present  time  in  his  uncle's  house, 
during  the  delicious  warmth  of  the  summer, — for,  as  yet,  the 
month  of  July  was  not  all  past ;  and  his  intimate  friend, 
Adolphus  Crosbie,  who  was  or  was  not  a  mere  ckrk  as  my 
readers  may  choose  to  form  their  own  opinions  on  that  matter, 
was  a  guest  in  the  house  with  him.     I  am  inclined  to  say 
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that  AdolpLus  Crosbie  was  not  a  mere  clerk ;  and  I  do  not 
think  that  he  would  have  been  so  called,  even  by  Lily  Dale, 
had  he  not  given  signs  to  her  that  he  was  a  "  swell."  Now  a 
man  in  becoming  a  swell, — a  swell  of  such  an  order  as  could 
possibly  be  known  to  Lily  Dale, — must  have  ceased  to  be  a 
mere  clerk  in  that  veiy  process.  And,  moreover.  Captain  Dale 
would  not  have  been  Damon  to  any  Pythias,  of  whom  it  might 
fairly  be  said  tliat  he  was  a  mere  clerk.  Nor  could  any  mere 
clerk  havNgot  himself  in  either  at  the  Beaufort  or  at  Sebright's. 
The  evidence  against  that  former  assertion  made  by  Lily  Dale 
is  very  strong;  but  then  the  evidence  as  to  her  latter  assertion 
is  as  strong.  Mr.  Crosbie  certainly  was  a  swell.  It  is  true 
that  he  was  a  clerk  in  the  General  Committee  Office.  But 
then,  in  the  first  place,  the  General  Committee  Office  is 
situated  in  Wliitehall ;  whereas  poor  John  Eames  was  forced 
to  travel  daily  fr(,im  his  lodgings  in  Burton  Crescent,  ever  so 
far  beyond  Kussell  Square,  to  his  dingy  i-oom  in  Somerset 
House.  And  Adolphus  Crosbie,  when  very  young,  had  been 
a  private  secretary,  and  had  afterwards  mounted  up  in  his 
office  to  some  quasi  authority  and  senior-clerkship,  bringing 
him  in  seven  hundred  a  year,  and  giving  liini  a  status  smong 
assistant  secretaries  and  the  like,  which  even  in  an  official 
point  of  view  was  something.  But  the  ti-iumphs  of  Adolphus 
Crosbie  had  been  other  than  those.  Not  because  he  had  been 
intimate  with  assistant  secretaries,  and  was  allowed  in  White- 
hall a  room  to  himself  with  an  arm-chair,  would  he  have  been 
entitled  to  stand  upon  the  rug  at  Sebright's  and  speak  while 
rich  men  listened, — rich  men,  and  men  also  who  had  handles 
to  their  names  !  Adolphus  Crosbie  had  done  more  than  make 
minutes  with  discretion  on  the  papers  of  the  General  Com- 
mittee Ollico.  lie  had  set  himself  down  before  the  gates  of 
the  city  of  fashion,  and  had  taken  them  by  storm  ;  or,  perhaps, 
to  speak  with  more  propriety,  he  had  picked  the  locks  and  let 
himself  in.  In  his  walks  of  life  he  was  somebody  in  London. 
A  man  at  the  West  End  who  did  not  know  who  was  Adolphus 
Crosbie  knew  nothmg.  I  do  not  say  that  he  was  the  intimate 
friend  of  many  great  men  ;  but  even  great  men  acknowledged 
the  acquaintance  of  Adolphus  Crosbie,  and  he  was  to  be  seen 
in  the  drawing-rooms,  or  at  any  rate  on  the  staircases,  of 
Cabinet  Ministers. 

Lilian  Dale,  dear  Lily  Dale — for  my  reader  nmst  know 
that  she  is  to  be  very  dear,  and  that  my  story  Avill  be  nothing 
to    him  if  he  do  not  love  Lily  Dale — Lilian  Dale  had  dis- 
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covered  that  ^fr.  Crosbie  was  a  swell.  But  I  am  bound  to 
say  that  Mr.  Crosbie  did  not  habitually  proclaim  the  fact  in 
any  ofl'ensive  manner  ;  nor  in  becoming  a  swell  hud  he  become 
altogether  a  bad  fellow.  It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  a  man 
who  was  petted  at  Sebright's  should  carry  himself  in  the 
Allington  drawing-room  as  would  Jolmuy  Eames,  who  had 
never  been  petted  by  any  one  but  his  mother.  And  this 
fraction  of  a  hero  of  ours  had  other  advantages  to  hack  him, 
over  and  beyond  those  which  fashion  had  given  him.  He  was 
a  tall,  well-looking  man,  Avith  pleasant  eyes  and  an  expressive 
mouth, — a  man  whom  you  would  probably  observe  in  whatever 
room  you  might  meet  him.  And  he  knew  how  to  talk,  and 
had  in  him  something  which  justified  talking.  He  v/as  no 
buttei-Iiy  or  dandy,  who  flew  about  in  the  world's  sun,  warmed 
into  prettiness  by  a  sunbeam.  Crosbie  had  his  opinion  on 
things, — on  politics,  on  religion,  on  tlie  philanthropic  ten- 
dencies of  the  age,  and  had  read  something  here  and  there 
as  he  foiTued  his  opinion.  Perhaps  he  might  have  done  better 
in  the  world  had  he  not  been  placed  so  early  in  life  in  that 
Whitehall  public  office.  There  was  that  in  him  which  might 
have  earned  better  bread  for  him  in  an  open  profession. 

But  in  that  matter  of  his  bread  the  fate  of  Adolphus  Crosbie 
had  by  this  time  been  decided  for  him,  and  he  had  reconciled 
himself  to  fate  that  was  now  inexorable.  Some  very  slight 
patrimony,  a  hundred  a  year  or  so,  had  fallen  to  his  share. 
Beyond  that  he  had  his  salary  from  his  office,  and  nothing 
else  ;  and  on  his  income,  thus  made  up,  he  had  lived  as  a 
bachelo?  in  London,  enjoying  all  that  Loudon  could  give  him 
as  a  man  in  moderately  easy  ciixumstances,  and  looking  for- 
ward to  no  costly  luxuries, — such  as  a  wii'e,  a  house  of  his 
own,  or  a  stable  full  of  horses.  Those  which  he  did  enjoy  of 
the  good  things  of  the  world  would,  if  kno^vn  to  John  Eames, 
have  made  him  appear  fabulously  rich  in  the  eyes  of  that 
brother  clerk.  His  lodgings  in  Mount  Street  were  elegant  in 
their  belongings.  During  three  months  of  the  season  in  London 
he  called  himself  the  master  of  a  very  neat  hack.  He  was 
always  well  dressed,  though  never  over-dressed.  At  his  clubs 
he  could  live  on  equal  tenns  with  men  having  ten  times  his 
income.  He  was  not  married.  He  had  acknowledged  to  him- 
self that  he  could  not  marry  without  money  ;  and  he  would  not 
marry  for  money.      He  had  put  aside  from  him,  as  not  within 

his  reach,  the  comforts  of  marriage.     But We  will  not, 

however,  at  the  present  moment  inquu-e  more  curiously  into 
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the  private  life  and  circumstances  of  oui'  new  friend  Adolplius 
Crosbie. 

After  the  sentence  pronounced  against  him  by  Lilian,  the 
two  girls  remained  silent  for  awhile.  Bell  Avas,  perhaps,  a 
little  angry  with  her  sister.  It  was  not  often  that  she  allowed 
herself  to  say  much  in  praise  of  any  gentleman ;  and,  now 
that  she  had  spoken  a  word  or  two  in  favour  of  Mr.  Crosbie, 
she  felt  herself  to  he  rebuked  by  her  sister  for  this  unwonted 
enthusiasm.  Lily  was  at  work  on  a  drawing,  and  in  a  minute 
or  two  had  forgotten  all  about  Mr.  Crosbie ;  but  the  injury 
remained  on  Bell's  mind,  and  prompted  her  to  go  back  to  the 
subject.     "  I  don't  like  those  slang  words,  Lily." 

*"  What  slang  words?" 

"  You  know  what  you  called  Bernard's  friend." 

"  Oh  ;  a  swell.  I  fancy  I  do  like  slang.  I  think  it's 
awfully  jolly  to  talk  about  things  being  jolly.  Only  that  I 
was  ah-uid  of  jtiur  nerves  I  should  have  called  him  stunning. 
It's  so  slow,  you  know,  to  use  nothing  but  words  out  of  a 
dictionaiT." 

"  I  don't  think  it's  nice  in  talking  of  gentlemen." 

"  Isn't  it  ?     Well.  I'd  like  to  be  nice— if  I  knew  how." 

If  she  know  how  !  There  is  no  knowing  how,  for  a  girl, 
in  that  matter.  If  nature  and  her  mother  have  not  done  it 
for  her,  there  is  no  hope  for  her  on  that  head.  I  think  I 
may  say  that  nature  and  her  mother  had  been  safticiently 
efficacious  for  Lilian  Dale  in  this  respect. 

'•  Mr.  Crosbie  is,  at  any  rate,  a  gentleman,  and  knows 
how  to  make  himself  pleasant.  That  was  all  that  I  meant. 
Mamma  said  a  groat  deal  more  about  him  than  I  did." 

"  Mr.  Crosbie  is  an  Apollo  ;  and  I  always  look  upon  Apollo 
ns  the  greatest — you  know  what — that  ever  lived.  I  mustn't 
say  the  word,  because  Apollo  was  a  gentlenian." 

At  tills  moment,  while  the  name  of  the  god  was  still  on  her 
lips,  tlio  higli  open  window  of  the  drawing-room  was  darkened, 
and  Bernard  entered,  followed  by  Mr.  Crosbie. 

"  Wiio  is  talking  about  Apollo  ?  "  said  Captain  Dale. 

The  girls  were  both  stricken  dumb.  How  would  it  be  with 
them  if  Mr.  Crosbie  had  heard  himself  spoken  of  in  those  last 
Words  of  poor  Lily's  ?  This  was  the  rashness  of  which  Bell 
was  ever  accusing  her  sister,  and  hero  was  the  result!  But, 
in  tnith,  Bernard  had  heard  nothing  more  than  the  name, 
and  Mr.  Crosbie,  who  had  been  behind  him,  had  heard  nothing. 

"'As  sweet  and  musical  as  bright  Apollo's  lute,  strung 
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with  his  hair,'  "  said  Mr.  Crosbie,  not  meaning  much  by  tho 
(juotation,  but  perceiving  that  the  two  gu'ls  had  been  in  some 
way  put  out  and  silenced. 

"  What  very  bad  music  it  must  have  made,"  said  Lily ; 
•'  unless,  indeed,  his  hair  was  very  difierent  from  ours." 

'•  It  was  all  sunbeams,"  suggested  Bernard.  But  by  that 
time  Apollo  had  served  his  turn,  and  the  ladies  welcomed  their 
guests  in  the  proper  fonn. 

"Mamma  is  in  the  garden,"  said  Bell,  with  that  hypo- 
critical pretence  so  common  with  young  ladies  when  young 
gentlemen  call ;  as  though  they  were  aware  that  mamma  was 
the  object  specially  sought. 

"  Picking  peas,  with  a  sun  bonnet  on,"  said  Lily. 

"  Let  us  by  all  means  go  and  help  her,"  said  Mr.  Crosbie  ; 
and  then  they  issued  out  into  the  garden. 

The  gardens  of  the  Great  House  of  Allington  and  those 
of  the  Small  House  open  on  to  each  other.  A  proper  boundaiy 
of  thick  laurel  hedge,  and  wide  ditch,  and  of  ii'on  spikes 
guarding  the  ditch,  there  is  between  them  ;  but  over  the  wide 
ditch  there  is  a  foot-bridge,  and  at  the  bridge  there  is  a  gate 
which  has  no  key ;  and  for  all  pui-poses  of  enjoyment  the 
gardens  of  each  house  are  open  to  the  other.  And  the  gardens 
of  the  Small  House  are  very  pretty.  The  Small  House  itself 
is  so  near  the  road  that  there  is  nothing  between  the  dining- 
room  windows  and  the  iron  rail  biit  a  narrow  edge  rather  than 
border,  and  a  little  path  made  with  round  fixed  cobble  stones, 
uot  above  two  feet  broad,  into  which  no  one  but  the  gardener 
ever  makes  his  way.  The  distance  from  the  road  to  the  house 
is  not  above  five  or  six  feet,  and  the  entrance  fi'om  the  gate  is 
shut  in  by  a  covered  way.  But  the  garden  behind  the  house, 
<iu  to  which  the  windows  from  the  drawing-room  open,  is  to 
all  the  senses  as  private  as  though  there  were  no  village  of 
Allington,  and  no  road  up  to  the  chui'ch  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  the  lawn.  The  steeple  of  the  church,  indeed,  can  be 
seen  from  the  lawn,  peering,  as  it  were,  between  the  yew-trees 
which  stand  in  the  corner  of  the  churchyard  adjoining  to 
!Mrs.  Dale's  wall.  But  none  of  the  Dale  fomily  have  any 
objection  to  the  sight  of  that  steeple.  The  glorj-  of  the  Small 
House  at  Allington  certainly  consists  in  its  lawn,  which  is  as 
smooth,  as  level,  and  as  much  like  velvet  as  grass  has  ever  yet 
been  made  to  look.  Lily  Dale,  taking  pride  in  her  o^ra  lawn, 
has  declared  often  that  it  is  no  good  attempting  to  play  croquet 
up  at  the  Great  House.     The  grass,  she  says,  grows  in  tuils, 
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and  nothing  that  Hopkins,  the  gardener,  can  or  will  do  has 
any  effect  upon  the  tufts.  But  there  are  no  tufts  at  the  Small 
House.  As  the  squire  himself  has  never  been  very  enthusiastic 
about  croquet,  the  croquet  implements  have  been  moved  per- 
manently down  to  the  Small  House,  and  croquet  there  has 
become  quite  an  institution. 

And  while  I  am  on  the  subject  of  the  garden  I  may  also 
mention  Mrs.  Dale's  conservatory,  as  to  which  Bell  was  strenu- 
ously of  opinion  that  the  Great  House  had  nothing  to  offer 
equal  to  it — "  For  flowers,  of  course,  I  mean,"  she  would  say, 
correcting  herself;  for  at  the  Great  House  there  was  a  grapery 
very  celebrated.  On  this  matter  the  squire  would  be  less 
tolerant  than  as  regarded  the  croquet,  and  would  tell  his  niece 
that  she  knew  nothing  about  flowers.  "  Perhaps  not,  uncle 
Christopher,"  she  would  say.  "  All  the  same,  I  like  om- 
geraniums  best ;  "  for  there  was  a  spice  of  obstinacy  about 
Miss  Dale, — as,  indeed,  there  was  in  all  the  Dales,  male  and 
female,  young  and  old. 

It  may  be  as  well  to  explain  that  the  care  of  this  lawn  and 
of  this  conseiwatory,  and,  indeed,  of  the  entire  garden  belong- 
ing to  the  Small  House,  was  in  the  hands  of  Hopkins,  the 
head  gardener  to  the  Great  House  ;  and  it  was  so  simply  for 
this  reason,  that  i\Irs.  Dale  could  not  aflford  to  keep  a  gardener 
herself.  A  working  lad,  at  ten  shillings  a  week,  who  cleaned 
the  knives  and  shoes,  and  dug  the  ground,  was  the  only  male 
attendant  on  the  three  ladies.  But  Hopkins,  the  head  gardener 
of  Allington,  who  had  men  under  him,  was  as  widely  awake  to 
the  lawn  and  the  conservatory  of  the  humbler  establishment  as 
he  was  to  the  gi-apery,  peach-walls,  and  terraces  of  the  grander 
one.  In  his  eyes  it  was  all  one  place.  The  Small  House 
belonged  to  liis  master,  as  indeed  did  the  verv  furniture  within 
it ;  and  it  was  lent,  not  let,  to  Mrs.  Dale."  Hopkins,  perhaps, 
did  not  love  ^Irs.  Dale,  seeing  that  he  owed  her  no  duty  as  one 
born  a  Dale.  Ihe  two  young  ladies  he  did  love,  and  also 
snubbed  in  a  veiy  peremptory  way  sometimes.  To  Mrs.  Dale 
he  was  coldly  civil,  always  referring  to  the  squire  if  any  direc- 
tion worthy  of  special  notice  as  concerning  the  garden  was 
given  to  him. 

AH  this  will  serve  to  explain  the  terms  on  which  Mrs.  Dale 
was  living  at  the  Small  House, — a  matter  needful  of  explana- 
tion sooner  or  later.  Her  husband  had  been  the  youngest  of 
three  brothers,  and  in  many  respects  the  brightest.  Early  in 
life  he  had  gone  up  to  London,  and  there  had  done  well  as  a 
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land  surveyor.  Ke  had  done  so  well  that  Government  had 
employed  him,  and  for  some  three  or  four  years  he  had  enjoyed 
a  large  income,  but  death  had  come  suddenly  on  him,  while  he 
was  only  yet  ascending  the  ladder ;  and,  when  he  died,  he  had 
hardly  begun  to  realize  the  golden  prospects  which  ho  had  seen 
before  him.  This  had  happened  some  fifteen  years  before  our 
stor}'  commenced,  so  that  the  two  girls  hardly  retained  any 
memory  of  their  father.  For  the  first  five  years  of  her  widow- 
hood. Mrs.  Dale,  who  had  never  been  a  favourite  of  the  squire's. 
lived  with  her  two  little  girls  in  such  modest  way  as  her  very 
limited  means  allowed.  Old  ^L's.  Dale,  the  squire's  mother, 
then  occupied  the  Small  House.  But  when  old  Mrs.  Dale 
ilied,  the  squire  oflered  the  place  rent-free  to  his  sister-in- 
law,  intimating  to  her  that  licr  daughters  would  obtain  con- 
siderable social  advantages  by  living  at  Allington.  She  had 
accepted  the  ofi"er,  and  the  social  advantages  had  certainly 
followed.  Mrs.  Dale  was  poor,  her  whole  income  not  exceed- 
ing three  hundred  a  year,  and  therefore  her  ovra  style  of  living 
was  of  necessity  very  unassuming  ;  but  she  saw  her  girls 
becoming  popular  in  the  county,  much  liked  by  the  families 
around  them,  and  enjoying  nearly  all  the  advantages  which 
would  have  accrued  to  them  had  they  been  the  daughters  of 
Squii'B  Dale  of  Allington.  Under  such  circumstances  it  was 
little  to  her  whether  or  no  she  were  loved  by  her  brother-in- 
law,  or  respected  by  Hopkins.  Her  own  girls  loved  her,  and 
respected  her,  and  that  was  pretty  much  all  that  she  demanded 
of  the  world  on  her  own  behalf. 

And  uncle  Christopher  had  been  very  good  to  the  girls  in 
his  own  obstinate  and  somewhat  ungracious  manner.  There 
were  two  ponies  in  the  stables  of  the  Great  House,  which 
they  were  allowed  to  ride,  and  which,  unless  on  occasions, 
nobody  else  did  ride.  I  think  he  might  have  given  the  ponies 
to  the  girls,  but  he  thought  differently.  And  he  contributed 
to  their  dresses,  sending  them  home  now  and  again  things 
which  he  thought  necessary-,  not  in  tho  pleasautcst  way  in  the 
v.orld.  Money  he  never  gave  them,  nor  did  he  make  tliem 
any  promises.  But  they  were  Dales,  and  he  loved  them  ;  and 
with  Christopher  Dale  to  love  once  was  to  love  always.  Bell 
was  his  chief  favourite,  sharing  with  his  nephew  Bernard  the 
best  warmth  of  his  heart.  About  these  two  he  had  his  projects, 
intending  that  Bell  should  be  the  future  mistress  of  the  Great 
House  of  Allington  ;  as  to  which  project,  however,  Miss  Dale 
was  as  yet  in  ver}-  absolute  ignorance. 
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We  ma_y  now,  I  think,  go  back  to  our  four  friends,  as 
iliey  walked  out  upon  the  la\vn.  They  were  understood  to  be 
on  a  mission  to  assist  Mrs.  Dale  in  the  picking  of  the  peas  ; 
but  pleasure  intciTened  in  the  way  of  business,  and  the  young 
people,  forgetting  the  labours  of  their  elder,  allowed  them- 
selves to  be  earned  away  by  the  fascinations  of  croquet.  The 
iron  hoops  and  the  sticks  were  fixed.  The  mallets  and  the 
balls  were  lying  about ;  and  then  the  party  was  so  nicely  made 
up  !  "I  haven't  bad  a  game  of  croquet  yet,"  said  Mr.  Crosbie. 
It  cannot  be  said  that  he  had  lost  much  time,  seeing  that  he 
had  only  arrived  before  dinner  on  the  preceding  day.  And 
then  the  mallets  were  in  their  hands  in  a  moment. 

"  "We'll  play  sides,  of  course,"  said  Lily.  "  Beniard  and 
I'll  plav  together."  But  this  was  not  allowed.  Lily  was  well 
known  to  be  the  queen  of  the  croquet  ground  ;  and  as  Bernard 
was  supposed  to  be  more  efficient  than  his  friend,  Lily  had  to 
take  Mr.  Crosbie  as  her  partner.  "  Apollo  can't  get  through 
the  hoops,"  Lily  said  afterwards  to  her  sister ;  "  but  then 
how  gracefully  he  fails  to  do  it !  "  Lily,  however,  had  been 
beaten,  and  may  therefore  be  excused  for  a  little  spite  against 
her  partner.  But  it  so  turned  out  that  before  Mr.  Crosbie 
took  his  final  departure  from  Allington  he  could  get  through 
the  hoops  ;  and  Lily,  though  she  was  still  queen  of  the 
croquet  ground,  had  to  acknowledge  a  male  sovereign  in  that 
dominion. 

"  That's  not  the  way  we  played  at ,"  said  Crosbie,  at 

one  point  of  the  game,  and  then  stopped,  himself. 

"  Where  was  that  ?  "  said  Bernard. 

"  A  place  I  was  at  last  summer, — in  Shropshire." 

"  Then  they  don't  play  the  game,  Mr.  Crosbie,  at  the 
place  you  were  at  last  summer, — in  Shropshire,"  said  Lily. 

"You  mean  Lady  Hartletop's,"  said  Bernard.  Now,  the 
Marchioness  of  Hai-tletop  was  a  veiy  great  person  indeed,  and 
a  leader  in  the  fashionable  world. 

"  Oh  !  Lady  Hartletop's  !  "  said  Lily.  "  Then  I  suppose 
we  must  give  in  ;  "  which  little  bit  of  sarcasm  was  not  lost 
upon  Mr.  Crosbie,  and  was  put  down  by  him  in  the  tablets 
of  his  mind  as  quite  undeserved.  He  had  endeavoured  to 
avoid  any  mention  of  Lady  Hartletop  and  her  croquet  ground, 
and  her  ladyship's  name  had  been  forced  upon  him.  Never- 
theless, ho  liked  Lily  Bale  through  it  all.  But  he  thought 
that  he  liked  Bell  the  best,  though  she  said  little ;  for  Bell 
was  the  beauty  of  the  family. 
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During  the  game  Bernard  remembereil  that  they  had  espe- 
cially como  over  to  bid  the  three  ladies  to  dinner  at  the  house 
on  that  day.  They  had  all  dined  there  on  the  day  before,  and 
the  girls'  uncle  had  now  sent  directions  to  them  to  come 
again.  "  I'll  go  and  ask  mamma  about  it,"  said  Bell,  who 
was  out  fii'st.  And  then  she  returned,  saying,  that  she  and 
her  sister  would  obey  their  uncle's  behest ;  but  that  her  mother 
would  prefer  to  remain  at  home.  "  There  are  the  peas  to  be 
eaten,  you  know,"  said  Lily. 

"  Send  them  up  to  the  Great  House,"  said  Bernard. 

"  Hopkins  would  not  allow  it,"  said  Lily.  "  He  calls 
that  a  mixing  of  things.  Hopkins  doesn't  like  mixings." 
And  then  when  the  game  was  over,  they  sauntered  about,  out 
of  the  small  garden  into  the  larger  one,  and  through  the 
shiTibberies,  and  out  upon  the  fields,  where  they  found  the 
still  lingering  remnants  of  the  haymaking.  And  Lily  took  a 
rake,  and  raked  for  two  minutes  ;  and  Mr.  Crosbie,  making 
an  attempt  to  pitch  the  hay  into  the  cart,  had  to  pay  half-a- 
crown  for  his  footing  to  the  haymakers  ;  and  Bell  sat  quiet 
under  a  tree,  mindful  of  her  complexion  ;  whereupon  Mr. 
Crosbie,  finding  the  hay-pitching  not  much  to  his  taste,  threw 
himself  under  the  same  tree  also,  quite  after  the  manner  of 
Apollo,  as  LUy  said  to  her  mother  late  in  the  evening.  Tlien 
Bernard  covered  Lily  with  hay,  which  was  a  great  feat  in  the 
jocose  way  for  him ;  and  Lily  in  returning  the  compliment, 
almost  smothered  Mr.  Crosbie, — bv  accident. 

"  Oh.  Lilv,"  said  Bell. 

"  I'm  sure  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Crosbie.  It  was  Ber- 
nard's fault.  Bernard,  I  never  will  come  into  a  ha}'field  with 
you  again."  And  so  they  all  became  very  iutunate  ;  while  Bell 
sat  quietly  under  the  tree,  listening  to  a  word  or  two  now  and 
then  as  Mr.  Crosbie  chose  to  speak  them.  There  is  a  kind 
of  enjoyment  to  be  had  in  society,  in  which  veiy  few  words 
are  necessar}-.  Bell  was  less  vivacious  than  her  sister  Lily  ; 
and  when,  an  hour  after  this,  she  was  dressing  herself  for 
dinner,  she  acknowledged  that  she  had  passed  a  pleasant  after- 
noon, though  Mr.  Crosbie  had  not  said  very  much. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  WIDOW  DALE  OF  ALLINGTON. 

As  Mrs.  Dale,  of  tlie  Small  House,  was  not  a  Dale  by  hinh, 
there  can  be  no  necessity  for  insisting  on  the  fact  that  none  of 
the  Dale  peculiarities  should  be  sought  for  in  her  character. 
These  peculiarities  were  not,  perhaps,  very  conspicuous  in  her 
daughters,  who  had  taken  more  in  that  respect  from  their 
mother  than  from  their  father  ;  but  a  close  observer  might 
recognize  the  girls  as  Dales.  They  were  constant,  perhaps 
obstinate,  occasionally  a  little  uncharitable  in  their  judgment, 
and  prone  to  think  that  there  was  a  great  deal  in  being  a  Dale, 
though  not  prone  to  say  much  about  it.  But  they  had  also  a 
better  pride  than  this,  which  had  come  to  them  as  their  mother's 
heritage. 

Mrs.  Dale  was  certainly  a  proud  woman, — not  that  there 
v.as  anything  appertaining  to  herseK  in  which  she  took  a  pride. 
In  birth  she  had  been  much  lower  than  her  husband,  seeing 
that  her  grandfather  had  been  almost  nobody.  Her  fortune 
had  been  considerable  for  her  rank  in  life,  and  on  its  proceeds 
she  now  nuiinly  depended  ;  but  it  had  not  been  sufficient  to 
give  any  of  the  pride  of  wealth.  And  she  had  been  a  beauty  ; 
according  to  my  taste,  was  still  very  lovely ;  but  certainly  at 
this  time  of  life,  she,  a  widow  of  fifteen  years'  standing,  with 
two  groAvn-up  daughters,  took  no  pride  in  her  beauty.  Nor 
had  she  any  conscious  pride  in  the  fact  that  she  was  a  lady. 
That  she  was  a  lady,  inwards  and  outwards,  from  the  crown 
of  her  head  to  the  sole  of  her  feet,  in  head,  in  heart,  and 
in  mind,  a  lady  by  education  and  a  lady  by  nature,  a  lady 
also  by  birth  in  spite  of  that  deficiency  respecting  her  grand- 
father, I  hereby  state  as  a  fact — meo  pcriculo.  And  the  squire, 
though  he  had  no  special  love  for  her,  had  recognized  this, 
and  in  all  respects  treated  her  as  his  equal. 

But  her  position  was  one  which  required  that  she  should 
either  be  very  proud  or  else  very  humble.  She  was  poor, 
and  yet  her  daughters  moved  in  a  position  which  belongs,  as  a 
rule,  to  the  daughters  of  rich  men  only.  This  they  did  as 
nieces  of  the  childless  squire  of  AUington,  and  as  his  nieces 
she  felt  that  they  were  entitled  to  accept  his  countenance  and 
kindness,  without  loss  of  self-respect  either  to  her  or  to  them. 
She  would  have  ill  done  her  duty  as  a  mother  io  them  had 
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she  allowed  any  priile  of  her  own  to  come  between  them  and 
such  advantage  in  the  world  as  their  uncle  might  he  able  to 
give  them.  On  their  behalf  she  had  accepted  the  loan  of  the 
house  in  which  she  lived,  and  the  use  of  many  of  the  appurte- 
nances belonging  to  her  brother-in-law  ;  but  on  her  own  account 
she  had  accepted  nothing.  Her  marriage  vnth.  Philip  Dale  had 
been  disliked  by  his  brother  the  squire,  and  the  squire,  while 
Philip  was  still  living,  had  continued  to  show  that  his  feelings 
in  this  respect  were  not  to  be  overcome.  They  never  had  been 
overcome  ;  and  now,  though  the  brother-in-law  and  sister-in- 
law  had  been  close  neighbours  for  years,  living  as  one  may 
say  almost  in  the  same  family,  they  had  never  become  friends. 
There  had  not  been  a  word  of  quan-el  between  them.  They 
met  constantly.  The  squire  had  unconsciously  come  to  enter- 
tain a  profound  respect  for  his  brother's  widow.  The  mdow  had 
acknowledged  to  herself  the  truth  of  the  affection  showTi  by  the 
uncle  to  her  daughters.  But  yet  they  had  never  come  together 
as  friends.  Of  her  ovra  money  matters  Mrs.  Dale  had  never 
spoken  a  word  to  the  squire.  Of  his  intention  respecting  the 
girls  the  squire  had  never  spoken  a  word  to  the  mother.  And 
in  this  way  they  had  lived  and  were  living  at  ^Vllington. 

The  life  which  Mrs.  Dale  led  was  not  altogether  an  easy 
life, — was  not  devoid  of  much  painful  effort  on  her  part.  The 
theory  of  her  life  one  may  say  was  this  —  that  she  should 
bur}'  herself  in  order  that  her  daughters  might  live  well  above 
ground.  And  in  order  to  cany  out  this  theory,  it  was  neces- 
sary that  she  should  abstain  from  all  complaint  or  show  of 
uneasiness  before  her  girls.  Their  life  above  ground  would  not 
be  well  if  they  understood  that  their  mother,  in  this  under- 
ground life  of  hers,  was  enduring  any  saci'ifice  on  their  behalf. 
It  was  needful  that  they  should  think  that  the  picking  of  peas 
in  a  sun  bonnet,  or  long  readings  by  her  own  fire-side,  and 
solitaiy  hours  spent  in  thinking,  were  specially  to  her  mind. 
"  Mamma  doesn't  like  going  out."  "  I  don't  think  mamma  i.s 
happy  anywhere  out  of  her  own  dra^'ing-room."  I  do  not  say 
that  the  girls  were  taught  to  say  such  words,  but  they  were 
taught  to  have  thoughts  which  led  to  such  words,  and  in  the 
early  days  of  their  going  out  into  the  world  used  so  to  speak  of 
their  mother.  But  a  time  came  to  them  before  long, — to  one 
first  and  then  to  the  other,  in  which  they  knew  that  it  was  not 
so,  and  knew  also  all  that  their  mother  had  suffered  for  their 
sakes. 

And  in  truth  Mrs.  Dale  could  have  been  as  young  in  heart 


22        THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

as  they  were.  She,  too,  could  have  played  croquet,  and  have 
coquetted  with  a  haymaker's  rake,  aud  have  dehghted  in  her 
pony,  ay,  aud  have  listened  to  little  nothings  from  this  and 
that  Apollo,  had  she  thought  that  things  had  heeu  conform- 
able thereto.  Women  at  forty  do  not  become  ancient  misan- 
thropes, or  stem  lihadamanthine  moralists,  indifferent  to  the 
world's  pleasures — no,  not  even  though  they  be  widows.  There 
are  those  Avho  think  that  such  should  be  the  phase  of  their 
minds.  I  profess  that  I  do  not  so  think.  I  would  have 
women,  and  men  also,  young  as  long  as  they  can  be  young. 
It  is  not  tbat  a  woman  should  call  herself  in  years  younger 
than  her  father's  Family  Bible  will  have  her  to  be.  Let  her 
who  is  forty  call  herself  forty ;  but  if  she  can  be  young  in 
spirit  at  forty,  let  her  show  that  she  is  so. 

I  think  that  Mrs.  Dale  was  wrong.  She  would  have  joined 
that  party  on  the  croquet  ground,  instead  of  remaining  among 
the  pea-sticks  in  her  sun  bonnet,  had  she  done  as  I  would  have 
counselled  her.  Not  a  word  w^as  spoken  among  the  four  that 
she  did  not  hear.  Those  pea-sticks  were  only  removed  from 
the  la^\'n  by  a  low  wall  and  a  few  shrubs.  She  listened,  not  as 
one  suspecting,  but  simply  as  one  loving.  The  voices  of  her 
girls'  were  veiy  dear  to  her,  and  the  silver  ringing  tones  of 
Lilys  tongue  were  as  sweet  to  her  ears  as  the  music  of  the 
gods.  She  heard  all  that  about  Lady  Hartletop,  and  shuddered 
at  Lily's  bold  sarcasm.  And  she  heard  Lily  say  that  mamma 
would  stay  at  home  and  eat  the  peas,  and  said  to  herself  sadly 
that  that  was  Jiow  her  lot  in  life. 

"  Dear  darling  girl, — and  so  it  should  be  !  " 

It  was  thus  her  thoughts  ran.  And  then,  when  her  ear 
had  traced  them,  as  they  passed  across  the  little  bridge  into 
the  other  grounds,  she  rctunied  across  the,  lawn  to  the  house 
with  her  burden  on  her  arm,  and  sat  herself  down  on  the  step 
of  the  drawing-room  window,  looking  out  on  the  sweet  summer 
flowers  and  tbe  smooth  surface  of  the  grass  before  her. 

Had  not  God  done  well  for  her  to  place  her  where  she  was  ? 
Had  not  her  lines  been  set  for  her  in  pleasant  places  ?  Was 
she  not  hajipy  in  her  girls, — her  sweet,  loving,  trusting,  trusty 
childi-cn  ?  As  it  was  to  be  that  her  lord,  that  best  half  of 
herself,  was  to  be  taken  from  her  in  early  life,  and  that  the 
springs  of  all  the  lighter  pleasures  were  to  be  thus  stopped  for 
her,  had  it  not  been  well  that  in  her  bereavement  so  much  had 
been  done  to  soften  her  lot  in  life  and  give  it  grace  and 
beauty  ?      'Twas   so,   she  argued  with  herself,  and  yet   she 
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acknowletlgcd  to  herself  that  she  was  uot  happy.  She  had 
resolved,  as  she  herself  had  said  often,  to  put  away  childish 
things,  and  now  she  pined  for  those  things  which  she  so  put 
fi"om  her.  As  she  sat  she  could  still  hear  Lily's  voice  as 
they  went  through  the  shrubbery, — hear  it  when  none  but  a 
mother's  ears  would  have  distinguished  the  sound.  Now  that 
those  young  men  were  at  the  Great  House  it  was  natural  that 
her  gii'ls  should  be  there  too.  The  squire  would  not  have  had 
young  men  to  stay  with  him  had  there  been  no  ladies  to  gi-ace 
his  table.  But  for  her, — she  knew  that  no  one  would  want 
her  there.  Now  and  again  she  must  go,  as  otherwise  her  very 
existence,  without  going,  would  be  a  thing  disagreeably  notice- 
able. But  there  was  no  other  reason  why  she  should  join 
the  party ;  nor  in  joining  it  would  she  either  give  or  receive 
pleasure.  Let  her  daughters  eat  from  her  brother's  table  and 
drink  of  his  cup.  They  were  made  welcome  to  do  so  from 
the  heart.  For  her  there  was  no  such  welcome  as  that  at  the 
Great  House, — nor  at  any  other  house,  or  any  other  table  ! 

"  Mamma  will  stay  at  home  to  eat  the  peas." 

And  then  she  repeated  to  herself  the  words  which  Lily  had 
spoken,  sitting  there,  leaning  with  her  elbow  on  her  knee,  and 
her  head  upon  her  hand. 

"  Please,  ma'am,  cook  says,  can  we  have  the  peas  to 
shell  ?  "  and  then  her  reverie  was  broken. 

"\Miereupon  Mrs.  Dale  got  up  and  gave  over  her  basket. 
"  Cook  knows  that  the  young  ladies  are  going  to  dine  at  the 
Great  House  ?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  She  needn't  mind  getting  dinner  for  me.  I  will  have  tea 
early."  And  so,  after  all,  Mrs.  Dale  did  not  perform  that 
special  duty  appointed  for  her. 

But  she  soon  set  herself  to  work  upon  another  duty.  When 
a  family  of  three  persons  has  to  live  upon  an  income  of  three 
huncbed  a  year,  and,  nevertheless,  makes  some  pretence  of 
going  into  society,  it  has  to  be  very  mindful  of  small  details, 
even  though  that  family  may  consist  only  of  ladies.  Of  this 
I\Iis.  Dale  was  weU  aware,  and  as  it  pleased  her  that  her 
daughters  should  be  nice  and  fresh,  and  pretty  in  their  attire, 
many  a  long  hour  was  given  up  to  that  care.  The  squire 
would  send  them  shawls  in  winter,  and  had  given  them  riding 
habits,  and  had  sent  them  down  brown  silk  dresses  from  London, 
— so  limited  in  quantity  that  the  due  manufacture  of  two  dresses 
out  of  the  matei-ial  hud  been  found  to  be  beyond  the  art  of 
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woman,  and  the  Liwvn  silk  garments  had  heen  a  difficulty  from 
that  day  to  this, — the  squire  having  a  good  memory  in  such 
matters,  and  being  anxious  to  see  the  fniits  of  his  liberality. 
All  this  was  doubtless  of  assistance,  but  had  the  squire  giveu 
the  amount  which  he  so  expended  in  money  to  his  nieces,  the 
benefit  would  have  been  greater.  As  it  was,  the  gu-ls  were 
always  nice  and  fresh  and  pretty,  they  themselves  not  being 
idle  in  that  matter  ;  but  their  tire-woman  in  chief  was  their 
mother.  And  now  she  went  up  to  their  room  and  got  out  their 
muslin  frocks,  and — but,  perhaps,  I  should  not  tell  such  tales  ! 
— She,  however,  felt  no  shame  in  her  work,  as  she  sent  for  a 
liot  iron,  and  with  her  own  hands  smoothed  out  the  creases, 
end  gave  the  proper  set  to  the  crimp  flounces,  and  fixed  a  new 
ribbon  where  it  was  wanted,  and  saw  that  all  was  as  it  should 
be.  Men  think  but  little  how  much  of  this  kind  is  endured 
that  their  eyes  may  be  pleased,  even  though  it  be  but  for 
an  hour. 

"  Oh  !  mamma,  how  good  you  are,"  said  Bell,  as  the  two 
girls  came  in,  only  just  iu  time  to  make  themselves  ready  for 
returning  to  dinner. 

"  Mamma  is  always  good,"  said  Lily.  "I  wish,  mamma, 
I  could  do  the  same  for  you  oftener,"  and  then  she  kissed  her 
mother.  But  the  squire  was  exact  about  dinner,  so  they  dressed 
themselves  in  haste,  and  went  off  again  through  the  garden, 
their  mother  accompanying  them  to  the  little  bridge. 

"  Your  uncle  did  not  seem  vexed  at  my  not  coming  ?  "  said 
Mrs.  Dale. 

"  We  have  not  seen  him,  mamma,"  said  Lily.  "  We  have 
been  ever  so  far  down  the  fields,  and  forgot  altogether  what 
o'clock  it  was." 

"I  don't  think  uncle  Christopher  was  about  the  place, 
or  we  sl:ould  have  met  him,"  said  Bell. 

_  "  But  I  am  vexed  with  you,  mamma.     Are  not  you.  Bell  ? 
It  is  very  bad  of  you  to  stay  here  all  alone,  and  not  come.'! 

"  I  suppose  mamma  likes  being  at  home  better  than  up 
at  the  Grciit  House,"  said  Bell,  very  gently;  and  as  she  spoke 
she  was  holding  her  mother's  hand. 

"Well;  good-b;\',  flears.  I  shall  expect  you  between  ten 
iiud  eleven.  But  don't  hurry  yourselves  if  anything  is  going 
on."  And  so  they  went,  and  the  widow  was  again  alone. 
The  path  from  the  bridge  ran  straight  up  towards  the  back 
of  the  Great  House,  so  that  for  a  moment  or  two  she  could 
see  them  as  they  tripped  on  almost  in  a  run.    And  then  she 
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saw  their  di'esses  flutter  as  they  turned  sharp  rouud.  up  the 
terrace  steps.  She  would  uot  go  beyoud  the  nook  among  the 
laurels  by  which  she  was  surrouuded,  lest  any  one  should  see 
her  as  she  looked  after  her  girls.  But  when  the  last  flutter 
of  the  pink  muslin  had  been  whisked  away  fi'om  her  sight, 
she  felt  it  hard  that  she  might  not  follow  them.  IShe  stood 
there,  however,  without  advancing  a  step.  She  would  not 
have  Hopkins  telling  how  she  watched  her  daughters  as  they 
Went  from  her  own  home  to  that  of  her  brother- iu-law.  It 
was  not  within  the  capacity  of  Hopkins  to  understand  why  she 
watched  them. 

"  Well,  gii-ls,  you're  not  much  too  soon.  I  think  your 
mother  might  have  come  with  you,"  said  uncle  Christopher. 
And  this  was  the  manner  of  the  man.  Had  he  knoNNH  his 
own  wishes  he  must  have  acknowledged  to  himself  that  he 
was  better  pleased  that  Mrs.  Dale  should  stay  away.  He 
felt  himself  more  absolutely  master  and  more  comfortably 
at  home  at  his  own  table  without  her  company  than  with 
it.  And  yet  he  frequently  made  a  grievance  of  her  not  coming, 
and  himself  believed  in  that  grievance. 

''  I  think  mamma  was  tired,"  said  Bell. 

"  Hem.      It's  not  so  very  far  across  from  one  house  to  the 

other.     If  I  were  to  shut  myself  up  whenever  I'm  tired 

But  never  mind.  Let's  go  to  dinner.  Mr.  Crosbie,  will  you 
take  my  niece  Lilian."  And  then,  ofi"ering  his  own  ana  to 
Bell,  he  walked  ofl"  to  the  dining-room. 

"  If  he  scolds  mamma  any  more,  I'll  go  away,"  said  Lily 
to  her  companion  ;  by  which  it  may  be  seen  that  they  had  all 
become  very  intimate  duiing  the  long  day  that  they  had  passed 
together. 

Mrs.  Dale,  after  remaining  for  a  moment  on  the  bridge, 
went  in  to  her  tea.  What  succedaneum  of  mutton  chop  or 
broiled  ham  she  had  for  the  roast  duck  and  green  peas  v,hifli 
were  to  have  been  provided  for  the  family  dinner  we  will  not 
paitlcularly  inquire.  We  may,  however,  imagine  that  she  did 
not  devote  herself  to  her  evening  repast  with  any  peculiar 
energy  of  appetite.  She  took  a  book  with  her  as  she  sat 
herself  down, — some  novel,  probably,  for  !Mrs.  Dale  was  not 
above  novels, — and  read  a  page  or  two  fis  she  sipped  her 
toa.  But  the  book  was  soon  laid  on  one  side,  and  the  tray  on 
which  the  warm  plate  had  become  cold  was  neglected,  and  she 
threw  herself  back  in  her  own  familiar  chair,  thinking  of  her- 
self, and  of  her  girls,  and  thiakiug  also  what  might  have  been 
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her  lot  in  life  had  he  lived  who  had  loved  her  truly  during 
the  few  years  that  they  had  been  together. 

It  is  especially  the  nature  of  a  Dale  to  be  constant  in  his 
likings  and  his  dislikings.  Her  husband's  affection  for  her 
had  been  unswemng, — so  much  so  that  he  had  quarrelled 
with  his  brother  because  his  brother  would  not  express  him- 
self in  brotherly  terms  about  his  wife  ;  but,  nevertheless,  the 
two  brothers  had  loved  each  other  always.  Many  years  had 
now  gone  by  since  these  things  had  occurred,  but  still  the  same 
feelings  remained.  When  she  had  fii'st  come  do-wn  to  Allingtou 
she  had  resolved  to  win  the  squire's  regard,  but  she  had  now 
long  knov/n  that  any  such  winning  was  out  of  the  question ; 
indeed,  there  was  no  longer  a  wish  for  it.  Mrs.  Dale  was 
not  one  of  those  soft-hearted  women  who  sometimes  thank  God 
that  they  can  love  any  one.  She  could  once  have  felt  atiec- 
tion  for  her  brother-in-law, — aff"ection,  and  close,  careful, 
sisterly  fi-iendship ;  but  she  could  not  do  so  now.  He  had 
been  cold  to  her,  and  had  with  perseverance  rejected  her 
advances.  That  was  now  seven  years  since  ;  and  during  those 
years  Mrs.  Dale  had  been,  at  any  rate,  as  cold  to  him  as  he 
had  been  to  her. 

But  all  this  was  very  hard  to  bear.  That  her  daughters 
should  love  their  uncle  was  not  only  reasonable,  but  in  eveiy 
way  desirable.  He  was  not  cold  to  them.  To  them  he  was 
generous  and  affectionate.  If  she  were  only  out  of  the  way, 
he  would  have  taken  them  to  his  house  as  his  om),  and  they 
would  m  all  respects  have  stood  before  the  world  as  his  adopted 
childi-eu.     Would  it  not  be  better  if  she  were  out  of  the  way  ? 

It  was  only  in  her  most  dismal  moods  that  this  question 
would  get  itself  asked  within  her  mind,  and  then  she  would 
recover  herself,  and  answer  it  stoutly  with  an  indignant  protest 
against  her  own  morbid  weakness.  It  would  not  be  well  that 
she  should  be  away  from  her  girls, — not  though  their  uncle 
should  have  been  t\vice  a  better  uncle  ;  not  though,  by  her 
absence,  they  might  become  heiresses  of  all  Allington.  Was 
it  not  above  evcrytliing  to  them  that  they  should  have  a  mother 
near  tliem  '?  And  as  she  asked  of  herself  that  morbid  question, 
— wickedly  asked  it,  as  she  declared  to  herself, — did  she  not 
know  that  they  loved  her  better  than  all  the  world  beside, 
and  would  prefer  her  caresses  and  her  care  to  the  guardian- 
ship of  any  undo,  let  his  house  be  ever  so  gi-eat  ?  As  yet 
they  loved  her  better  than  all  the  world  beside.  Of  other 
love,  should  it  come,  she  would  not  be  jealous.     And  if  it 
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should  come,  and  should  be  happy,  mi^jbt  there  not  yet  be 
a  bright  evening  of  life  for  herself?  If  they  should  mariT, 
and  if  their  lords  would  accept  her  love,  her  friendship,  and 
her  homage,  she  might  yet  escape  from  the  deathlike  coldness 
of  that  Great  House,  and  be  happy  in  some  tiny  cottage,  from 
which  she  might  go  foi'th  at  times  among  those  who  would 
really  welcome  her.  A  certain  doctor  there  was,  living  not 
very  far  from  AUington,  at  Guestwick,  as  to  whom  she  had 
once  thought  that  he  might  till  that  place  of  son-iu-law, — to  be 
well-belovod.  Her  quiet,  beautiful  Bell  had  seemed  to  like  the 
man ;  and  he  had  certainly  done  more  than  seem  to  like  her. 
But  now,  for  some  weeks  past,  this  hope,  or  rather  this  idea, 
had  faded  away.  Mrs.  Dale  had  never  questioned  her  daughter 
on  the  matter;  she  was  not  a  woman  prone  to  put  such 
questions.  But  during  the  month  or  two  last  past,  she  had 
seen  with  regret  that  Bell  looked  almost  coldly  on  the  man 
whom  her  mother  favoured. 

In  thinking  of  all  this  the  long  evening  passed  away, 
and  at  eleven  o'clock  she  heard  the  coming  steps  across  the 
garden.  The  young  men  had,  of  course,  accompanied  the 
gu"ls  home  ;  and  as  she  stepped  out  from  the  still  open  window 
of  her  own  drawing-room,  she  saw  them  all  on  the  centre  of  the 
lawn  before  her. 

"There's  mamma,"  said  Lily.  "Mamma,  Mr,  Croshie 
wants  to  play  croquet  by  moonlight." 

"  I  don't  think  there  is  light  enough  for  that,"  said 
Mrs.  Dale. 

*"  There  is  light  enough  for  him,"  said  Lily,  "  for  he  plays 
quite  independently  of  the  hoops  ;  don't  you,  Mr.  Croshie  ?  " 

"  'J.'here's  very  pretty  croquet  light,  I  should  say,"  said 
Mr.  d'osbie,  looking  up  at  the  bright  moon ;  "  and  then  it  is 
so  stupid  going  to  bed." 

'•  Yes,  it  is  stupid  going  to  bed,"  said  Lily  ;  "  but  people 
in  the  country  are  stupid,  you  know.  Billiards,  that  you  can 
play  all  night  by  gas,  is  much  better,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Yom-  arrows  fall  terribly  astray  there.  Miss  Dale,  for  I 
never  touch  a  cue  ;  you  should  talk  to  your  cousin  about 
billiards." 

"  Is  Bernard  a  great  billiard  player,"  asked  Boll. 

"  Well,  I  do  play  now  and  again  ;  about  as  well  as  Croshie 
does   croquet.      Come,    Croshie,    weU   go   home  and  smoke 


a  cigar. 


"  Yes,"  said  Lily ;  "  and  then,  you  know,  we  stupid  people 
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can  go  to  bed.  Mamma,  I  wish  you  had  a  little  smoking-room 
here  for  us.  I  don't  like  being  considered  stupid."  And  then 
they  parted, — the  ladies  going  into  the  house,  and  the  two  men 
returning  across  the  lawn. 

"  Lily,  my  love,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  when  they  were  all 
together  in  her  bedroom,  "  it  seems  to  me  that  you  are  Tery 
hard  upon  Mr.  Crosbie." 

"  She  has  been  going  on  like  that  all  the  evening,"  said 
Bell. 

"  I'm  sure  we  are  very  good  friends,"  said  Lify. 

"  Oh,  very,"  said  Bell. 

"  Now,  Bell,  you're  jealous  ;  you  know  you  are."  And 
then,  seeing  that  her  sister  M'as  in  some  slight  degree  vexed, 
she  went  up  to  her  and  kissed  her.  "  She  shan't  be  called 
jealous  ;  shall  she,  mamma  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  she  deserves  it,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Now,  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  think  I  meant  any- 
thing," said  Lilv.  "As  if  I  cared  a  buttercup  about  Mr. 
Crosbie." 

"  Or  I  either,  Lily." 

"  Of  course  you  don't.  But  I  do  care  for  him  veiy  much, 
mamma.  He  is  such  a  duck  of  an  Apollo.  I  shall  always 
call  him  Apollo ;  Phoebus  Apollo !  And  when  I  draw  his 
picture  he  shall  have  a  mallet  in  his  hand  instead  of  a  bow. 
Upon  my  word  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  Bernard  for  bringing 
him  down  here  ;  and  I  do  wish  he  was  not  going  away  the  day 
alter  to-morrow." 

"  The  day  after  to-morrow !  "  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  It  was 
hardly  worth  coming  for  two  days." 

"  No,  it  wasn't, — disturbing  us  all  in  our  quiet  little  ways 
just  for  such  a  spell  as  that, — not  giving  one  time  even  to 
count  his  rays." 

"  But  he  says  he  shall  perhaps  come  again,"  said  Bell. 

"  There  is  that  hope  for  us,"  said  Lily.  "  Uncle  Christopher 
asked  him  to  coiue  down  when  he  gets  his  long  leave  of  absence. 
This  is  only  a  short  sort  of  leave.  He  is  better  off  than  poor 
Johnny  Eames.  Johnny  Eames  only  has  a  month,  but  Mr. 
Crosbie  has  two  months  just  whenever  he  likes  it ;  and  seems 
to  be  pretty  rnsch  his  own  master  all  the  year  round  besides." 

"  And  uncle  Christopher  asked  him  to  come  down  lor  the 
shooting  in  September,"  said  Bell. 

"  And  though  he  didn't  say  he'd  come  I  think  ho  meant 
it,"  said  Lily.     "  There  is  that  hope  for  us,  mampia." 
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"  Then  you'll  have  to  draw  Apollo  with  a  gun  instoad 
of  a  mallet." 

"  That  is  the  worst  of  it,  mamma.  We  shan't  see  much  of 
him  or  of  Bernard  either.  They  wouldn't  let  us  go  out  into 
the  woods  as  beaters,  would  they  ?  " 

"  You'd  make  too  much  noise  to  he  of  any  use." 

"Should  I?  I  thought  the  beaters  had  to  shout  at  the 
birds.  I  should  get  very  tired  of  shouting  at  hmls,  so  I  think 
111  stay  at  home  and  look  after  my  clothes." 

"  I  hope  he  will  come,  because  uncle  Chi'istopher  seems 
to  like  him  so  much,"  said  Bell. 

"I  wonder  whether  a  certain  gentleman  at  Guestwick  will 
like  his  coming,"  said  Lily.  And  then,  as  soon  as  she  had 
spoken  the  words,  she  looked  at  her  sister,  and  saw  that  she 
had  grieved  her. 

*'  Lily,  you  let  your  tongue  run  too  fast,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  didn't  mean  an}i;hing,  Bell,"  said  Lily.  "  I  beg  your 
pardon." 

"  It  doesn't  signify,"  said  Bell.  "  Only  Lily  says  things 
without  thinking."  And  then  that  conversation  came  to  an 
end,  and  nothing  more  was  said  among  them  beyond  what 
appertained  to  their  toilet,  and  a  few  last  words  at  parting. 
But  the  two  girls  occupied  the  same  room,  and  when  their 
ovm  door  was  closed  upon  them.  Bell  did  allude  to  what  had 
passed  with  some  spirit. 

"  Lily,  you  promised  me,"  she  said,  "  that  you  would  not 
say  an}-thing  more  to  me  about  Dr.  Crofts." 

"  I  know  I  did,  and  I  was  very  wi'ong.  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Bell ;  and  I  won't  do  it  again, — not  if  I  can  help  it." 

"  Not  help  it,  Lily  !  " 

"  But  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  why  I  shouldn't  speak  of 
him, — only  not  in  the  way  of  laughing  at  you.  Of  all  the  men 
I  ever  saw  in  my  life  I  like  him  best.  And  only  that  I  love 
you  better  than  I  love  myself  I  could  find  it  in  my  heart  to 
gnidge  you  his " 

"  Lily,  what  did  j'ou  promise  just  now  '?  " 

"  Well ;  after  to-night.  And  I  don't  know  why  you  should 
turn  against  him." 

"  I  have  never  turned  against  him  or  for  him." 

"  There's  no  turning  about  him.  He'd  give  his  left  hand 
if  you'd  only  smile  on  him.  Or  his  right  either, — and  that's 
what  I  should  like  to  see  ;  so  now  you've  heard  it."         \\\ir   .^ 

"  You  know  you  are  talking  nonsense."  -■  '• -'^ 
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"  So  I  should  like  to  see  it.  And  so  would  mamma  too, 
I'm  sure  ;  though  I  uever  heard  her  say  a  word  ahout  him.  lu 
my  mind  he's  the  finest  fellow  I  ever  saw.  What's  Mr.  Apollo 
Croshie  to  him  ?  And  now,  as  it  makes  you  unhappy,  I'll 
never  say  another  word  ahout  him." 

As  Bell  wished  her  sister  good-night  Avith  perhaps  more 
than  her  usual  affection,  it  was  evident  that  Lily's  words  and 
eager  tone  had  in  some  way  pleased  her,  in  spite  of  their 
opposition  to  the  request  which  she  had  made.  And  Lily  was 
aware  that  it  was  so. 


CHAPTER  IV. 
3IRS.  roper's  boarding-house. 

I  HAVE  said  that  John  Eames  had  been  petted  by  none  but 
his  mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  supposed,  on  this  account, 
that  John  Eames  had  no  friends.  There  is  a  class  of  young 
men  who  never  get  petted,  though  they  may  not  be  the  less 
esteemed,  or  perhaps  loved.  They  do  not  come  forth  to  the 
world  as  ApoUos,  nor  shine  at  all,  keeping  what  light  they 
inay  have  for  inward  purposes.  Such  young  men  are  often 
av/kward,  ungainly,  and  not  yet  fonned  in  their  gait ;  they 
straggle  with  their  limbs,  and  are  shy  ;  words  do  not  come 
to  them  with  ease,  when  words  are  required,  among  any  but 
their  accustomed  associates.  Social  meetings  are  periods  of 
penance  to  them,  and  any  appearance  in  public  will  unnerve 
them.  They  go  much  about  alone,  and  blush  when  women 
speak  to  them.  In  truth,  they  are  not  as  yet  men,  what- 
ever the  number  may  be  of  their  years ;  and,  as  they  are  no 
longer  boys,  tlie  world  has  found  for  them  the  ungi-aceful  name 
of  hobbledehoy. 

Such  observations,  hov>'evcr,  as  I  have  been  enabled  to 
make  on  this  matter  have  led  me  to  believe  that  the  hobble- 
dehoy is  by  no  means  the  least  valuable  species  of  the  human 
race.  When  I  compare  the  hobbledehoy  of  one  or  two  and 
twenty  to  some  finished  Apollo  of  the  same  age,  I  regard  the 
former  as  unripe  fruit,  and  the  latter  as  fi-uit  that  is  ripe. 
Then  comes  the  question  as  to  the  two  fniits.  Which  is  the 
better  fruit,  that  which  ripens  early — wliich  is,  perhaps,  favoured 
with  some  little  forcing  apparatus,  or  which,  at  least,  is  backed 
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by  the  warmth  of  a  southera  wall  ;  or  that  fruit  of  slower 
groTi^th,  as  to  which  nature  works  without  assistance,  on  which 
the  sun  operates  in  its  own  time, — or  perhaps  never  operates 
if  some  ungenial  shade  has  been  allowed  to  interpose  itself  ? 
The  world,  no  doubt,  is  in  favour  of  the  forcing  apparatus 
or  of  the  southern  wall.  The  fruit  comes  certainly,  and  at  an 
assured  period.  It  is  spotless,  speckless,  and  of  a  certain 
quality  by  no  means  despicable.  The  owner  has  it  when  he 
wants  it,  and  it  serves  its  turn.  But,  nevertheless,  according 
to  my  thinking,  the  fullest  flavour  of  the  sun  is  given  to 
that  other  fruit, — is  given  in  the  sun's  own  good  time,  if 
so  be  that  no  ungenial  shade  has  int^i-posed  itself.  I  like 
the  smack  of  the  natural  growth,  and  like  it,  perhaps,  the 
better  because  that  which  has  been  obtained  has  been  obtained 
without  favour. 

But  the  hobbledehoy,  though  he  blushes  when  women 
address  him,  and  is  uneasy  even  when  he  is  near  them,  though 
he  is  not  master  of  his  limbs  in  a  ball-room,  and  is  hardly 
master  of  his  tongue  at  any  time,  is  the  most  eloquent  of 
beings,  and  especially  eloquent  among  beautiful  women.  He 
enjoys  all  the  triumphs  of  a  Don  Juan,  without  any  of  Don 
Juan"s  heartlessness,  and  is  able  to  conquer  in  all  encounters, 
through  the  force  of  his  wit  and  the  sweetness  of  his  voice. 
But  this  eloquence  is  heard  only  by  his  own  inner  ears,  and 
these  triumphs  are  the  triumphs  of  his  imagination. 

The  true  hobbledehoy  is  much  alone,  not  being  gi-eatly 
given  to  social  intercourse  even  with  other  hobbledehoys — a 
trait  in  his  character  which  I  think  has  hardly  been  sufficiently 
observed  by  the  world  at  largo.  He  has  probably  become  a 
hobbledehoy  instead  of  an  Apollo,  because  circumstances  have 
not  afforded  him  much  social  intercoui'se ;  and,  therefore,  he 
wanders  about  in  solitude,  taking  long  walks,  in  which  he 
dreams  of  those  successes  which  are  so  far  removed  from 
his  powers  of  achievement.  Out  in  the  fields,  with  his  stick 
in  his  hand,  he  is  very  eloquent,  cutting  off  the  heads  of 
the  springing  summer  weeds,  as  he  practises  his  oratory  with 
energy.  And  thus  he  feeds  an  imagination  for  which  those  who 
know  him  give  him  but  scanty  credit,  and  unconsciously  pre- 
pares himself  for  that  latter  ripening,  if  only  the  ungenial  shade 
will  some  day  cease  to  interpose  itself. 

Such  hobbledehoys  receive  but  little  petting,  unless  it  be 
f'om  a  mother  ;  and  such  a  hobbledehoy  was  John  Eames  when 
he  was  sent  away  from  Guostwick  to  begin  his  life  in  the  big 
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room  of  a  public  office  in  Loudon.  ^Ve  may  say  that  there 
was  nothing  of  the  young  Apollo  about  him.  But  yet  he  was 
not  without  iriends — friends  who  wished  him  well,  and  thought 
much  of  his  welfare.  And  he  had  a  younger  sister  who  loved 
him  dearly,  who  had  no  idea  that  he  was  a  hobbledehoy,  being 
somewhat"  of  a  hobbledehoya  herself.  Mrs.  Eames,  their 
mother,  was  a  widow,  living  in  a  small  house  in  Guestwick, 
whose  husband  had  been  throughout  his  whole  life  an  intimate 
friend  of  our  squire.  He  had  been  a  man  of  many  misfor- 
tunes, having  begun  the  world  almost  with  affluence,  and  ha\'ing 
ended  it  in  poverty.  He  had  lived  all  his  days  in  Guestwick, 
having  at  one  time  occupied  a  large  tract  of  land,  and  lost  much 
money  in  experimental  farming  ;  and  late  in  life  he  had  taken 
a  small  house  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  and  there  had  died, 
some  two  years  previously  to  the  commencement  of  this  story. 
With  no  other  man  had  Mr.  Dale  lived  on  terms  so  intimate  ; 
and  when  Mr.  Eames  died  Mr.  Dale  acted  as  executor  under 
his  will,  and  as  guardian  to  his  children.  He  had,  moreover, 
obtained  for  John  Eames  that  situation  under  the  Crown  which 
he  now  held. 

And  j\Irs.  Eamos  had  been  and  still  was  on  veiy  friendly 
tenns  with  Mrs.  Dale.  The  squire  had  never  taken  quite 
kindly  to  Mrs.  Eames,  whom  her  husband  had  not  met  till  he 
was  already  past  forty  years  of  age.  But  Mrs.  Dale  had  made 
up  by  her  kindness  to  the  poor  forlorn  woman  for  any  lack  of 
that  cordiality  which  might  have  been  shown  to  her  from  the 
Great  House.  Mrs.  Eames  was  a  poor  forlorn  woman — forlorn 
even  during  the  time  of  her  husband's  life,  but  very  wobegone 
now  in  her  widowhood.  In  matters  of  importance  the  squire 
had  been  kind  to  her  ;  arranging  for  her  her  little  money 
affairs,  advising  her  about  her  house  and  income,  also  getting 
for  her  that  appointment  for  her  son.  But  he  snubbed  her 
when  he  met  her,  and  poor  Mrs.  Eames  held  him  in  great  awe. 
Mrs.  Dale  held  her  brother-in-law  in  no  awe,  and  sometimes 
gave  to  the  widow  from  Guestwick  advice  quite  at  variance 
to  that  given  by  the  squire.  In  this  way  there  had  grown  up 
an  intimacy  between  Bell  and  Lily  and  the  young  Eames,  and 
fithor  of  the  girls  was  prepared  to  declare  that  Johnny  Eames 
was  her  own  and  well-loved  friend.  Nevertheless,  they  spoke 
of  him  occasionally  with  some  little  dash  of  merriment — as  is 
not  unusual  with  pretty  girls  who  have  hobbledehoys  among 
their  intimate  friends,  and  who  are  not  themselves  unaccustomed 
to  the  gi-ace  of  an  Apollo. 


MRS.    TwOPER'S    BOARDING-nOUSE.  33 

I  may  as  well  announce  at  once  that  John  Eamcs,  when  ho 
went  up  to  London,  was  absolutely  and  irretrievably  in  lovo 
with  Lily  Dale.  He  had  declared  his  passion  in  the  most 
moving  language  a  huudi'ed  times  ;  but  he  had  declared  it  only 
to  himself.  He  had  written  much  poetry  about  Lily,  but  ho 
kept  his  lines  safe  under  double  lock  and  kc}'.  AVhen  he  gave 
the  reins  to  his  imagination,  he  flattered  himself  that  he  might 
win  not  only  her  but  the  world  at  large  also  by  his  verses  ;  but 
he  would  have  perished  rather  than  exhibit  them  to  human 
eye.  During  the  last  ten  weeks  of  his  life  at  Guestwick,  while 
he  was  preparing  for  his  career  in  London,  he  hung  about 
Allington,  walking  over  frequently  and  then  walking  back 
again  ;  but  all  in  vain.  During  these  visits  he  would  sit  in 
Mrs.  Dale's  drawing-room,  speaking  but  little,  and  addressing 
himself  usually  to  the  mother  ;  but  on  each  occasion,  as  he 
started  on  his  long,  hot  walk,  he  resolved  that  he  would  say 
something  by  which  Lily  might  know  of  his  love.  YvTien  he 
left  for  London  that  something  had  not  been  said. 

He  had  not  dreamed  of  asking  her  to  be  his  wife.  John 
Eames  was  about  to  begin  the  world  with  eighty  pounds  a 
year,  and  an  allowance  of  twenty  more  from  his  mother's 
purse.  He  was  well  aware  that  with  such  an  income  he 
could  not  establish  himself  as  a  married  man  in  London,  and 
he  also  felt  that  the  man  who  might  be  fortunate  enough  to 
win  Lily  for  his  wife  should  be  prepared  to  give  her  eveiy  soft 
luxuiy  that  the  world  could  afford.  He  knew  well  that  he 
ought  not  to  expect  any  assurance  of  Lily's  love ;  but,  never- 
theless, he  thought  it  possible  that  he  might  give  her  an 
assurance  of  his  love.  It  would  probably  be  in  vain.  He 
had  no  real  hope,  unless  when  he  was  in  one  of  those  poetic 
moods.  He  had  acknowledged  to  himself,  in  some  indistinct 
way,  that  he  was  no  more  than  a  hobbledehoy,  awkward,  silent, 
ungauily,  with  a  face  unfinished,  as  it  were,  or  unripe.  All 
this  he  knew,  and  knew  also  that  there  were  Apollos  in  the 
world  who  would  be  only  too  ready  to  carry  off  Lily  in  their 
splendid  cars.  But  not  the  less  did  he  make  up  liis  mind  that 
having  loved  her  once,  it  behoved  him,  as  a  true  man.  to  love 
her  on  to  the  end. 

One  little  word  he  had  said  to  hor  when  they  parted,  but 

it  had  been  a  word  of  friendship  rather  than  of  love.     He  had 

strayed  out  after  her  on  to  the  lawn,  lea\'ing  Bell  alone  in  the 

\  drawing-room.     Perhaps  Lily  had  understood  something  of  the 

*  liov's  ieeling,  and  had  wished  to  speak  kindly  to  him  a^  parting, 

8 


34  THE    SMALL   HOUSE    AT    ALLINGTO^'. 

or  almost  more  than  kindly.     There  is  a  silent  love  whieli 
women  recognize,  and  which  in  some  silent  way  they  acknow 
ledge, — giving  gracious  but  silent  thanks  for  the  respect  which 
accompanies  it. 

"  I  have  come  to  say  good-by,  Lily,"  said  Johnny  Eames, 
following  the  girl  down  one  of  the  paths. 

"  Good-by,  John,"  said  she,  turning  round.  "  You  know 
how  Sony  we  are  to  lose  you.  But  it's  a  great  thing  for  you 
to  be  going  up  to  London." 

"  Well ;  yes.  I  suppose  it  is.  I'd  sooner  remain  here, 
though," 

"  What !  stay  here,  doing  nothing  !  I  am  sure  you  would 
not." 

"  Of  course,  I  shoiild  like  to  do  something.   I  mean " 

"  You  mean  that  it  is  painful  to  part  with  old  friends  ;  and 
I'm  sure  that  we  all  feel  that  at  parting  with  you.  But  you'll 
have  a  holiday  sometimes,  and  then  wc  shall  see  you." 

"Yes;  of  course,  I  shall  see  you  then.  I  think,  Lily, 
I  shall  care  more  about  seeing  you  than  anybody." 

"  Oh,  no,  John.    There'll  be  your  own  mother  and  sister." 

"  Yes  ;  there'll  be  mother  and  Mary,  of  course.  But  I 
will  come  over  here  the  veiy  first  day, — that  is,  if  you'll  care 
to  see  me  ?  " 

"  We  shall  care  to  see  you  very  much.  Yoa  know  that. 
And — dear  John,  I  do  hope  you'll  be  happy." 

There  was  a  tone  in  her  voice  as  she  spoke  which  almost 
upset  him  ;  or,  I  should  rather  say,  which  almost  put  him  up 
upon  his  legs  and  made  him  speak ;  but  its  ultimate  efiect 
was'  less  powerful.  "  Do  you  ?  "  said  he,  as  he  held  her 
hand  for  a  few  happy  seconds.  "And  I'm  sure  I  hope  you'll 
always  bo  happy.  Good-by,  Lily."  Then  he  left  her,  returning 
to  the  house,  and  she  continued  her  walk,  wandering  down 
among  the  trees  in  the  shrubbery,  and  not  showing  herself  for 
the  next  half  hour.  How  many  girls  have  some  such  lover 
as  that, — a  lover  who  says  no  more  to  them  than  Johnny  Eames 
then  said  to  Lily  Dale,  who  never  says  more  than  that  ?  And 
yet  when,  in  after  years,  they  count  over  the  names  of  all 
who  have  loved  them,  the  name  of  that  awkward  youth  is  never 
ibrgottcn. 

That  farewell  had  been  spoken  nearly  two  years  since,  and 
Lily  Dale  was  then  seventeen.  Since  that  time,  John  Eames 
had  been  home  once,  and  during  his  month's  holidays  had 
often  visited  AUingtou.     But  he  had  never  improved  upon  that 
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occasion  of  which  I  have  toUl.  It  had  sccmotl  to  him  that 
Lilv  was  cohler  to  him  than  in  ohl  days,  and  ho  had  hecome, 
if  anything,  more  shy  in  his  ways  with  her.  He  was  to  return 
to  Guestwick  again  during  this  autumn ;  hut,  to  tell  honestly 
the  truth  in  the  matter,  Lily  Dale  did  not  think  or  care  very 
much  for  his  coming.  Girls  of  nineteen  do  not  care  for  lovers 
of  one-and-twenty,  unless  it  he  when  the  fniit  has  had  the 
advantage  of  some  forcing  apparatus  or  southern  wall. 

John  Eames's  love  was  still  as  hot  as  ever,  having  heen 
sustained  on  poetry,  and  kept  alive,  perhaps,  by  some  close 
confidence  in  the  ears  of  a  brother  clerk  ;  but  it  is  not  to  be 
supposed  that  during  these  two  years  he  had  been  a  melancholy 
lover.  It  might,  perhaps,  have  been  better  for  him  had  his 
disposition  led  him  to  that  line  of  life.  Such,  however,  had 
not  been  the  case.  He  had  already  abandoned  the  flute  on 
which  he  had  learned  to  sound  three  sad  notes  before  he  left 
Guestwick,  and,  after  the  fifth  or  sixth  Sunday,  he  had  relin- 
quished his  solitaiT  walks  along  the  towing-path  of  the  Regent's 
Park  Canal.  To  think  of  one's  absent  love  is  very  sweet ; 
but  it  becomes  monotonous  after  a  mile  or  two  of  a  towing- 
path,  and  the  mind  will  turn  away  to  Aunt  Sally,  the  Cremome 
Gardens,  and  financial  questions.  I  doubt  whether  any  girl 
would  be  satisfied  with  her  lover's  mind  if  she  knew  the  whole 
of  it. 

"  I  say,  Caudle,  I  wonder  whether  a  follow  could  got  into 
a  club?" 

This  proposition  was  made,  on  one  of  those  Sunday  walks, 
by  John  Eames  to  the  friend  of  his  bosom,  a  brother  clerk, 
whose  legitimate  name  was  Cradell,  and  who  was  therefore 
called  Caudle  by  his  friends. 

"  Get  into  a  club  ?    Fisher  in  our  room  belongs  to  a  club." 

"  That's  only  a  chess-club.     I  mean  a  regular  club." 

"  One  of  the  swell  ones  at  the  West  End  ?  "  said  Cradell, 
ahnost  lost  in  admiration  at  the  ambition  of  his  friend. 

''  I  shouldn't  want  it  to  be  particularly  swell.  If  a  man 
isn't  a  swell,  I  don't  see  what  he  gets  by  going  among  those 
who  are.  But  it  is  so  uncommon  slow  at  Mother  Roper's." 
Now  Mrs.  Roper  was  a  respectable  lady,  who  kept  a  boarding- 
house  in  Burton  Crescent,  and  to  whom  Mrs.  Eames  had  been 
stx-ongly  recommended  when  she  was  desirous  of  finding  a 
specially  safe  domicile  for  her  son.  For  the  first  year  of  his 
life  in  London  John  Eames  had  lived  alone  in  lodgings  ;  but 
that  had  resultod  in  discomfort,  solitude,  and,  alas !  in  somo 
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amount  of  debt,  which  had  come  heavily  on  the  poor  'U'idow. 
Now,  for  the  second  year,  some  safer  mode  of  life  was  neces- 
sary. She  had  learned  that  Mrs.  Cradell,  the  widow  of  a 
barrister,  who  had  also  succeeded  in  getting  her .  son  into  the 
Income-tax  Office,  had  placed  him  in  charge  of  Mrs.  Iloper ; 
and  she,  with  many  injunctions  to  that  motherly  woman,  sub- 
mitted her  own  boy  to  the  same  custody. 

i'  And  about  going  to  church  ?  "  Mrs.  Eames  had  said  to 
Mrs.  Roper. 

"  I  don't  suppose  I  can  look  after  that,  ma'am,"  Mrs. 
Roper  had  answered,  conscientiously.  "  Young  gentlemen 
choose  mostly  their  own  churches." 

"  But  they  do  go  ?  "  asked  the  mother,  very  anxious  in  her 
heart  as  to  this  new  hfe  in  which  her  boy  was  to  be  left  to 
follow  in  so  many  things  the  guidance  of  his  own  lights. 
"  They  who  have  been  brought  up  steady  do  so,  mostly." 
"  He  has  been  brought  up  steady,  Mrs.  Roper.     He  has, 
indeed.     And  you  won't  give  him  a  latch-key  ?  " 
"  Well,  they  ahvays  do  ask  for  it." 

"But  ho  won't  insist,  if  you  tell  him  that  I  had  rather 
that  he  shouldn't  have  one." 

Mrs.  Roper  promised  accordingly,  and  Johnny  Eames  was 
left  under  her  charge.  He  did  ask  for  the  latch-key,  and 
Jlrs.  Roper  answered  as  she  was  bidden.  But  he  asked  again, 
having  been  sophisticated  by  the  philosophy  of  Cradell,  and 
tlien  Mrs.  Roper  handed  him  the  key.  She  was  a  woman 
Avho  plumed  herself  on  being  as  good  as  her  word,  not  under- 
standing that  any  one  could  justly  demand  from  her  more  than 
that.  She  gave  Johnny  Eames  the  key,  as  doubtless  she  had 
intended  to  do ;  for  Mrs.  Roper  knew  the  world,  and  under- 
stood that  young  men  without  latch-keys  would  not  remain 
with  her. 

"  I  thought  you  didn't  seem  to  find  it  so  dull  since  Amelia 
came  home,"  said  Cradell. 

"  Amelia  !  What's  Amelia  to  me  ?  I  have  told  you 
everything,  Cradell,  and  yet  you  can  talk  to  me  about  Amelia 
Roper !  " 

"  Come  now,  Johnny "     He  had  always  been  called 

Johnny,  and  the  name  had  gone  with  him  to  his  office.  Even 
Amelia  Roper  had  called  him  Johnny  on  more  than  one  occa- 
sion before  this.  "  You  were  as  sweet  to  her  the  other  night 
as  though  there  were  no  such  person  as  L.  D.  in  existence." 
John  Eanics  turacJ  away  and  shook  his  head.    IvTeverthclcss, 
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the  words  of  his  friend  were  gi'atoful  to  him.  The  character 
of  a  Don  Juan  was  not  unpleasant  to  his  imagination,  and  he 
liked  to  think  that  he  might  amuse  Amelia  Rojier  with  a 
passing  word,  though  his  heart  was  true  to  Lilian  Dale.  In 
tmth,  however,  many  more  of  the  passing  words  had  been 
spoken  bv  the  foir  Amelia  than  by  him. 

Mrs.  lioper  had  been  quite  as  good  as  her  word  when  she 
told  Mrs.  Eames  that  her  household  was  composed  of  herself, 
of  a  son  who  was  in  an  attorney's  otHce,  of  an  ancient  maiden 
cousin,  named  ]\Iiss  Spruce,  wlio  lodged  with  her,  and  of  Mr. 
Cradell.  The  divine  Amelia  had  not  then  been  living  with 
her,  and  the  nature  of  the  statement  which  she  was  making  by 
no  means  compelled  her  to  inform  Mrs.  Eames  that  the  young 
lady  would  probably  retniii  home  in  the  following  winter.  A 
Mr.  and  Mi-s.  Lupex  had  also  joined  the  family  lately,  and 
Mrs.  Roper's  house  was  now  supposed  to  be  full. 

And  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  Johnny  Eames  had,  in 
certain  unguarded  moments,  confided  to  Cradell  the  secret  of  a 
second  weaker  passion  for  Amelia.  "  She  is  a  fine  girl, — a 
deuced  fine  girl !  "  Johnny  Eames  had  said,  using  a  style  of 
language  which  he  had  learned  since  he  loft  Guestwick  and 
AUington.  Mr.  Cradell,  also,  was  an  admirer  of  the  fair  sex ; 
and,  alas  !  that  I  should  say  so,  Mrs.  Lupex,  at  the  present 
moment,  was  the  object  of  his  admiration.  Not  that  he 
entertained  the  slightest  idea  of  wronging  Mr.  Lupex, — a  man 
who  was  a  scene-painter,  and  knew  the  world.  Mr.  Cradell 
admired  Mrs.  Lupex  as  a  connoisseur,  not  simply  as  a  man. 
"  By  heavens  !  Johnny,  what  a  figure  that  woman  has !  "  he 
said,  one  morning,  as  they  were  walking  to  their  office. 

"Yes;  she  stands  well  on  her  pins." 

"I  should  think  she  did.  If  I  understand  anything  oi 
form,"  said  Cradell,  "that  woman  is  nearly  perfect.  What  a 
torso  she  has  ?" 

From  which  expression,  and  fi'om  the  fact  that  IMrs.  Lupex 
depended  greatly  upon  her  stays  and  crinoline  for  such  figure 
as  she  succeeded  in  displaying,  it  may,  perhaps,  bo  under- 
stood that  Mr.  Cradell  did  not  understand  much  about 
form. 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  her  nose  isn't  quite  straight,"  said 
Johnny  Eames.  Now,  it  undoubtedly  was  the  fact  that  the 
nose  on  Mi-s.  Lupex's  face  was  a  little  a\vry.  It  was  a  long, 
thin  nose,  which,  as  it  progressed  fonvard  into  the  ail*,  cer- 
tainly had  a  preponderating  bias  towards  the  left  side. 
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I  care  more  for  figure  than  face,"  said  Cradell.  "But 
Mrs.  Lupex  has  fine  eyes — very  fine  eyes." 

"  And  knows  how  to  use  them,  too,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Why  shouldn't  she  ?     Aiid  then  she  has  lovely  hair." 

"  Only  she  never  hrushes  it  in  the  morning." 

"  Do  you  know,  I  like  that  kind  of  deshabille,"  said 
Cradell.     "  Too  much  care  always  betrays  itself." 

"  But  a  woman  should  be  tidy." 

"  What  a  word  to  apply  to  such  a  creature  as  Mrs.  Lupex ! 
I  call  her  a  splendid  woman.  And  how  well  she  was  got  up 
last  night.     Do  you  know,  I've  an  idea  that  Lupex  treats  her 

veiy  badly.    She  said  a  word  or  two  to  me  yesterday  that ," 

and  then  he  paused.  There  are  some  confidences  which  a 
man  does  not  share  even  with  his  dearest  friend. 

"  I  rather  fancy  it's  quite  the  other  way,"  said  Eames. 

"  How  the  other  way  ?  " 

*'  That  Lupex  has  quite  as  much  as  he  likes  of  Mrs.  L. 
The  sound  of  her  voice  sometimes  makes  me  shake  in  my  shoes, 
I  know." 

"  I  like  a  woman  with  spirit,"  said  Cradell. 

"  Oh,  so  do  I.  But  one  may  have  too  much  of  a  good 
thing.    Amelia  did  tell  me ; — only  you  won't  mention  it." 

"  Of  course,  I  won't." 

"  She  told  me  that  Lupex  sometimes  was  obliged  to  mn 
away  from  her.  Ho  goes  down  to  the  theatre,  and  remains 
there  two  or  three  days  at  a  time.  Then  she  goes  to  fetch 
him,  and  there  is  no  end  of  a  row  in  the  house." 

"The  fact  is,  he  drinks,"  said  Cradell.  "By  George, 
I  pity  a  woman  whose  husband  drinks — and  such  a  woman  as 
that,  too !  " 

"  Take  care,  old  fellow,  or  you'll  find  yourself  in  a  scrape." 

"  I  know  what  I'm  at.  Lord  bless  you,  I'm  not  going  to 
lose  my  head  because  I  see  a  fine  woman." 

"  Or  your  heart  either?" 

"  Oh,  heart !  There's  nothing  of  that  kind  of  thing  about 
me.  I  regard  a  woman  as  a  picture  or  a  statue.  I  dare  say  I 
shall  many  some  day,  because  men  do ;  but  I've  no  idea  of 
losing  myself  about  a  woman." 


"  I^  loso  myself  ten  times  over  for- 
"  L.  D.,"  saic 


said  Cradell. 

"  That  I  would.  And  yet  I  know  I  shall  never  have  her. 
I'm  a  jolly,  laughing  sort  of  follow ;  and  yet,  do  you  know, 
Caudle,  when  that  girl  marries,  it  will  be  all  up  )vith  me.  It 
will,  indeed." 
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"  Do  you  mean  that  you'll  cut  vour  throat  ?  " 

'•  No  ;  I  shan't  do  that.  I  shan't  do  anything  of  that  sort ; 
and  yet  it  will  be  all  up  with  me." 

*'  You  are  going  down  there  in  October  ; — why  don't  you 
ask  her  to  have  you  ?  " 

"  With  ninety  pounds  a  year !  "  His  grateful  country  had 
twice  increased  his  salary  at  the  rate  of  five  pounds  each  year. 
"  With  ninety  pounds  a  year,  and  twentv  allowed  me  by  my 
mother !  " 

*'  She  could  wait,  I  suppose.  I  should  ask  her,  and  no 
mistake.  K  one  is  to  love  a  girl,  it's  no  good  one  going  on  in 
that  way !  " 

"  It  isn't  much  good,  certainly,"  said  Johnny  Eames.  And 
then  they  reached  the  door  of  the  Income-tax  Office,  and  each 
went  away  to  his  own  desk. 

From  this  little  dialogue,  it  may  be  imagined  that  though 
Mrs.  Roper  was  as  good  as  her  word,  she  was  not  exactly  tne 
woman  whom  Mrs.  Eames  would  have  wished  to  select  as  a 
protecting  angel  for  her  son.  But  the  truth  I  take  to  be  this, 
that  protecting  angels  for  widows'  sons,  at  forty-eight  pounds 
a  year,  paid  quarterly,  are  not  to  be  found  very  readily  in 
London.  Mrs.  Roper  was  not  worse  than  others  of  her  class. 
She  would  much  have  preferred  lodgers  who  were  respectable 
to  those  who  were  not  so, — if  she  could  only  have  found 
respectable  lodgers  as  she  wanted  them.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lupex 
hardly  came  under  that  denomination ;  and  when  she  gave 
them  up  her  big  front  bedroom  at  a  hundred  a  year,  she  knew 
-be  was  doing  «Tong.  And  she  was  troubled,  too,  about  her 
j\vn  daughter  Amelia,  who  was  already  over  thirty  years  of 
age.  Amelia  was  a  very  clever  young  woman,  who  had  been, 
it  the  truth  must  be  told,  first  young  lady  at  a  millinery  csta- 
iilishraent  in  Manchester.  Mrs.  Roper  knew  that  Mrs.  Eames 
and  Mrs.  Cradell  would  not  wish  their  sons  to  associate  with 
her  daughter.  But  what  could  she  do  ?  She  could  not  refuse 
tlie  shelter  of  hor  own  house  to  her  own  child,  and  yet  her 
heart  misgave  her  when  she  saw  Amelia  flirting  with  young 
Eames. 

"  I  wish,  Amelia,  you  wouldn't  have  so  much  to  say  to 
that  young  man." 
"  Laws,  mother." 

"  So  I  do.     If  you  go  on  like  that,  you'll  put  me  out  of 
both  my  lodgers." 

"  Go  on  like  what,  mother  ?     If  a  gentleman  speaks  to 
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me,  I  suppose  I'm  to  answer  him  ?  I  know  how  to  behave 
myself,  I  believe."  And  then  she  gave  her  head  a  toss. 
Whereiipon  her  mother  was  silent ;  for  her  mother  was  afraid 
of  her. 


CHAPTER    V. 

ABOUT  L.  D. 


Apollo  Crosbie  left  London  for  Allington  on  the  31st  of 
August,  intending  to  stay  there  four  weeks,  with  the  declared 
intention  of  recruiting  his  strength  by  an  absence  of  two 
months  from  official  cares,  and  with  no  fixed  purpose  as  to 
his  destiny  for  the  last  of  those  two  months.  Oti'ers  of  hos- 
pitality had  been  made  to  him  by  the  dozen.  Lady  Hartle- 
top's  doors,  in  Shropshire,  Avere  open  to  him,  if  he  chose  to 
enter  them.  He  had  been  invited  by  the  Countess  de  Courcy 
to  join  her  suite  at  Courcy  Castle.  His  special  friend  Mont- 
gomerie  Dobbs  had  a  place  in  Scotland,  and  then  there  was  a 
yachting  party  by  which  he  was  much  wanted.  But  Mr. 
Crosbie  had  as  yet  knocked  himself  down  to  none  of  these 
biddings,  having  before  hini  when  he  left  London  no  other 
fixed  engagement  than  that  which  took  him  to  Allington.  On 
the  first  of  October  we  shall  also  find  ourselves  at  Allington 
in  company  with  Johnny  Eames ;  and  Apollo  Crosbie  will  still 
be  there, — by  no  means  to  the  comfort  of  our  friend  fi"om  the 
Income-tax  Oflice. 

Johnny  Eames  cannot  be  called  unlucky  in  that  matter  of 
his  annual  holiday,  seeing  that  he  was  allowed  to  leave  London 
in  October,  a  month  during  which  few  chose  to  own  that  they 
remain  in  town.  For  myself,  I  always  regard  May  as  the  best 
mouth  for  holiday-making ;  but  then  no  Londoner  cares  to  be 
absent  in  May.  Young  Eames,  though  he  lived  in  Burton 
Crescent  and  had  as  yet  no  connection  \yith  the  West  End, 
had  already  learned  his  lesson  in  this  respect.  "  Those  fellows 
in  thf>  big  room  want  mc  to  take  May,"  he- had  said  to  his 
friend  Cradell,     "  They  must  think  I'm  uncommon  green." 

"  It's  too  bad,"  said  Cradell.  "  A  man  shouldn't  be  asked 
to  take  his  leave  in  May.  I  never  did,  and  what's  more,  I 
never  will.     I'd  go  to  the  Board  first." 

Eamt;3  had  escaped  this  evil  without  going  to  the  Board, 
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and  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  for  himself  for  his  own  holiday 
that  month  of  October,  which,  of  all  months,  is  perhaps  the 
most  highly  esteemed  for  holiday  purposes,  "  I  shall  go  down 
by  the  mail-train  to-morrow  night,"  he  said  to  Amelia  Roper, 
on  the  evening  before  his  departure.  At  that  moment  he  was 
sitting  alone  with  Amelia  in  Mrs.  Koper's  back  di-awing-room. 
In  the  front  x'oom  Cradell  was  talking  to  Mrs.  Lupcx  ;  but  as 
Miss  Spruce  was  with  them,  it  may  be  presumed  that  Mr.  Lupex 
need  have  had  no  cause  for  jealousy. 

"Yes,"  said  Amelia;  "I  know  how  great  is  your  haste 
to  get  down  to  that  foscinatiug  spot.  I  could  not  expect  that 
you  would  lose  one  single  houi*  in  huiTying  away  from  Burton 
Crescent." 

Amelia  Roper  was  a  tall,  well-grown  young  woman,  with 
dark  hair  and  dark  eyes  ; — not  handsome,  for  her  nose  was 
thick,  and  the  lower  part  of  her  face  was  heavy,  but  yet  not 
without  some  feminine  attractions.  Her  eves  were  bright : 
but  then,  also,  they  were  mischievous.  She  could  talk  fluently 
enough ;  but  then,  also,  she  could  scold.  She  could  assume 
sometimes  the  plumage  of  a  dove  ;  but  then  again  she  could 
occasionally  ruftle  her  feathers  like  an  angiy  kite.  I  am  quite 
prepared  to  acknowledge  that  John  Eames  should  have  kept 
himself  clear  of  Amelia  Roper ;  but  then  young  men  so  fre- 
quently do  those  things  which  they  should  not  do  ! 

"  After  twelve  months  up  here  in  London  one  is  glad  to  get 
away  to  one's  own  friends,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Your  own  friends,  Mr.  Eames  !  What  sort  of  fi-iends  ? 
Do  you  suppose  I  don"t  know  ?  " 

"  Well,  no.     I  don't  think  you  do  know." 

"  L.  D. !  "  said  Amelia,  showing  that  Lily  had  been  spoken 
of  among  people  who  should  never  have  been  allowed  to  hear 
her  name.  Rut  perhaps,  after  all,  no  more  than  those  two 
initials  were  known  in  Barton  Crescent.  From  the  tone  which 
was  now  used  in  naming  them,  it  was  sufficiently  manifest  that 
Amelia  considered  herself  to  be  wi-onged  by  their  verv'  existence. 

"  L.  S.  D.,"  said  Johnny,  attempting  the  line  of  a  witty, 
gay  young  spendthrift.  "That's  my  love;  pounds,  shillings, 
and  pence  ;  and  a  very  coy  mistress  she  is." 

"  Nonsense,  sir.  Don't  talk  to  me  in  that  way.  As  if  I 
didn't  know  where  your  heart  was.  What  right  had  you  to 
speak  to  me  if  you  had  an  L.  D.  Aovra  in  the  country  '?  " 

It  should  be  here  declared  on  behalf  of  poor  John  Eames  that 
he  had  not  ever  spoken  to  Amelia — he  had  not  spoken  to  her 
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in  any  such  plirase  as  her  words  seemed  to  imply.  But  then 
he  had  written  to  her  a  fatal  note  of  which  we  will  speak 
further  hefore  long,  and  that  perhaps  was  quite  as  bad, — or 
worse. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  "  laughed  Johnny.  But  the  laugh  was 
assumed,  and  not  assumed  with  ease. 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  it's  a  laughing  matter  to  you,  I  dare  say.  It 
is  very  easy  for  a  man  to  laugh  under  such  circumstances  ; — • 
that  is  to  say,  if  he  is  perfectly  heartless, — if  he's  got  a  stone 
inside  his  bosom  instead  of  flesh  and  blood.  Some  men  are 
made  of  stone,  I  know,  and  are  troubled  with  no  feelings." 

"  What  is  it  you  want  me  to  say  ?  You  pretend  to  know 
all  about  it,  and  it  Avouldn't  be  civil  in  me  to  conti'adict  you." 

"  What  is  it  I  Avant  ?  You  know  very  well  what  I  want; 
or  rather,  I  don't  want  anything.  What  is  it  to  me  ?  It  is 
nothing  to  me  about  L.  D.  You  can  go  down  to  Allington 
and  do  what  you  like  for  me.     Only  I  hate  such  ways." 

"What  ways,  Amelia?" 

"  What  ways  !  Now,  look  here,  Johnny  :  I'm  not  going  to 
make  a  fool  of  myself  for  any  man.  When  I  came  home  here 
three  months  ago — and  I  wish  I  never  had ;  " — she  paused  here 
a  moment,  waiting  for  a  word  of  tenderness  ;  but  as  the  word 
of  tendcniess  did  not  come,  she  went  on — "but  when  I  did 
come  home,  I  didn't  think  there  was  a  man  in  all  London 
could  make  mo  care  for  him, — that  I  didn't.  And  now  you're 
going  away,  without  so  much  as  hardly  saying  a  word  to  me." 
And  then  she  brought  out  her  handkerchief. 

"  What  am  I  to  say,  when  you  keep  on  scolding  me  all 
the  time  ?  " 

"  Scolding  you ! — And  me  too  !  No,  Johnny,  I  ain't 
scolding  you,  and  don't  mean  to.  If  it's  to  be  all  over  between 
us,  say  the  word,  and  I'll  take  myself  away  out  of  the  house 
before  you  come  back  again.  I've  had  no  secrets  from  you. 
I  can  go  back  to  my  business  in  Manchester,  though  it  is 
beneath  my  birth,  and  not  what  I've  been  used  to.  If  L.  D. 
is  more  to  you  than  I  am,  I  won't  stand  in  your  way.  Only 
say  the  word." 

L.  D.  was  more  to  him  than  Amelia  Roper, — ten  times 
more  to  him.  L.  D.  would  have  been  everything  to  him,  and 
Amelia  Roper  was  worse  than  nothing.  He  felt  all  this  at  the 
moment,  and  stmggled  hard  to  collect  an  amount  of  courage 
that  would  make  him  free. 

'*  Say  the  word,"  said  she,  rising  on  her  feet  before  him, 
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"  and  all  between  you  and  me  shall  be  over.  I  have  got  your 
promise,  but  I'd  scorn  to  take  advantage.  If  Amelia  hasn't 
got  your  heart,  she'd  despise  to  take  your  hand.  Only  I  must 
have  an  answer." 

It  would  seem  that  an  easy  way  of  escape  was  offered  to 
him ;  but  the  lady  probably  knew  that  the  way  as  offered  by 
her  was  not  easy  to  such  an  one  as  John  Eames. 

"  Amelia,"  he  said,  still  keeping  his  seat. 

"  WeU,  sir?" 

*'  You  know  I  love  you." 

"  And  about  L.  D.?" 

"  If  you  choose  to  believe  all  the  nonsense  that  Cradell 
puts  into  your  head,  I  can't  help  it.  If  you  like  to  make 
yourself  jealous  about  two  letters,  it  isn't  my  fault." 

"  And  you  love  me?"  said  she. 

"  Of  course  I  love  you."  And  then,  upon  hearing  these 
words,  Amelia  threw  herself  into  his  arms. 

As  the  folding  doors  between  the  two  rooms  were  not  closed, 
and  as  Miss  Spruce  was  sitting  in  her  easy  chair  immediately 
opposite  to  them,  it  was  probable  that  she  saw  what  passed. 
But  Miss  Spruce  was  a  taciturn  old  lady,  not  easily  excited  to 
any  show  of  surprise  or  admiration  ;  and  as  she  had  lived  with 
Mrs.  Roper  for  the  last  twelve  years,  she  was  probably  well 
acquainted  with  her  daughter's  ways. 

"  You'll  be  true  to  me  ?  "  said  Amelia,  duiing  the  moment 
of  that  embrace — "  true  to  me  for  ever  ?  " 

"  Oh.  yes;  that's  a  matter  of  course,"  said  Johnny  Eames. 
And  then  she  liberated  him ;  and  the  two  strolled  into  the 
fi-ont  sitting-room. 

"  I  declare,  Mr.  Eames,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex,  "  I'm  glad 
you've  come.  Here's  Mr.  Cradell  does  say  such  queer 
things." 

"  Queer  things  !  "  said  Cradell.  **  Now,  Miss  Spruce,  I 
appeal  to  you — Have  I  said  any  queer  things  ?  " 

"  If  you  did,  sir,  I  didn't  notice  them,"  said  Miss  Spruce. 

"  I  noticed  them,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex.  "  An  unmar- 
ried man  like  Mr.  Cradell  has  no  business  to  know  whether 
a  married  lady  wears  a  cap  or  her  own  hair — has  he, 
Mr.  Eames?" 

"  I  don't  think  I  ever  know,"  said  Johnny,  not  intending 
any  sarcasm  on  Mrs.  Lupex. 

"  I  dare  say  not,  sir,"  said  the  lady.  "  We  all  know 
where  your  attention  is  riveted.     If  you  were  to  wear  a  cap, 
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my   dear,  somebody  would   see   the  diflference  very   soon— ^ 
wouldn't  tliey,  Miss  Spruce?" 

"  I  dare  say  they  would,"  said  Miss  Spruce. 

"  If  I  could  look  as  nice  in  a  cap  as  you  do,  Mrs.  Lupex, 
I'd  wear  one  to-morrow,"  said  Amelia,  who  did  not  wish  to 
quarrel  with  the  married  lady  at  the  present  moment.  There 
were  occasions,  however,  on  which  Mrs.  Lupex  and  Miss  Roper 
were  by  no  means  so  gracious  to  each  other. 

"  Does  Lupex  like  caps?"  asked  Cradell. 

"  If  I  wore  a  plumed  helmet  on  my  head,  it's  my  belief  he 
wouldn't  know  the  difference ;  nor  yet  if  I  had  got  no  head 
at  all.  That's  what  comes  of  getting  married.  If  you'll  take 
my  advice,  Miss  Roper,  you'll  stay  as  you  are ;  even  though 
somebody  should  break  his  heart  about  it.  Wouldn't  you, 
Miss  Spruce?" 

"  Oh,  as  for  me,  I'm  an  old  woman,  you  know,"  said 
Miss  Spruce,  which  was  certainly  true. 

"  I  don't  see  w'hat  any  woman  gets  by  marrying,"  con- 
tinued Mrs.  Lupex.  "But  a  man  gains  everything.  He 
don't  know  how  to  live,  unless  he's  got  a  woman  to  help 
him." 

"  But  is  love  to  go  for  nothing  ?  "  said  Cradell. 

"  Oh,  love  !  I  don't  believe  in  love.  I  suppose  I  thought 
I  loved  once,  but  what  did  it  come  to  after  all  ?  Now,  there's 
Mr.  Eames — we  all  know  he's  in  love." 

"It  comes  natural  to  me,  Mrs.  Lupex.  I  was  born  so," 
said  Johnny. 

"  And  there's  Miss  Roper — one  never  ought  to  speak  free 
about  a  lady,  but  perhaps  she's  in  love  too." 

"  Speak  for  yourself,  Mrs.  Lupex."  said  Amelia. 

"  There's  no  harm  in  saying  that,  .is  there  ?  I'm  sure, 
if  you  ain't,  you're  very  hard-hearted;  for,  if  ever  there  was 
a  true  lover,  I  believe  you've  got  one  of  your  own.  My  ! — if 
there's  not  Lupex's  step  on  the  stair  !  What  can  bring  him 
home  at  this  hour  ?  If  he's  been  drinking,  he'll  come  home 
as  cross  as  anything."  Then  Mr.  Lupex  entered  the  room, 
and  the  pleasantness  of  the  party  was  destroyed. 

It  may  be  said  that  neither  Mrs.  Cradell  nor  Mrs.  Eam«s 
would  have  placed  their  sons  in  Burton  Crescent  if  they  had 
knowTi  the  dangers  into  which  the  young  men  would  fall. 
Each,  it  must  be  acknowledged,  was  imprudent ;  but  each 
clearly  saw  the  impnidence  of  the  other.  Not  a  week  before 
this,  Cradell  had  seriously  warned  his  friend  against  the  arts 
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of  Miss  Roper.  "  By  George,  JoliUDy,  you'll  get  yourself 
entangled  with  that  girl." 

"  One  always  has  to  go  thi'ough  that  sort  of  thing,"  said 
Johnny. 

"  Yes  ;  but  those  who  go  through  too  much  of  it  never 
get  out  again.  Where  would  you  be  if  she  got  a  written 
promise  of  marriage  from  you  ?  " 

Poor  Jolmuy  did  not  answer  this  immediately,  for  in  veiy 
truth  Amelia  Koper  had  such  a  document  in  her  possession. 

"  Where  should  I  be  ?"  said  he.  "  Among  the  breaches 
of  promise,  I  suppose." 

"■  Either  that,  or  else  among  the  victims  of  matrimony. 
My  beUef  of  you  is,  that  if  you  gave  such  a  promise,  you'd 
eaiTy  it  out." 

"  Perhaps  I  should,"  said  Joknny ;  "  but  I  don't  know. 
Its  a  matter  of  doubt  what  a  man  ought  to  do  in  such  a  case." 

"  But  there's  been  nothing  of  that  kind  yet  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  no!" 

"  If  I  was  you,  Johnny,  I'd  keep  away  from  her.  It's 
veiy  good  fun,  of  course,  that  sort  of  thing ;  but  it  is  so 
uncommon  dangerous  !  ^VTiere  would  you  be  now  with  such 
a  girl  as  that  for  your  wife  '?  " 

Such  had  been  the  caution  given  by  Cradell  to  his  friend. 
And  now,  just  as  he  was  starting  for  Allington,  Eames 
returned  the  compliment.  They  had  gone  together  to  the 
Great  Western  station  at  Paddington,  and  Johnny  tendered 
his  advice  as  they  were  walking  together  up  and  do^vn  the 
platform. 

"  I  say.  Caudle,  old  boy,  you'll  find  yourself  in  trouble 
with  that  Mrs.  Lupex,  if  you  don't  take  care  of  yourself." 

"  But  I  shall  take  care  of  myself.  There's  notliing  so 
safe  as  a  little  nonsense  with  a  married  woman.  Of  course, 
it  means  nothing,  you  know,  between  her  and  me." 

"  I  don't  suppose  it  does  mean  anything.  But  she's  always 
talking  about  Lupex  being  jealous ;  and  if  he  was  to  cut  up 
rough,  you  wouldn't  find  it  pleasant." 

Cradell,  however,  seemed  to  think  that  there  was  no  danger. 
His  little  afi'air  with  Mrs.  Lupex  was  quite  platonic  and  safo. 
As  for  doing  any  real  harm,  his  principles,  as  he  assured  his 
friend,  were  too  high.  Mrs.  Lupex  was  a  woman  of  talent, 
whom  no  one  seemed  to  understand,  and,  therefore,  he  had 
taken  some  pleasure  in  studying  her  character.  It  was  merely 
a  stuily  of  character,  and  notliing  more.     Then  the  friends 
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parted,  and  Eames  was  carried  away  by  the  night  mail-train 
down  to  Guestwiek. 

How  his  mother  was  up  to  receive  him  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  how  her  maternal  heart  was  rejoicing  at  seeing 
the  improvement  in  his  gait,  and  the  manliness  of  appearance 
imparted  to  him  by  hia  whiskers,  I  need  not  describe  at  length. 
Many  of  the  attributes  of  a  hobbledehoy  had  fallen  from  him, 
and  even  Lily  Dale  might  now  probably  acknowledge  that  he 
was  no  longer  a  boy.  All  which  might  be  regarded  as  good, 
if  only  in  putting  off  childish  things  he  had  taken  up  things 
which  were  better  than  childish. 

On  the  very  first  day  of  his  arrival  he  made  his  way  over 
to  Allingtou.  He  did  not  walk  on  this  occasion  as  he  had 
used  to  do  in  the  old  happy  days.  He  had  an  idea  that  it 
might  not  be  well  for  him  to  go  into  Mrs.  Dale's  drawing- 
room  with  the  dust  of  the  road  on  his  boots,  and  the  heat  of 
the  day  on  his  brow.  So  he  borrowed  a  horse  and  rode  over, 
taking  some  pride  in  a  pair  of  spurs  which  he  had  bought  in 
Piccadilly,  and  in  his  kid  gloves,  which  were  brought  out  new 
for  the  occasion.  Alas,  alas  !  I  fear  that  those  two  years  in 
London  have  not  improved  John  Eames ;  and  yet  I  have  to 
acknowledge  that  John  Eames  is  one  of  the  heroes  of  my  stoiy. 

On  entering  Mrs.  Dale's  drawing-room  he  found  Mrs.  Dale 
and  her  eldest  daughter.  Ijily  at  the  moment  was  not  there, 
and  as  he  shook  hands  with  the  other  two,  of  course,  he  asked 
for  her. 

"  She  is  only  in  the  garden,"  said  Bell.  "  She  will  be 
here  directly." 

"  She  has  walked  across  to  the  Great  House  with  Mr. 
Crosbie,"  said  Mrs.  Dale ;  "  but  she  is  not  going  to  remain. 
She  will  be  so  glad  to  see  you,  John  !  We  ail  expected  you 
to-day." 

"  Did  you  ?  "  said  Johnny,  whose  heart  had  been  plunged 
into  cold  water  at  the  mention  of  Mr.  Ci-osbie's  name.  He 
had  been  thinking  of  Lilian  Dale  ever  since  his  friend  had 
left  him  on  the  railway  platfonn  ;  and,  as  I  beg  to  assure  all 
ladies  who  may  read  my  tale,  the  tnith  of  his  love  for  Lily 
had  moulted  no  feather  through  that  unholy  liaison  between 
him  and  ]Miss  Roper.  I  fear  that  I  shall  be  disbelieved  in 
this ;  but  it  was  so.  His  heart  was  and  ever  had  been  true 
to  Lilian,  although  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  talked  into 
declarations  of  affection  by  such  a  creature  as  Amelia  Roper. 
He  had  been  thinking  of  his  meeting  with  Lily  all  the  night 
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and  thi-ougbout  the  morning,  and  now  he  heard  that  she  was 
walking  afoue  about  the  gardens  with  a  strange  gentleman. 
That  Mr.  Crosbie  was  ver}'  grand  and  very  fashionable  he  had 
beiud.  but  he  knew  no  more  of  him.  Why  should  Mr.  Crosbie 
be  allowed  to  walk  with  Lily  Dale  ?  And  why  should  Mrs. 
Dale  mention  the  circumstance  as  though  it  were  quite  a 
thine  of  course  ?  Such  mystery  as  there  was  in  this  was 
solved  very  quickly. 

"  I'm  sure  Lily  won't  object  to  my  telling  such  a  dear 
friend  as  you  what  has  happened,"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  She  is 
engaged  to  be  married  to  Mr.  Crosbie." 

The  water  into  which  Johnny's  heart  had  been  plunged 
now  closed  over  his  head  and  left  him  speechless.  Lily  Dale 
was  engaged  to  be  married  to  Mr.  Crosbie !  He  knew  that 
he  shoukf  have  spoken  when  he  heard  the  tidings.  He  knew 
that  the  moments  of  silence  as  they  passed  by  told  his  secret 
to  the  two  women  before  him, — that  secret  which  it  would 
now  behove  him  to  conceal  from  all  the  world.  But  yet  he 
could  not  speak. 

"  We  are  all  very  well  pleased  at  the  match,"  said  Mrs. 
Dale,  wishing  to  spare  him. 

"Nothing  can  he  nicer  than  Mr.  Crosbie,"  said  Bell. 
"  We  have  often  talked  about  you,  and  he  will  be  so  happy 
to  know  you." 

'•He  won't  know  much  about  me,"  said  Johnny;  and 
even  in  speaking  these  few  senseless  words — words  which  he 
uttered  because  it  was  necessaiy  that  he  should  say  some- 
thing— the  tone  of  his  voice  was  altered.  He  would  have 
given  the  world  to  have  been  master  of  himself  at  this  moment, 
but  he  felt  that  he  was  utterly  vanquished. 

*'  There  is  Lily  coming  across  the  lawn,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  The!.  I'd  better  go,"  said  Eames.  "  Don't  say  anything 
about  it ;  pray  don't."  And  then,  without  waiting  for  another 
word,  he  escaped  out  of  the  drawing-room. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

BEAUTIFUL      DAYS. 

I  AM  well  aware  that  I  have  not  as  yet  given  any  description 
of  Bell  and  Lilian  Dale,  and  equally  weU  aware  that  the 
longer  the  doing  so  is  postponed   the  greater  the  ditficulty 
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becomes.  I  wisli  it  could  be  understood  witbout  any  descrip- 
tion that  they  were  two  pretty,  fair-haired  girls,  of  whom 
Bell  was  the  tallest  and  the  prettiest,  whereas  Lily  was 
almost  as  pretty  as  her  sister,  and  perhaps  was  more 
attractive. 

They  were  fair-haired  girls,  veiy  like  each  other,  of  whom 
I  have  before  my  mind's  eye  a  distinct  portrait,  which  I  fear  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  draw  in  any  such  manner  as  will  make  it 
distinct   to   others.     They  were   something  below  the  usual 
height,  being  slight  and  slender  in  all  their  proportions.     Lily 
was  the  shorter  of  the  two,  but  the  difierence  was  so  trifling 
that  it  was  hardlv  remembered  unless  the  two  were  together. 
And  when  I  said  that  Bell  was  the  prettier,  I  should,  perhaps, 
have  spoken  more  justly  had  I  simply  declared  that  her  features 
were  more  regular  than  her  sister's.     The  two  girls  were  very 
fair,  so  that  the  soft  tint  of  colour  which  relieved  the  whiteness 
of  their  complexion  was  rather  acknowledged  than  distinctly 
seen.    It  was  there,  telling  its  o\ati  tale  of  health,  as  its  absence 
would  have  told  a  tale  of  present  or  coming  sickness  ;  and  yet 
nobody  could  ever  talk  about  the  colour  in  their  cheeks.     Tke 
hair  of  the  two  girls  was  so  alike  in  hue  and  texture,  that  no 
one,  not  even  their  mother,  could  say  that  there  was  a  differ- 
ence.    It  was  not  flaxen  hair,  and  yet  it  was  very  light.     Nor 
did  it  approach  to  auburn  ;  and  yet  there  ran  through  it  a 
golden  tint  that  gave  it  a  distinct  brightness  of  its  own.     But 
with  Bell  it  was  more  plentiful  than  with  Lily,  and  therefore 
Lily  would  always  talk  of  her  own  scanty  locks,  and  tell  how 
beautiful  were  those  belonging  to   her  sister.     Nevertheless 
Lily's  head  was  quite  as  lovely  as  her  sister's  ;  for  its  form  was 
perfect,  and  the  simple  braids  in  which  they  both  wore  their 
hair  did  not  require  any  great  exuberance. in  quantity.     Their 
eyes  were  brightly  blue  ;   but  Boll's  were  long,  and  soft,  and 
tender,  often  hardly  daring  to  raise  themselves  to  your  face  ; 
while  those  of  Lily  wore  rounder,  but  brighter,  and  seldom 
kept  by  any  want  of  courage  from  fixing  themselves  where  they 
pleased.     And  Lily's  face  was  perhaps  less  oval  in  its  foi-m — 
less   perfectly   oval — than  her  sister's.      The   shape  of   the 
forehead  was,  I  think,  the  same,  but  with  Bell  the  chin  was 
something  more  slender  and  delicate.     But  Bell's  chin  was 
unmarked,  whereas  on  her  sister's  there  was  a  dimple  which 
amply  compensated  for  any  other  deficiency  in  its  beauty. 
Bell's  teeth  were  more  even  than  her  sister's ;  but  then  she 
showed  her  teeth  more  frequently.     Her  lips  were  thinner, 


BEAUTIFUL    DAYS.  -19 

and,  as  I  cannot  but  think,  less  expressive.  Her  nose  was 
decidedly  more  rej^ilar  in  its  beauty,  for  Lily's  nose  was  some- 
what broader  than  it  should  have  been.  It  may,  therefore,  be 
understood  that  Bell  would  be  considered  the  beauty  by  the 
family. 

But  there  was,  perhaps,  more  in  the  general  impression 
made  by  these  girls,  and  in  the  whole  tone  of  their  appearance, 
than  in  the  absolute  loveliness  of  their  features  or  the  grace 
of  their  figures.  There  was  about  them  a  dignity  of  demeanour 
devoid  of  all  stilihess  or  pride,  and  a  maidenly  modesty  which 
gave  itself  no  airs.  In  them  was  always  apparent  that  sense 
of  security  which  women  should  receive  from  an  unconscious 
dependence  on  their  own  mingled  puidty  and  weakness.  These 
two  gii"ls  were  never  afraid  of  men, — never  looked  as  though 
they  were  so  afraid.  And  I  may  say  that  they  had  little  cause 
for  that  kind  of  fear  to  which  I  allude.  It  might  be  the  lot  of 
either  of  them  to  be  ill-used  by  a  man,  but  it  was  hardly 
possible  that  either  of  them  should  ever  be  insulted  by  one. 
Lily,  as  may,  perhaps,  have  been  already  seen,  could  be  full 
of  play,  but  in  her  play  she  never  so  carried  herself  that  any 
one  could  forget  what  was  due  to  her. 

And  now  Lily  Dale  was  engaged  to  be  man-ied,  and  the 
days  of  her  playfulness  were  over.  It  sounds  sad,  this  sentence 
against  her,  but  I  fear  that  it  must  be  regarded  as  ti-ue.  And 
when  I  think  that  it  is  true, — when  I  see  that  the  sportiveness 
and  kitten-like  gambols  of  girlhood  should  be  over,  and  gene- 
rally are  over,  when  a  gu-1  has  given  her  troth,  it  becomes  a 
matter  of  regret  to  me  that  the  feminine  world  should  be  in  such 
a  huny  after  matrimony.  I  have,  however,  no  remedy  to  offer 
for  the  evil ;  and,  indeed,  am  aware  that  the  evil,  if  there  be 
an  evil,  is  not  well  expressed  in  the  words  I  have  used.  The 
hurry  is  not  for  matrimony,  but  for  love.  Then,  the  love  once 
attained,  matiimony  seizes  it  for  its  own,  and  the  evil  is 
accomplished. 

And  Lily  Dale  was  engaged  to  be  married  to  Adolphus 
Crosbie, — to  Apollo  Crosbie,  as  she  still  called  him,  confiding 
her  little  joke  to  his  own  ears.  And  to  her  he  was  an  Apollo, 
as  a  man  who  is  loved  should  be  to  the  girl  who  loves  him. 
He  was  handsome,  graceful,  clever,  self-coulideut,  and  always 
cheerful  when  she  asked  him  to  be  cheerful.  But  he  had  also 
his  more  serious  moments,  and  could  talk  to  her  of  serious 
matters.  He  would  read  to  her,  and  explain  to  her  things 
which  had  hitherto  been  too  hard  for  her  young  intelligence. 
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His  voice,  too,  was  pleasant,  and  well  under  command.  It 
could  be  pathetic  if  pathos  were  required,  or  ring  with  laughter 
as  merry  as  her  own.  Was  not  such  a  man  fit  to  be  au 
Apollo  to  such  a  gii-1,  when  once  the  gu-1  had  acknowledged  to 
herself  that  she  loved  him  ? 

She  Had  acknowledged  it  to  herself,  and  had  acknowledged- 
it  to  him, — as  the  reader  will  perhaps  say  without  much  delay. 
But  the  courtship  had  so  been  earned  on  that  no  delay  had 
been  needed.  All  the  world  had  smiled  upon  it.  When 
Mr.  Crosbie  had  first  come  among  them  at  Allington,  as 
Bernard's  guest,  during  those  few  days  of  his  early  visit,  it 
had  seemed  as  though  Bell  had  been  chiefly  noticed  by  him. 
And  Bell  in  her  ovm  quiet  way  had  accepted  his  admiration, 
saying  nothing  of  it  and  thinking  but  very  little.  Lily  was 
heart-free  at  the  time,  and  had  ever  been  so.  No  first  shadow 
from  Love's  wing  had  as  yet  been  thrown  across  the  pure 
tablets  of  her  bosom.  With  Bell  it  was  not  so, — not  so  in 
absolute  strictness.  Bell's  stoiy,  too,  must  be  told,  but  not  on 
this  page.  But  before  Crosbie  had  come  among  them,  it  was 
a  thing  fixed  in  her  mind  that  such  love  as  she  had  felt  must 
be  overcome  and  annihilated.  We  may  say  that  it  had  been 
overcome  and  annihilated,  and  that  she  would  have  sinned 
in  no  way  had  she  listened  to  vows  from  this  new  Apollo.  It 
is  almost  sad  to  think  that  such  a  man  might  have  had  the 
love  of  either  of  such  girls,  but  I  fear  that  I  must  acknowledge 
that  it  was  so.  Apollo,  in  the  plenitude  of  his  power,  soon 
changed  his  mind  ;  and  before  the  end  of  his  first  visit,  had 
ti-ansferred  the  distant  homage  which  he  was  then  paying 
from  the  elder  to  the  younger  sister.  He  afterwards  returned, 
as  the  squire's  guest,  for  a  longer  sojourn  among  them,  and 
at  the  end  of  the  first  month  had  already  been  accepted  as 
Lily's  future  husband. 

It  was  beautiful  to  see  how  Bell  changed  in  her  mood 
towards  Crosbie  and  towards  her  sister  as  soon  as  she  per- 
ceived how  the  affair  was  going.  She  was  not  long  in  perceiving 
it,  having  caught  the  first  glimpses  of  the  idea  on  that  evening 
when  they  both  dined  at  the  Great  House,  leaving  their  mother 
alone  ti»  cat  or  to  neglect  the  peas.  For  some  six  or  seven 
weeks  Crosbie  had  been  gone,  and  during  that  time  Bell  had 
been  much  more  open  in  speaking  of  him  than  her  sister. 
She  had  been  present  when  Crosbie  had  bid  them  good-by, 
and  had  listened  to  his  eagerness  as  he  declared  to  Lily  that 
he  should  soon  be  back  again  at  Allington.     Lily  had  taken 
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ttis  vcrv  qnietlv,  as  though  it  had  not  heloDgccl  at  all  to 
herself  •"  but  Bell  had  seen  something  of  the  truth,  and, 
believiu"  in  Crosbie  as  an  earnest,  honest  man,  had  spoken 
kind  words  of  him,  fostering  any  little  aptitude  for  love  which 
might  already  have  formed  itself  in  Lily's  bosom. 

•'  But  he' is  such  an  ApoUo,  you  know,"  Lily  had  said. 
"  He  is  a  gentleman ;  I  can  see  that." 
"  Oh,  yes ;  a  man  can't  be  an  Apollo  unless  he's  a  gentle- 
man." 

"  And  he's  verv  clever."  _ 

«'  I  suppose  he  is  clever."  There  was  nothmg  more  said 
about  his  being  a  mere  clerk.  Indeed,  Lily  had  changed  her 
mind  on  that  subject.  Johnny  Eames  was  a  mere  clerk; 
whereas  Crosbie,  if  he  was  to  be  caUed  a  clerk  at  all,  was  a 
clerk  of  some  very  special  denomination.  There  may  be  a  great 
diU'orence  between  one  clerk  and  another  !  A  Clerk  ol  the 
Council  and  a  parish  clerk  are  very  different  persons.  Lilv 
had  "ot  some  such  idea  as  this  into  her  head  as  she  attempted 
in  her  own  mind  to  rescue  Mr.  Crosbie  from  the  lower  orders 
of  the  Government  service.  ^  ,    ,    ,      •  i  x    i 

"  I  wish  he  were  not  coming,"  Mrs.  Dale  had  said  to  her 

eldest  daughter. 

"  I  think  you  are  wrong,  mamma. 

"  But  if  she  should  become  fond  of  him,  and  then — — 

"  Lily  will  never  become  really  fond  of  any  man  till  he 
shaU  have  given  her  proper  reason .^^  And  if  he  admires  her, 
whv  should  they  not  come  together  ?  " 
' "  But  she  is  so  young.  Bell." 

"  She  is  nineteen ;  and  if  they  were  engaged,  perhaps, 
they  might  wait  for  a  year  or  so.  But  it's  no  good  talking 
in  that  way,  mamma.  H  you  were  to  tell  Lily  not  to  give 
him  encouragement,  she  would  not  speak  to  him." 

"  I  should  not  think  of  interfering." 

"  No,  mamma ;  and  therefore  it  must  take  its  course,  l  or 
myself,  I  like  Mr.  Crosbie  very  much." 

"  So  do  I,  my  deal-."  ,,  .     ,  t  -i     *  i      « 

"  And  so  does  my  uncle.     I  wouldn  t  have  Lily  take  a 

lover  of  my  uncle's  choosing." 

"  I  should  hope  not."  .      .„  ,     ,  ♦ 

"  But  it  must  be  considered  a  good  thing  if  she  happens  to 

choose  one  of  his  liking."  „  ♦!,„ 

In  this  way  the  matter  had  been  talked  over  between  the 

mother  and  hoV  elder  daughter.    Then  Mr.  Crosbie  had  come  ; 
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and  before  tlie  end  of  the  first  month  his  declared  admiration 
for  Lily  had  proved  the  coiTectuess  of  her  sister's  foresight. 
And  during  that  short  coui-tship  all  had  gone  well  with  the 
lovers.  The  squh-e  from  the  first  had  declared  himself  satis- 
fied with  the  match,  informing  Mrs.  Dale,  in  his  cold  manner, 
that  Mr.  Croshie  was  a  gentleman  with  an  income  sufficient 
for  matrimony. 

"  It  would  be  close  enough  in  London,"  Mrs.  Dale  had 

said. 

"  lie  has  more  than  my  brother  had  when  he  man-ied," 

said  the  squire. 

"If  he  will  only  make  her  as  happy  as  your  brother  made 
me, — while  it  lasted !  "  said  Mrs.  Dale,  as  she  turned  away 
her  face  to  conceal  a  tear  that  was  coming.  And_  then  there 
was  nothing  more  said  about  it  between  the  squire  and  his 
sister-in-law.  The  squire  spoke  no  word  as  to  assistance  in 
money  matters, — did  not  even  suggest  that  he  would  lend  a 
hand  to  the  young  people  at  starting,  as  an  uncle  in  such  a 
position  might  surely  have  done.  It  may  well  be  conceived 
that  Mrs.  Dale  herself  said  nothing  on  the  subject.  And, 
indeed,  it  may  be  conceived,  also,  that  the  squire,  let  his 
intentions  be  what  they  might,  would  not  divulge  them  to 
Mrs.  Dale.  This  was  imcomfortable,  but  the  position  was  one 
that  was  well  understood  between  them. 

Bernard  Dale  was  still  at  Allington,  and  had  remained 
there  through  the  period  of  Crosbie's  absence.  "^Tiatever 
words  Mrs.  Dale  might  choose  to  speak  on  the  matter  would 
probably  be  spoken  to  him  ;  but,  then,  Bernard  could  be  quite 
as  close  as  hi's  uncle.  When  Croshie  returned,  he  and  Bernard 
had,  of  course,  lived  much  together ;  and,  as  was  natural,  there 
came  to  be  close  discussion  between  them,  as  to  the  two  gii'ls, 
when  Crosbio  allowed  it  to  be  understood  that  his  liking  for 
Lily  was  becoming  strong. 

"  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  my  uncle  wishes  me  to  marry 
the  elder  one,"  Bernard  had  said. 

"  I  have  guessed  as  much." 

"  And  I  suppose  the  match  will  come  off.  She's  a  pretty 
girl,  and  as  good  as  gold." 

"  Yes,  she  is." 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  be  very  much  in  love  with  her.  It's 
not  my  way,  you  know.  But,  some  of  these  days,  I  shall  ask 
her  to  have  me,  and  I  suppose  it'll  all  go  right.  The  governor 
has  distinctly  promised  to  allow  me  eight  hundred  a  year  off 
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tho  estate,  and  to  take  us  in  for  tlu-ee  months  every  year  if 
\vc  wish  it.  I  told  him  simply  that  I  couklu't  do  it  lor  less, 
and  he  agreed  with  me." 

"  You  and  he  get  on  very  well  together." 

"  Oh,  yes  !  There's  never  been  any  fal-lal  between  us 
about  love,  and  duty,  and  all  that.  I  think  we  understand 
each  other,  and  that's  everjihing.  He  knows  the  comfort  of 
standing  well  with  the  heir,  and  I  know  tlie  comfort  of  standing 
well  M-ith  the  o^^Tier."  It  must  bo  admitted,  I  thinlv,  that 
there  was  a  great  deal  of  sound,  common  sense  about  Bernard 
Dale. 

"  VTh&t  will  he  do  for  the  younger  sister  ?  "  asked  Crosbie  ; 
and,  as  he  asked  the  important  question,  a  close  observer  might 
have  perceived  that  there  was  some  shght  tremor  in  his  voice. 

"  Ah  !  that's  more  than  I  can  tell  you.  If  I  were  you,  I 
should  ask  him.  The  governor  is  a  plain  man,  and  Hkes  plain 
business." 

"  I  suppose  you  couldn't  ask  him  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  don't  think  I  could.  It  is  my  belief  that  he  will 
not  let  her  go  by  any  means  empty-handed," 

"  "Well,  I  should  suppose  not." 

"  But  remember  this,  Crosbie, — I  can  say  nothing  to  you 
on  which  you  are  to  depend.  Lily,  also,  is  as  good  as  gold  ; 
and,  as  you  seem  to  be  fond  of  her,  I  should  ask  the  governor, 
if  I  were  you,  in  so  many  words,  what  he  intends  to  do.  Of 
course,  it's  against  my  interest,  for  every  shilling  he  gives  Lily 
vrill  ultimately  come  out  of  my  pocket.  But  I'm  not  the  man 
to  care  about  that,  as  you  know." 

AMiat  juight  be  Crosbie's  knowledge  on  this  subject  we  will 
not  here  inquire  ;  but  we  may  say  that  it  would  have  mattered 
very  little  to  him  out  of  whose  pocket  the  money  came,  so  long 
as  it  went  into  his  own.  When  he  felt  quite  sure  of  Lily, — 
having,  in  fact,  received  Lily's  permission  to  speak  to  her 
uncle,  and  LDy's  promise  that  she  would  herself  speak  to  her 
mother, — he  did  toll  the  squii'e  what  was  his  intention.  This 
he  did  in  an  open,  manly  way,  as  though  he  ielt  that  in  askiui^ 
for  much  he  also  offered  to  give  much. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  it,"  said  the  squire. 

"  And  I  have  your  permission  to  consider  myself  as  en- 
gaged to  her  ?  " 

"  If  you  have  hers  and  her  mother's.  Of  course  you  ai'o 
aware  that  I  have  no  authority  over  her." 

"  She  would  not  marrj-  without  your  sanction." 
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*'  She  is  very  good  to  think  so  much  of  her  uncle,"  said 
the  squire  ;  and  his  words  as  he  spoke  them  sounded  very 
cold  in  Crosbie's  ears.  After  that  Crosbie  said  nothing  about 
money,  having  to  confess  to  himself  that  he  was  afraid  to 
do  so.  "  And  what  would  be  the  use  ?  "  said  he  to  himself, 
wishing  to  make  excuses  for  what  he  felt  to  be  weak  in  his  own 
conduct.  "  If  he  should  refuse  to  give  her  a  shilling  I  could 
not  go  back  from  it  now."  And  then  some  ideas  ran  across  his 
mind  as  to  the  injustice  to  which  men  are  subjected  in  this 
matter  of  matrimony.  A  man  has  to  declare  himself  before 
it  is  fitting  that  he  should  make  any  inquiry  about  a  lady's 
money ;  and  then,  when  he  has  declared  himself,  any  such 
inquiry  is  unavailing.  Which  consideration  somewhat  cooled 
the  ardour  of  his  happiness.  Lily  Dale  was  veiy  pretty,  very 
nice,  veiy  refreshing  in  her  innocence,  her  purity,  and  her 
quick  intelligence.  No  amusement  could  be  more  deliciousiy 
amusing  than  that  of  making  love  to  Lily  Dale.  Her  way  of 
llattering  her  lover  without  any  intention  of  flattery  on  her 
part,  had  put  Crosbie  into  a  seventh  heaven.  In  all  his  ex- 
perience he  had  known  nothing  like  it.  "  You  may  be  sure  of 
this,"  she  had  said, — "  I  shall  love  you  with  all  my  heart  and 
all  my  strength,"  It  was  very  nice; — but  then  what  were 
they  to  live  upon  ?  Could  it  be  that  he,  Adolphus  Crosbie, 
should  settle  down  on  the  north  side  of  the  New  Koad,  as  a 
married  man,  with  eight  hundred  a  year  ?  If  indeed  the  squire 
would  be  as  good  to  Lily  as  he  had  promised  to  be  to  BeU, 
then  indeed  things  might  be  made  to  an-ange  themselves. 

But  there  was  no  such  drawback  on  Lily's  happiness.  Her 
ideas  about  money  were  rather  vague,  but  they  were  very 
honest.  She  knew  she  had  none  of  her  own,  but  supposed 
it  was  a  husband's  duty  to  find  what  would  be  needful.  She 
knew  she  had  none  of  her  own,  and  was  therefore  aware  that 
she  ought  not  to  expect  luxuries  in  the  little  household  that 
was  to  be  prepared  for  her.  She  hoped,  for  his  sake,  that 
her  uncle  might  give  some  assistance,  but  was  quite  pre- 
pared to  prove  that  she  could  be  a  good  poor  man's  wife.  In 
the  old  colloquies  on  such  matters  between  her  and  her  sister, 
she  had  always  declared  that  some  decent  income  should  be 
considered  as  indispensable  before  love  could  be  entertained. 
But  eight  hundred  a  year  had  been  considered  as  doing  much 
more  than  fulfilling  this  stipulation.  Bell  had  had  high-floAvn 
notions  as  to  the  absolute  glory  of  poverty.  She  had  declared 
that  income  should  not  be  considered  at  all.     If  she  had  loved 
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a  man,  she  couUl  allow  herself  to  be  engaged  to  him,  even 
though  he  had  uo  income.  Such  had  beuu  their  theories  ;  and 
as  regarded  money,  Lily  was  quite  contented  with  the  way  in 
which  she  had  can-ied  out  her  own. 

In  these  beautiful  days  there  was  nothing  to  check  her 
happiness.  Her  mother  and  sister  united  in  telling  her  that 
she  had  done  well,  — that  she  was  happy  in  her  choice,  and 
justified  in  her  love.  On  that  first  day,  when  she  told  her 
mother  all,  she  had  been  made  exquisitely  blissful  by  the 
way  in  which  her  tidings  had  been  received. 

"  Oh !  mamma,  I  must  tell  you  something,"  she  said, 
coming  up  to  her  mother's  bedroom,  after  a  long  ramble  with 
Mr.  Crosbie  thi-ough  those  Allington  fields. 

"  Is  it  about  Mr.  Crosbie  ?  " 

"  Yes,  mamma."  And  then  the  rest  had  been  said  through 
the  medium  of  wanu  embraces  and  happy  teai's  rather  than  by 
words. 

As  she  sat  in  her  mother's  room,  hiding  her  fi^ce  on  her 
mother's  shoulders,  Bell  had  come,  and  had  knelt  at  her  feet. 

♦•  Dear  Lily,"  she  had  said,  "  I  am  so  glad."  And  then 
Lily  remembered  how  she  had,  as  it  were,  stolen  her  lover 
from  her  sister,  and  she  put  her  arms  round  Bell's  neck  and 
kissed  her. 

*'  I  knev,-  how  it  was  going  to  be  from  the  very  first,"  said 
Bell.     "  Did  I  not,  mamma  ?  " 

"I'm  sure  I  didn't,"  said  Lily.  "  I  never  thought  such  a 
thing  was  possible." 

"  But  we  did, — mamma  and  I." 

"  Did  you  ?  "  said  Lily. 

"  Beii  told  me  that  it  was  to  be  so,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 
"  But  I  could  hardly  bring  myself  at  first  to  think  that  he  was 
good  enough  for  my  darling." 

"  Oh,  mamma"!  you  must  not  say  that.  You  must  think 
that  he  is  good  enough  for  anything." 

"  I  will  think  that  he  is  verj-  good." 

"  Who  could  be  better  ?  And  then,  when  you  remember 
all  that  he  is  to  give  up  for  my  sake ! — And  what  can  I  do 
for  him  in  retum  ?     What  have  I  got  to  give  him  ?  " 

Neither  Mrs.  Dale  nor  Bell  could  look  at  the  matter  iu 
this  light,  thinking  that  Lily  gave  quite  as  much  as  she  re- 
ceived. But  they  both  declared  that  Crosbie  was  perfect, 
knowing  that  bv  such  assurances  only  could  they  now  adminis- 
ter to  Lily's  happiness ;  and  Lily,  "between   them,  was  made 
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perfect  in  her  happiness,  receiving  all  manner  of  encourage- 
ment in  her  love,  and  being  nourished  in  her  passion  by  the 
sympathy  and  approval  of  her  mother  and  sister. 

And  then  had  come  that  visit  from  Johnny  Eames.  As 
the  poor  fellow  marched  out  of  the  room,  giving  them  no  time 
to  say  farewell,  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell  looked  at  each  other  sadly ; 
but  they  were  unable  to  concoct  any  arrangement,  for  Lily  had 
run  across  the  la^vn,  and  was  already  on  the  ground  before  the 
window. 

"  As  soon  as  we  got  to  the  end  of  the  shnibbery  there  were 
uncle  Christopher  and  Bernard  close  to  us  ;  so  I  told  Adolphus 
he  might  go  on  by  himself." 

"  And  who  do  you  think  has  been  here  ?  "  said  Bell.  But 
Mrs.  Dale  said  nothing.  Had  time  been  given  to  her  to  use 
her  own  judgment,  nothing  should  have  been  said  at  that 
moment  as  to  Johnny's  visit. 

"  Has  anybody  been  here  since  I  went  ?  Whoever  it  was 
didn't  stay  veiy  long." 

"  Poor  Johnny  Eames,"  said  Bell.  Then  the  colour  came 
up  into  Lily's  face,  and  she  bethought  herself  in  a  moment 
that  the  old  friend  of  her  young  days  had  loved  her,  that  he, 
too,  had  had  hopes  as  to  his  love,  and  that  now  he  had  heard 
tidings  which  would  put  an  end  to  such  hopes.  She  understood 
it  all  in  a  moment,  but  understood  also  that  it  was  necessary 
that  she  should  conceal  such  understanding. 

"  Dear  Johnny !  "  she  said.  "  Why  did  he  not  wait  for 
me?" 

"  We  told  him  you  were  out,"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  He 
win  be  here  again  before  long,  no  doubt." 

"  And  he  knows ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  thought  you  would  not  object  to  my  telling  him." 

"No,  mamma;  of  course  not.  And  he  has  gone  back  to 
Guestwick  ?  " 

There  was  no  answer  given  to  this  question,  nor  were  there 
any  further  words  then  spoken  about  Johnny  Eames.  Each 
of  these  women  understood  exactly  how  the  matter  stood,  and 
each  knew  that  the  others  understood  it.  The  young  man 
was  loved  by  tlicm  all,  but  not  loved  with  that  sort  of  admiring 
aflcction  which  had  been  accorded  to  Mr.  Crosbie.  Johnny 
Eames  could  not  have  been  accepted  as  a  suitor  by  their  pet. 
Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell  both  felt  that.  And  yet  they  loved  him 
for  his  love,  and  for  that  distant,  modest  respect  which  had 
restrained  him  from  any  speech  regarding  it.     Poor  Johnny  ! 
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But  ho  was  young, — hardly  as  yet  out  of  his  hobblcdehoy- 
hooil, — aiul  he  would  easily  recover  this  blow,  remembering, 
and  perhaps  feeling  to  his  advantage,  some  slight  touch  of 
its  passing  romance.  It  is  thus  women  think  of  men  Avho  love 
young  and  love  in  vain. 

But  Johnny  Eames  himself,  as  he  rode  back  to  Guestwick, 
forgetful  of  his  spurs,  and  with  his  gloves  stufled  into  his 
pocket,  thought  of  the  matter  very  diti'erently.  He  had  never 
promised  to  himself  any  success  as  to  his  passion  for  Lily, 
and  had,  indeed,  always  acknowledged  that  be  could  have  no 
hope  ;  but  now,  that  she  was  actually  promised  to  another 
man,  and  as  good  as  married,  he  was  not  the  less  broken- 
hearted because  his  former  hopes  had  not  been  high.  He  had 
never  dared  to  speak  to  Lily  of  his  love,  but  he  was  conscious 
that  she  knew  it,  and  he  did  not  now  dare  to  stand  before 
her  as  one  convicted  of  having  loved  in  vain.  And  then, 
as  he  rode  back,  he  thought  also  of  his  other  love,  not  with 
many  of  those  pleasant  thoughts  which  Lotharios  and  Don 
Juans  may  be  presumed  to  enjoy  when  they  contemplate  their 
successes.  "  I  suppose  I  shall  marry  her,  and  there'll  be  an 
end  of  me,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  remembered  a  short 
note  which  he  had  once  written  to  her  in  his  madness.  There 
had  been  a  little  supper  at  Mrs.  Roper's,  and  Mrs.  Lupex  and 
Amelia  had  made  the  punch.  After  supper,  he  had  been  by 
some  accident  alone  with  Amelia  in  the  dining-parlour ;  and 
when,  warmed  by  the  generous  god,  he  had  declared  his  pas- 
sion, she  had  shaken  her  head  mournfully,  and  had  fled  from 
him  to  some  upper  region,  absolutely  refusing  his  proffered 
embrace.  But  on  the  same  night,  before  his  head  had  found 
its  pillow,  a  note  had  come  to  him,  half  repentant,  half 
affectionate,  half  repellent, — "  If,  indeed,  he  would  swear  to 
her  that  his  love  was  honest  and  manly,  then,  indeed,  she 
might  even  yet, see  him  through  the  chink  of  the  door- 
way with  the  pui-port  of  telling  him  that  he  was  forgiven." 
Whereupon,  a  pertidious  pencil  being  near  to  his  hand,  ho 
had  written  the  requisite  words.  "  My  only  object  in  life  is 
to  call  you  my  own  for  ever."  Amelia  had  her  misgivings 
whether  such  a  promise,  in  order  that  it  might  be  used  as 
legal  evidence,  should  not  have  been  wTilton  in  ink.  It  was 
a  painful  doubt ;  but  nevertheless  she  was  as  good  as  hor 
word,  and  saw  him  througli  the  chink,  forgiving  him  for  his 
impetuosity  in  the  parlour  with,  perhaps,  more  cli-mency  than 
a  mere  pardon  required.     "  By  George  !  how  wull  she  looked 
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with  her  hair  all  loose,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  at  last 
regained  his  pillow,  still  warm  with  the  generous  god.  But 
now,  as  he  thought  of  that  night,  returning  on  his  road  from 
Allington  to  Guestwick,  those  loose,  floating  locks  were  remem- 
bered by  him  with  no  strong  feeling  as  to  their  charms.  And 
he  thought  also  of  liilj  Dale,  as  she  was  when  he  had  said 
farewell  to  her  on  that  day  before  he  first  went  up  to  London. 
"  I  shall  care  more  about  seeing  you  than  anybody,"  he  had 
said  ;  and  he  had  often  thought  of  the  words  since,  wondering 
whether  she  had  understood  them  as  meaning  more  than  an 
assurance  of  ordinary  friendship.  And  he  remembered  well 
the  dress  she  had  then  worn.  It  was  an  old  brown  merino, 
which  he  had  known  before,  and  which,  in  truth,  had  nothing 
in  it  to  recommend  it  specially  to  a  lover's  notice.  "  H^crrid 
old  thing  !  "  had  been  Lily's  own  verdict  respecting  the  frock, 
even  before  that  day.  But  she  had  hallowed  it  in  his  eyes, 
and  he  would  have  been  only  too  happy  to  have  worn  a  shred 
of  it  near  l.us  heart,  as  a  talisman.  How  wonderful  in  its 
nature  is  that  passion  of  which  men  speak  when  they  acknow- 
ledge to  themselves  that  they  are  in  love.  Of  all  things,  it  is, 
under  one  condition,  the  most  foul,  and  under  another,  the  most 
fair.  As  that  condition  is,  a  man  shows  himself  either  as  a 
beast  or  as  a  god  !  And  so  we  will  let  poor  Johnny  Eames 
ride  back  to  Guestwick,  suffering  much  in  that  he  had  loved 
basely — and  suffering  much,  also,  in  that  he  had  loved  nobly. 

Lily,  as  she  had  tripped  along  through  the  shrubbery, 
under  her  lover's  ann,  looking  up,  every  other  moment,  into 
his  face,  had  espied  her  uncle  and  Bernard.  "  Stop,"  she  had 
said,  giving  him  a  little  pull  at  the  arm;  "I  won't  go  on. 
Uncle  is  always  teasing  me  with  some  old-fashioned  wit.  And 
I've  had  quite  enough  of  you  to-day,  sii'.  Mind  you  come 
over  to-morrow  before  you  go  to  your  shooting."  And  so  she 
had  left  him. 

We  may  as  well  learn  here  what  was  the  question  in  dis- 
pute between  the  uncle  and  cousin,  as  they  were  walking  there 
on  the  broad  gravel  path  behind  the  Great  House.  "  Bernard," 
the  old  man  had  said,  "I  wish  this  matter  could  be  settled 
between  you  and  Bell." 

"  Is  there  any  huriy  about  it,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes,  there  is  hun7 ;  or,  rather,  as  I  hate  hurry  in  all 
things,  I  would  say  that  there  is  ground  for  despatch.  Mind, 
I  do  not  wish  to  di-ive  you.  If  you  do  not  like  your  cousin, 
say  so." 
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"But  I  do  like  her;  only  I  have  a  sort  of  feeling  that 
these  things  grow  best  by  degrees.  I  quite  share  your  disliku 
to  being  in  a  hurry." 

"  But  time  enough  has  been  taken  now.  You  sec,  Bernard, 
I  am  going  to  make  a  great  sacrifice  of  income  on  your  behalf.  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  very  grateful." 

"I  have  no  children,  and  have  therefore  always  regarded 
you  as  my  own.  But  there  is  no  reason  why  my  brotlicr 
Philip's  daughter  should  not  be  as  dear  to  me  as  my  brother 
Orlando's  son." 

"  Of  course  not,  sir;  or,  rather,  his  two  daughters." 

"  You  may  leave  that  matter  to  me,  Bernard.  The  younger 
girl  is  going  to  marry  this  friend  of  yours,  and  as  he  has  a 
sufficient  income  to  support  a  wife,  I  think  that  my  sister- 
in-law  has  good  reason  to  be  satisfied  by  the  match.  She 
will  not  be  expected  to  give  up  any  part  of  her  small  income, 
as  she  must  have  done  had  Lily  married  a  poor  man." 

"  I  suppose  she  could  hardly  give  up  much." 

"  Peojile  must  be  guided  by  circumstances.  I  am  not  dis- 
posed to  put  myself  in  the  place  of  a  parent  to  them  both. 
There  is  no  reason  why  I  should,  and  I  will  not  encourage 
false  hopes.  If  I  knew  that  this  matter  between  you  and  ]iell 
was  arranged,  I  should  have  reason  to  feel  satisfied  with  what 
I  was  doing."  From  all  which  Bernard  began  to  perceive  that 
poor  Crosbie's  expectations  in  the  matter  of  money  would  not 
probably  receive  much  gi-atification.  But  he  also  perceived — 
or  thought  that  he  perceived — a  kind  of  threat  in  this  warning 
frmi  his  uncle.  "  I  have  promised  you  eight  hundred  a  year 
with  your  \.ife,"  the  warning  seemed  to  say.  "  But  if  you  do 
not  at  once  accept  it,  or  let  me  feel  that  it  will  be  accepted, 
it  may  be  well  for  me  to  change  my  mind — especially  as  this 
other  niece  is  about  to  be  married.  If  I  am  to  give  you  so 
large  a  fortune  with  Bell,  I  need  do  nothing  for  Lily.     But  if 

you  do  not  choose  to  take  Bell  and  the  foi-fune,  why  then " 

And  so  on.  It  was  thus  that  Bernard  read  his  uncle's  caution, 
as  they  walked  together  on  the  broad  gravel  path. 

"  I  have  no  desire  to  postpone  the  matter  any  longer," 
said  BcjTiard.    "I  will  propose  to  Bell  at  once,  if  you  wish  it." 

"  If  your  mind  be  quite  made  up,  I  cannot  see  why  you 
should  delay  it." 

And  then,  having  thus  an-anged  that  matter,  they  received 
their  future  relative  with  kind  smiles  and  soft  words. 
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CHAPTER  yn. 

THE  BEGINXING    OF  TEOUBLES.' 

Ltly,  as  she  parted  with  her  lover  in  the  garden,  had  required 
of  him  to  attend  upon  her  the  next  morning  as  he  went  to  his 
shooting,  and  in  obedience  to  this  command  he  appeared  on  Mrs. 
Dale's  lavra.  after  breakfast,  accompanied  by  Bernard  and  two 
dogs.  The  men  had  guns  in  their  hands,  and  were  got  up  with 
all  proper  sporting  appurtenances,  but  it  so  turned  out  that  they 
did  not  reach  the  stubble-fields  on  the  farther  side  of  the  road 
until  after  luncheon.  And  may  it  not  be  fairly  doubted  whether 
croquet  is  not  as  good  as  shooting  when  a  man  is  in  love  ? 

It  will  be  said  that  Bernard  Dale  was  not  in  love ;  but  they 
who  bring  such  accusation  against  him,  will  bring  it  falsely. 
He  was  in  love  with  his  cousin  Bell  according  to  his  manner 
and  fashion.  It  was  not  his  nature  to  love  Bell  as  John 
Eames  loved  Lily ;  but  then  neither  would  his  nature  bring 
him  into  such  a  trouble  as  that  which  the  charms  of  Amelia 
Tioper  had  brought  upon  the  poor  clerk  from  the  Income-tax 
Office.  Johnny  was  susceptible,  as  the  word  goes ;  whereas 
Captain  Dale  v^-as  a  man  who  had  his  feelings  well  under 
control.  He  was  not  one  to  make  a  fool  of  himself  about  a 
girl,  or  to  die  of  a  broken  heart ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  would 
probably  love  his  wife  when  he  got  a  wife,  and  would  be  a 
careful  father  to  his  children. 

They  were  very  intimate  with  each  other  now, — these  four. 
It  was  Bernard  and  Adolphus,  or  sometimes  Apollo,  and  Bell 
and  Lily  among  them ;  and  Crosbie  found  it  to  be  pleasant 
enough.  A  new  position  of  life  had  come  upon  him,  and  one 
exceeding  pleasant ;  but,  nevertheless,  there  were  moments  iu 
which  cold  fits  of  a  melancholy  natm'e  came  upon  him.  He 
was  doing  the  very  thing  which  throughout  all  the  yeai's  of  his 
manhood  he  had  declared  to  himself  that  he  would  not  do. 
According  to  his  plan  of  life  he  was  to  have  eschewed  marriage, 
and  to  have  allowed  himself  to  regard  it  as  a  possible  event 
only  under  the  circumstances  of  wealth,  rank,  and  beauty  all 
coming  in  his  way  together.  As  he  had  expected  no  such 
glorious  prize,  he  had  regarded  himself  as  a  man  who  would 
reign  at  the  Beaufort  and  be  potent  at  Sebright's  to  the  end 
of  his  chapter.     But  now 

It  was  the  fact  that  he  had  fallen  from  his  settled  position, 
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vanquished  by  a  silver  voice,  a  pretty  wit,  and  a  pair  of 
moderately  bright  eyes.  He  was  veiT  fond  of  Lily,  having  in 
truth  a  stronger  capability  for  falling  in  love  than  his  friend 
Captain  Dale ;  but  was  the  sacrihce  worth  his  while  ?  This 
was  the  question  which  he  asked  himself  in  those  melancholy 
moments ;  while  he  was  lying  in  bed,  for  instance,  awake  in 
the  morning,  when  he  was  shaving  himself,  and  sometimes  also 
when  the  s.]uiro  was  prosy  after  dinner.  At  such  times  as 
these,  while  he  would  be  listening  to  Mr.  Dale,  his  self- 
reproaches  would  sometimes  be  very  bitter.  Why  should  he 
undergo  this,  he,  Crosbie  of  Sebright's,  Crosbie  of  the  General 
Committee  Office,  Crosbie  who  would  allow  no  one  to  bore  him 
between  Charing  Cross  and  the  far  end  of  Bayswater, — why 
should  ho  listen  to  the  long-winded  stories  of  such  a  one  as 
Squire  Dale  '?  If,  indeed,  the  squire  intended  to  be  liberal  to 
his  niece,  then  it  might  be  very  well.  But  as  yet  the  squire 
had  given  no  sign  of  such  intention,  and  Crosbie  was  angry 
with  himself  in  that  lie  had  not  had  the  coui'age  to  ask  a 
question  on  that  subject. 

And  thus  the  course  of  love  was  not  all  smooth  to  our 
Apollo.  It  was  still  pleasant  for  him  when  he  was  there  on 
the  croquet  gi'ound,  or  sitting  in  Mrs.  Dale's  dra^\ing-room 
with  aU  the  privileges  of  an  accepted  lover.  It  was  pleasant 
to  him  also  as  he  sipped  the  squire's  claret,  knowing  that  his 
cofl'oe  would  soon  be  handed  to  him  by  a  sweet  girl  who  would 
have  tripped  across  the  two  gardens  on  purpose  to  perform  for 
him  this  sennce.  There  is  nothing  pleasanter  than  all  this, 
although  a  man  when  so  treated  does  feel  himself  to  look  like 
a  calf  at  the  altar,  ready  for  the  knife,  with  blue  ribbons  round 
his  horns  and  neck.  Crosbie  felt  that  he  was  such  a  calf, — 
and  the  more  calf-like,  in  that  he  had  not  as  yet  dared  to  ask 
a  question  about  his  wife's  fortune.  "  I  will  have  it  out  of 
the  old  fellow  this  evening,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  buttoned 
on  his  dandy  shooting  gaiters  that  morning. 

"  How  nice  he  looks  in  them,"  Lily  said  to  her  sister 
afterwards,  knomng  nothing  of  the  thoughts  which  had  troubled 
her  lover's  mind  while  he  was  adorning  his  legs. 

"  I  suppose  we  shall  come  back  this  way,"  Crosbie  said, 
as  they  prepared  to  move  away  on  their  proper  business  when 
lunch  was  over. 

"  Well,  not  exactly  !  "  said  Bernard.  "  We  shall  make 
our  way  round  by  Darvell's  farm,  and  so  back  by  Gruddock's. 
Aie  the  girls  going  to  dine  up  at  the  Great  House  to-day  ?  '' 
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The  girls  declared  that  they  were  not  going  to  dine  np 
at  the  Great  House, — that  they  did  not  intend  going  to  the 
Great  House  at  all  that  evening. 

"Then,  as  you  won't  have  to  dress,  j'-ou  might  as  well 
meet  us  at  Gruddock's  gate,  at  the  back  of  the  farmyard. 
We'll  be  there  exactly  at  half -past  five." 

"  That  is  to  say,  we're  to  be  there  at  half-past  five,  and 
you'll  keep  us  waiting  for  three-quarters,  of  an  hour,"  said 
Lily.  Nevertheless  the  arrangement  as  proposed  was  made, 
and  the  two  ladies  were  not  at  all  unwilling  to  make  it.  It 
is  thus  that  the  game  is  carried  on  among  unsophisticated 
people  who  really  live  in  the  countiy.  The  fannyard  gate  at 
Farmer  Gruddock's  has  not  a  fitting  sound  as  a  trysting-place 
in  romance,  but  for  people  who  are  in  earnest  it  does  as  well 
as  any  oak  in  the  middle  glade  of  a  forest.  Lily  Dale  was 
quite  in  earnest — and  so  indeed  was  Adolphus  Crosbie, — only 
with  him  th"e  earnest  was  beginning  to  take  that  shade  of 
brown  which  most  earnest  things  have  to  wear  in  this  vale  of 
tears.  With  Lily  it  was  as  yet  all  rose-coloured.  And  Bernard 
Dale  was  also  in  earnest.  Throughout  this  morning  he  had 
stood  very  near  to  Bell  on  the  lawn,  and  had  thought  that  his 
cousin  did  not  receive  his  little  whisperings  with  any  aversion. 
Why  should  she  ?  Lucky  girl  that  she  was,  thus  to  have 
eight  hundred  a  year  pinned  to  her  skirt ! 

"  I.  say.  Dale,"  Crosbie  said,  as  in  the  course  of  their  day's 
work  they  had  come  round  upon  Gruddock's  gi'ound,  and  were 
preparing  to  finish  off  his  turnips  before  they  reached  the  farm- 
yard gate.  And  now,  as  Crosbie  spoke,  they  stood  leaning  on 
the  gate,  looking  at  the  turnips  while  the  two  dogs  squatted  on 
their  haunches.  Crosbie  had  been  very  silent  for  the  last  mile 
or  two,  and  had  been  making  up  his  mind  for  this  conversation. 
"  I  say.  Dale, — youi-  uncle  has  never  said  a  word  to  me  yet  as 
to  Lily's  fortune." 

"  As  to  Lily's  fortune  !  The  question  is  whether  Lily  has 
got  a  fortune." 

"  He  can  hardly  expect  that  I  am  to  take  her  without  some- 
thing.    Your  uncle  is  a  man  of  the  world  and  he  knows " 

"  Whether  or  no  my  uncle  is  a  man  of  the  world,  I  will  not 
say  ;  but  you  are,  Crosbie,  whether  he  is  or  not.  Lily,  as  you 
have  always  known,  has  nothing  of  her  own." 

"  I  am  not  talking  of  Lily's  own.  I'm  speaking  of  her  uncle. 
I  have  been  straightforward  with  him  ;  and  when  I  became 
attached  to  your  cousin  I  declared  what  I  meant  at  once." 
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"  You  should  have  asked  him  the  question,  if  you  thought 
tliere  was  any  room  for  such  a  question." 

"  Thnujrht  there  was  any  room  !  Upon  my  word,  you  arc 
a  cool  follow." 

"  Now  look  here,  Crosbie ;  you  may  say  what  you  like 
about  uiv  uncle,  but  vou  must  not  sav  a  word  against  Lilv." 

"  Who  is  going  to  say  a  word  against  her  '?  You  can  little 
understand  me  if  you  don't  know  that  the  protection  of  her 
name  against  evil  words  is  already  more  my  care  than  it  is 
yours.     I  regard  Lily  as  my  own." 

"  I  only  meant  to  say,  that  any  discontent  you  may  feel  as 
to  her  money,  or  want  of  money,  you  must  refer  to  my  uncle, 
and  not  to  the  fiimily  at  the  Small  House." 

•'  I  am  quite  well  aware  of  that." 

"  And  though  you  are  quite  at  liberty  to  say  what  you  like 
to  me  about  my  uncle,  I  cannot  say  that  I  can  see  that  he  has 
been  to  blame." 

"  Ho  should  have  told  me  what  her  prospects  are." 

"  But  if  she  have  got  no  prospects !  It  cannot  be  an 
uncle's  duty  to  tell  everybody  that  he  does  not  mean  to  give 
his  niece  a  fortune.  In  point  of  fact,  why  should  you  suppose 
that  he  has  such  an  intention  ?  " 

"  Do  you  know  that  he  has  not  ?  because  you  once  led  me 
to  believe  that  he  would  give  his  niece  money." 

"  Now,  Crosbie,  it  is  necessaiy  that  you  and  I  should 
understand  each  other  in  this  matter ' 

"  But  did  you  not  ?  " 

"  Listen  to  me  for  a  moment.  I  never  said  a  word  to  you 
about  my  nncle's  intentions  in  any  way,  until  after  you  had 
become  fully  engaged  to  Lily  with  the  knowledge  of  us  all. 
Then,  when  my  belief  on  the  subject  could  make  no  possible 
difference  in  your  conduct,  I  told  you  that  I  thought  my  uncle 
would  do  something  for  her.  I  told  you  so  because  T  di<l  think 
so; — and  as  your  friend,  I  should  have  told  you  what  I  thought 
in  any  matter  that  concerned  your  interest." 

"  And  now  you  have  changed  your  opinion  ?  " 

"  I  have  changed  my  opinion  ;  but  very  probably  without 
sufficient  ground." 

"  That's  hard  upon  me." 

"  It  may  be  hard  to  bear  disappointment ;  but  you  cannot 
say  that  anybody  has  ill-used  you." 

"  And  you  don't  think  he  will  give  her  anything  ?  " 

"  Nothing  that  will  be  of  much  moment  to  you." 
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"And  I'm  not  to  say  that  that's  hard?  I  tliink  it  con- 
founded hard.     Of  course  I  must  put  oft'  my  marriage." 

"  Why  do  you  not  speak  to  my  uncle  ?  " 

"I  shall  do  so.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  think  it  would  have 
come  better  from  him  ;  but  that  is  a  matter  of  opinion.  I  shall 
tell  him  very  plainly  what  I  think  about  it ;  and  if  he  is  angry, 
why,  I  suppose  I  must  leave  his  house  ;  that  ■wall  be  all." 

"  Look,  here,  Crosbie  ;  do  not  begin  your  conversation 
with  the  purpose  of  angering  him.  He  is  not  a  bad-hearted 
man,  but  is  very  obstinate." 

'*  I  can  be  quite  as  obstinate  as  he  is."  And,  then,  without 
further  parley,  they  went  in  among  the  turnips,  and  each  swore 
against  his  luck  as  he  missed  his  birds.  There  are  certain 
phases  of  mind  in  which  a  man  can  neither  ride  nor  shoot,  nor 
play  a  stroke  at  billiards,  nor  remember  a  card  at  whist, — and 
to  such  a  phase  of  mind  had  come  both  Crosbie  and  Dale  after 
their  conversation  over  the  gate. 

They  wfere  not  above  fifteen  minutes  late  at  the  trysting- 
place,  but  nevertheless,  punctual  though  they  had  been,  the 
girls  were  there  before  them.  Of  com'se  the  first  inquii'ies  were 
made  about  the  game,  and  of  course  the  gentlemen  declared 
that  the  birds  were  scarcer  than  they  had  ever  been  before, 
that  the  dogs  were  wilder,  and  their  luck  more  excruciatingly 
bad, — to  all  which  apologies  very  little  attention  was  paid. 
Ijily  and  Bell  had  not  come  there  to  inquire  after  partridges, 
and  would  have  forgiven  the  sportsmen  even  though  no  single 
bird  had  been  killed.  But  they  could  not  forgive  the  want  of 
good  spirits  which  was  apparent. 

"  I  declare  I  don't  know  what's  the  matter  with  you,"  Lily 
said  to  her  lover. 

"  We  have  been  over  fifteen  miles  of  ground,  and " 

"  I  never  knew  anything  so  lackadaisical  as  you  gentlemen 
from  London.  Been  over  fifteen  miles  of  ground  !  Why, 
uncle  Christopher  would  think  nothing  of  that." 

"  Uncle  Christopher  is  made  of  stenier  stuff  than  we  are," 
said  Crosbie.  "  They  used  to  be  born  so  sixty  or  seventy 
years  ago."  And  then  they  walked  on  through  Gruddock's 
fields,  and  the  home  paddocks,  back  to  the  Great  House, 
where  they  found  the  squire  standing  in  the  front  of  the  porch. 

The  walk  had  not  been  so  pleasant  as  they  had  all  intended 
that  it  should  be  when  they  made  their  arrangements  for  it, 
Crosbie  had  endeavoured  to  recover  his  happy  state  of  mind, 
but  had  been  unsuccessful ;  and  Lily,  fancying  tbat  her  lover 
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was  not  all  that  he  should  be,  had  become  reserved  and  silent. 
Beraard  aud  Bell  had  not  shared  this  discomfiture,  but  then 
Bernard  aud  Bell  were,  as  a  rule,  much  more  given  to  silence 
than  the  other  two. 

"  Uncle,"  said  Lily,  "  these  men  have  shot  nothing,  and 
vou  cannot  conceive  how  unhappy  they  are  in  consequence, 
it's  all  the  fault  of  the  naughty  partridges. " 

••There  are  plenty  of  partridges  if  they  knew  how  to  get 
them,"  said  the  squire. 

"The  dogs  are  uncommouly  \vild,'"  said  Crosbic. 

"  They  are  not  wild  with  me,"  said  the  squire  ;  "  nor  yet 
with  Diogles."  Dingles  was  the  squire's  gamekeeper.  "  The 
fact  is,  you  young  men,  uow-a-days,  expect  to  have  dogs  trained 
to  do  all  the  work  for  you.  It's  too  much  labour  for  you  to 
walk  up  to  your  game.  You'll  be  late  for  dinner,  girls,  if  you 
don't  look  sharp."' 

"  We're  not  coming  up  this  evening,  sir,"  said  Bell. 

'•And  why  nut "?  " 

"  We're  going  to  stay  with  mamma." 

"  And  why  will  not  your  mother  come  with  you  ?  I'll  be 
whipped  if  I  can  understand  it.  One  would  have  thought  that 
under  the  present  circumstances  she  would  have  been  glad  to 
see  you  all  as  much  together  as  possible.' 

"We're  together  quite  enough,"  said  Lily.     "  And  as  for 

mamma,  I  suppose  she  thinks "     And  then  she  stopped 

herself,  catching  the  glance  of  Bell's  imploring  eye.  She  was 
going  to  make  some  indignant  excuse  for  her  mother, — some 
excuse  which  would  be  calculated  to  make  her  uncle  angry. 
It  was  htr  practice  to  say  such  sharj)  words  to  him,  and  con- 
sequently he  did  not  regard  her  as  warmly  as  her  more  silent 
and  more  prudent  sister.  At  the  present  moment  he  turned 
quickly  round  and  went  into  the  house  ;  and  then,  with  a  very 
iw  words  of  farewell,  the  two  young  men  followed  him.  The 
girls  went  back  over  the  little  bridge  by  themselves,  feeling  that 
the  afternoon  had  not  gone  f>tl'  altogether  well. 

"  You  shouldn't  provoke  him,  Lily,"  said  Bell. 

"  And  he  shouldn't  say  those  things  about  mamma.  It 
.-cems  to  me  that  vou  don't  mind  what  he  savs." 

"  Oh,  Lily." 

"  No  more  you  do.  He  makes  me  so  angry  that  I  cannot 
hold  my  tongue.  He  thinks  that  because  all  the  place  is  his, 
lie  is  to  say  just  what  he  likes.  Why  should  mamma  go  up 
there  to  please  his  humours  ?" 
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"  You  may  be  sure  that  mamma  ■will  do  what  she  thinks 
best.  She  is  stronger-minded  than  uncle  Christopher,  and  does 
not  want  any  one  to  help  her.  But,  Lily,  you  shouldn't  speak 
as  though  I  were  careless  about  mamma.  You  didn't  mean 
that,  I  know." 

"  Of  course  I  didn't."  Then  the  two  girls  joined  their 
mother  in  their  own  little  domain;  but  we  will  return  to  the 
men  at  the  Great  House. 

Crosbie,  when  he  went  up  to  dress  for  dinner,  fell  into  one 
of  those  melancholy  fits  of  which  I  have  spoken.  Was  he 
absolutely  about  to  destroy  all  the  good  that  he  had  done  for 
himself  throughout  the  past  years  of  his  hitherto  successful 
life  ?  or  rather,  as  he  at  last  put  the  question  to  himself  more 
strongly, — was  it  not  the  case  that  he  had  already  destroyed 
all  that  success  ?  His  marriage  with  Lily,  whether  it  was  to 
be  for  good  or  bad,  was  now  a  settled  thing,  and  was  not  re- 
garded as  a  matter  admitting  of  any  doubt.  To  do  the  man 
justice,  I  must  declare  that  in  all  these  moments  of  misery  he 
still  did  the  best  he  could  to  think  of  Lily  herself  as  of  a  great 
treasure  which  he  had  won, — as  of  a  treasui'e  which  should, 
and  perhaps  would,  compensate  him  for  his  misery.  But  there 
was  the  misery  very  plain.  He  must  give  up  his  clubs,  and  his 
fashion,  and  all  that  he  had  hitherto  gained,  and  be  content  to 
live  a  plain,  humdrum,  domestic  life,  with  eight  hundred  a 
year,  and  a  small  house,  full  of  babies.  It  was  not  the  kind 
of  Elysium  for  which  he  had  tutored  himself.  lily  was  very 
nice,  very  nice  indeed.  She  was,  as  he  said  to  himself,  "  by 
odds,  the  nicest  girl  that  he  had  ever  seen."  "Whatever  might 
now  turn  up;  her  liappiuess  should  be  his  first  care.  But  as 
for  his  own, — he  began  to  fear  that  the  compensation  would 
hardly  be  perfect.  "  It  is  my  own  doing,"  he  said  to  himself, 
intending  to  be  rather  noble  in  the  purport  of  his  soliloquy, 
"  I  have  trained  myself  for  other  things, — veiy  foolishly.  Of 
course  I  must  sufTer, — sufl'er  damnably.  But  she  shall  never 
know  it.  Dear,  sweet,  innocent,  pretty  little  thing ! "  And 
then  he  went  on  a])out  the  squire,  as  to  whom  he  felt  himself 
entitled  to  be  indignant  by  his  own  disinterested  and  manly 
line  of  conduct  towards  the  niece.  "But  I  will  let  him  know 
what  I  think  about  it,"  he  said.  "It's  all  very  well  for  Dale 
to  say  that  I  have  been  treated  fixirly.  It  isn't  fair  for  a  man 
to  put  forward  his  niece  under  false  pretences.  Of  course  I 
thought  that  he  intended  to  provide  for  her."  And  then, 
having  made  up  his  mind  in  a  very  manly  way  that  he  would 
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not  desert  Lily  altogether  after  liaving  promiseil  to  marrv  her, 
he  endeavoured  to  tind  eonsohition  in  the  rellectiou  that  he 
might,  at  any  rate,  allow  himself  two  years'  more  run  as  a 
bachelor  in  London.  Girls  who  have  to  get  themselves 
married  without  foiiunes  always  know  that  they  \\i\\  have  to 
wait.  Indeed,  Lily  had  already  told  him,  that  as  fiir  as  she 
was  concerned,  she  was  in  no  huriy.  He  need  not,  therefore, 
at  once  withdraw  his  name  from  Sebright's.  Thus  ho  endea- 
voured to  console  himself,  still,  however,  resolving  that  he  would 
have  a  little  serious  conversation  with  the  squire  that  very 
evening  as  to  liily's  fortune. 

And  what  was  the  state  of  Lily's  mind  at  the  same  moment, 
while  she,  also,  was  performing  some  slight  toilet  changes  pre- 
paratorj-  to  their  simple  dinner  at  the  Small  House  ? 

"I  didn't  behave  well  to  him,"  she  said  to  herself;  "I 
never  do.  I  forget  how  much  he  is  giving  up  for  me  ;  and 
then,  when  anything  annoys  him,  I  make  it  worse  instead  of 
comforting  him."  And  upon  that  she  made  accusation  against 
herself  that  she  did  not  love  him  half  enough, — that  she  did 
not  let  him  sec  how  thoroughly  and  perfectly  she  loved  him. 
She  had  an  idea  of  her  o^\^l,  that  as  a  girl  should  never  show- 
any  preference  for  a  man  till  circumstances  should  have  fully 
entitled  him  to  such  manifestation,  so  also  should  she  make 
no  drawback  on  her  love,  but  pour  it  forth  for  his  benefit  with 
all  her  strength,  when  such  circumstances  had  come  to  exist. 
But  she  was  ever  feeling  that  she  was  not  acting  up  to  her 
theory,  now  that  the  time  for  such  practice  had  come.  Sho 
would  umvittingly  assume  little  reserves,  and  make  small  pre- 
tences of  indiilerence  in  spite  of  her  o^\^a  judgment.  She  had 
done  so  on  this  afternoon,  and  had  luft  him  without  giving  him 
her  hand  to  press,  without  looking  up  into  his  face  with  an 
assurance  of  love,  and  therefore  she  was  angiy  with  herself. 
"  I  know  I  shall  teach  him  to  hate  me,"  she  said  out  loud 
to  BeU. 

"  That  would  be  very  sad,"  said  Bell ;  "  but  I  don't  see  it." 

•*  If  you  were  engaged  to  a  man  you  would  be  much  better 
to  him.  You  would  not  say  so  much,  but  what  you  did  say 
would  be  all  affection.  I  am  always  making  horrid  little 
speeches,  for  wliich  I  should  like  to  cut  out  my  tongue  after- 
wards." 

"  Whatever  sort  of  speeches  they  are,  I  think  that  he 
likes  them.'' 

"  Does  he  ?     I'm  not  all  so  sure  of  that,  Bell.     Of  course 

5—2 
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I  don't  expect  that  he  is  to  scold  me, — not  yet,  that  is.  But  I 
know  by  his  eye  when  he  is  pleased  and  when  he  is  displeased." 

And  then  they  went  down  to  their  dinner. 

Up  at  the  Great  House  the  three  gentlemen. met  together 
in  apparent  good  humour.  Bernard  Dale  was  a  man  of  an 
equal  temperament,  who  rarely  allowed  any  feeling,  or  even  any 
annoyance,  to  interfere  with  his  usual  manner, — a  man  who 
could  always  come  to  table  with  a  smile,  and  meet  either  his 
friend  or  his  enemy  with  a  properly  civil  greeting.  Not  that 
he  was  especially  a  false  man.  There  was  nothing  of  deceit  in 
his  placidity  of  demeanour.  It  arose  from  true  equanimity; 
but  it  was  the  equanimity  of  a  cold  disposition  rather  than  of 
one  well  ordered  by  discipline.  The  squire  was  aware  that  he 
had  been  unreasonably  petulant  before  dinner,  and  having 
taken  himself  to  task  in  his  own  way,  now  entered  the  dining- 
room  with  the  courteous  greeting  of  a  host.  "I  find  that 
your  bag  was  not  so  bad  after  all,"  he  said,  "  and  I  hope  that 
youi"  appetite  is  at  least  as  good  as  your  bag." 

Crosbie  smiled,  and  made  hiiriself  pleasant,  and  said  a  few 
flattering  words.  A  man  who  intends  to  take  some  very 
decided  step  in  an  hour  or  two  generally  contrives  to  bear 
himself  in  the  meantime  as  though  the  trifles  of  the  world 
were  quite  sufficient  for  him.  So  he  praised  the  squire's  game  ; 
said  a  good-natured  word  as  to  Dingles,  and  bantered  himself 
as  to  his  ovra  want  of  skill.  Then  all  went  meny, — not  quite 
as  a  marriage  bell ;  but  still  merry  enough  for  a  party  of  three 
gentlemen. 

But  Crosbie's  resolution  was  fixed ;  and  as  soon,  therefore, 
as  the  old  butler  was  pennanently  gone,  and  the  wine  steadUy 
in  transit  upon  the  table,  he  began  his  task,  not  without  some 
apparent  abruptness.  Having  fully  considered  the  matter,  he 
had  determined  that  he  would  not  wait  for  Bernard  Dale's 
absence.  He  thought  it  possible  that  he  might  be  able  to  fight 
his  battle  better  in  Bernard's  presence  than  he  could  do  behind 
his  back. 

"  Squire,"  he  began.  They  all  called  him  squire  when 
they  were  on  good  tei-ms  together,  and  Crosbie  thought  it  well 
to  begin  as  though  there  was  nothing  amiss  between  them. 
"  Squire,  of  course  I  am  thinking  a  good  deal  at  the  present 
moment  as  to  my  intended  mamage." 

"  That's  natural  enough,"  said  the  squire. 

"Yes,  by  George  !  sir,  a  man  doesn't  make  a  change  like 
that  without  finding  that  he  has  got  something  to  think  of." 
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"I  suppose  not,"  said  the  squire.  '-I  uever  was  in  the 
way  of  getting  married  myself,  but  I  can  easily  understand  that." 

"  I've  been  the  luckiest  fellow  in  the  world  in  finding  such 

a   girl   as   your   niece '     Whereupon  the   squire  bowed, 

intending  to  nuike  a  little  courteous  declaration  that  the  luck 
in  the  matter  was  on  the  side  of  the  Dales.  "  I  know  that,"' 
continued  Crosbie.  "She  is  exactly  evei'j'thing  that  a  girl 
ought  to  be." 

"  She  is  a  good  girl,"  said  Bernard. 

'•  Yes  ;  I  think  she  is,"  said  the  squire. 

"  But  it  seems  to  me,"  said  Crosbie,  finding  that  it  was 
necessary  to  dash  at  once  headlong  into  the  water,  "that 
something  ought  to  be  said  as  to  my  means  of  supporting  her 
properly." 

Then  he  paused  for  a  moment,  expecting  that  the  squire 
would  speak.  But  the  squire  sat  perfectly  still,  looking  intently 
at  the  empty  fireplace  and  saying  nothing.  "  Of  supporting 
her,"  continued  Crosbie,  "  with  all  those  comforts  to  which  she 
has  been  accustomed." 

"  She  has  never  been  used  to  expense,"  said  the  squu'e. 
"  Her  mother,  as  you  doubtless  know,  is  not  a  rich  woman." 

"  But  living  here,  Lily  has  had  gi'eat  advantages, — a  horse 
to  ride,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  I  don't  suppose  she  expects  a  horse  in  the  park,"  said  the 
squire,  vith  a  veiy  perceptible  touch  of  sarcasm  in  his  voice. 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Crosbie. 

♦'  I  believe  she  has  had  the  use  of  one  of  the  ponies  here 
sometime.'',  but  I  hope  that  has  not  made  her  extravagant  in 
her  ideas.  I  did  not  think  that  there  was  anything  of  that 
nonsense  about  either  of  them." 

"  Nor  is  there, — as  far  as  I  know." 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Bernard. 

"  But  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  this,  sir  !  "  and 
Crosbie,  as  he  spoke,  endeavoured  to  maintain  his  ordinary 
voice  and  usual  coolness,  but  his  heightened  colour  betrayed 
that  he  was  nen'ous.  "  Am  I  to  expect  any  accession  oi 
income  with  my  wife  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  spoken  to  my  sister-in-law  on  the  subject," 
said  the  squire  ;  "  but  I  should  fear  that  she  cannot  do  much." 

"  As  a  matter  of  course,  I  would  not  take  a  shilling  from 
her,"  said  Crosbie. 

•'  Then  that  settles  it,"  said  the  squire. 

Crosbie  paused  a  moment,  during  which  his  colour  becanid 
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very  red.  He  unconsciously  took  up  an  apricot  and  eat  it, 
and  then  he  spoke  out.  "  Of  course  I  was  not  alluding  to 
Mrs.  Dale's  income ;  I  would  not,  on  any  account,  disturb  her 
arrangements.  But  I  wished  to  learn,  sir,  whether  you  intend 
to  do  anything  for  your  niece." 

"  In  the  way  of  giving  her  a  fortune  ?  Nothing  at  all.  I 
intend  to  do  nothing  at  all." 

"  Then  I  suppose  we  understand  each  other, — at  last,"  said 
Croshie. 

"  I  should  have  thought  that  we  might  have  understood 
each  other  at  first,"  said  the  squire.  "  Did  I  ever  make  you 
any  promise,  or  give  you  any  hint  that  I  intended  to  provide 
for  my  niece  ?  Have  I  ever  held  out  to  you  any  such  hope  '? 
I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  that  word  '  at  last ' — unless  it 
be  to  give  oflence." 

"  I  meant  the  truth,  sir  ; — I  meant  this — that  seeing  the 
manner  in  which  your  nieces  lived  with  you,  I  thought  it  pro- 
bable that  you  would  treat  them  both  as  though  they  were  your 
daughters.     Now  I  find  out  my  mistake  ; — that  is  all !  " 

"  You  have  been  mistaken, — and  without  a  shadow  of 
excuse  for  your  mistake." 

"  Others  have  been  mistaken  with  me,"  said  Crosbie, 
lorgetting,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  that  he  had  no  right  to 
drag  tlie  opinion  of  any  other  person  into  the  question. 

"  What  others  ?  "  said  the  squire,  with  anger ;  and  his 
mind  immediately  betook  itself  to  liis  sister-in-law. 

"I  do  not  want  to  make  any  mischief,"  said  Croshie. 

"  If  anybody  connected  with  my  family  has  presumed  to 
tell  you  that  I  intended  to  do  more  for  my  niece  Lilian  than 
I  have  already  done,  such  person  has  not  only  been  false,  but 
ungrateful.  I  have  given  to  no  one  any  authority  to  make  any 
promise  on  behalf  of  my  niece." 

**  No  such  promise  has  been  made.  It  was  only  a  sug- 
gestion," said  Croshie. 

He  was  not  in  the  least  aware  to  whom  the  squire  was 
alluding  in  his  anger ;  but  he  perceived  that  his  host  was 
angiy,  and  having  already  reflected  that  he  should  not  have 
alluded  to  the  words  which  Bernard  Dale  had  spoken  in  his 
friendship,  he  resolved  to  name  no  one.  Bernard,  as  he  sat 
by  listening,  knew  exactly  how  the  matter  stood ;  but,  as  he 
thouglit,  tliore  could  be  no  reason  why  he  should  subject 
himself  to  his  uncle's  ill-will,  seeing  that  he  had  committed 
no  sin. 
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"  No  such  suggestion  should  have  been  luadc,"  suul  tho 
squire.  "  No  one  has  had  a  right  to  make  such  a  suggestion. 
No  one  has  been  placed  by  me  in  a  i)osition  to  make  such  a 
suggestion  to  you  without  manifest  impropriety.  I  will  ask 
no  further  questions  about  it ;  but  it  is  quite  as  well  that  you 
should  understand  at  once  that  I  do  not  consider  it  to  bo  my 
duty  to  give  my  niece  Lilian  a  fortune  on  her  marriage.  1 
trust  that  your  oti'er  to  her  was  not  made  under  any  such 
delusion." 

"  No,  sir  ;  it  was  not,"  said  CrosMe. 

"  Then  I  suppose  that  no  great  hann  has  been  done.  I 
am  sorr}-  if  false  hopes  have  been  given  to  you  ;  but  I  am 
sure  you  will  acknowledge  that  they  were  not  given  to  you 
by  me." 

"  I  think  you  have  misunderstood  me,  sir.  My  hopes 
were  never  very  high  ;  but  I  thought  it  right  to  ascertain  your 
intentions." 

"  Now  you  know  them.  I  trust,  for  the  girl's  sake,  that 
it  will  make  no  diflference  to  her.  I  can  hardly  believe  that 
she  has  been  to  blame  in  the  matter." 

Crosbie  hastened  at  once  to  exculpate  Lily;  and  then,  with 
more  awkward  blunders  than  a  man  should  have  made  who 
was  so  well  acquainted  with  fashionable  life  as  tho  Apollo  of 
the  Beaufort,  he  proceeded  to  explain  that,  as  Lily  was  to 
have  nothing,  his  own  pccuniaiT  arrangements  would  neces- 
sitate some  little  delay  in  their  marriage. 

"  As  far  as  I  myself  am  conceraed,"  said  the  squire,  "  I 
do  not  liko  long  engagements.  But  I  am  quite  aware  that  in 
this  matter  I  have  no  right  to  interfere,  unless,  indeed — ^ — " 
and  then  he  stopped  himself. 

'•  I  suppose  it  \\ill  be  well  to  fix  some  day  ;  eh,  Crosbie  ?" 
said  Bernard. 

"  I  will  discuss  that  matter  with  Mrs.  Dale,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  If  you  and  she  understand  each  other,"  said  the  squire, 
"  that  will  be  sufficient.  Shall  we  go  into  the  drawing- rooui 
now,  or  out  upon  the  lawn  ? 

That  evening,  as  Crosbie  went  to  bed,  he  felt  that  he  had 
not  gained  the  victory  in  his  encounter  with  the  squii-e. 


[2  TUB    SM.VLL   HOUSE    AT    ALLINGTOK. 


CHAPTER   VIII. 

IT   CANNOT   BE. 

Ox  the  following  morning  at  breakfast  each  of  the  three  gen- 
tlemen at  the  Great  House  received  a  little  note  on  pink 
paper,  nominally  from  Mrs.  Dale,  asking  them  to  drink  tea  at 
the  Small  House  on  that  day  week.  At  the  bottom  of  the 
note  -which  Lily  had  written  for  Mr.  Crosbie  was  added  : 
"  Dancing  on  the  lawn,  if  we  can  get  anybody  to  stand  up. 
Of  course  you  must  come,  whether  you  like  it  or  not.  And 
Bernard  also.  Do  your  possible  to  talk  my  uncle  into  coming." 
And  this  note  did  something  towards  re-creating  good-humour 
among  them  at  the  breakfast-table.  It  was  shown  to  the 
squire,  and  at  last  he  was  brought  to  say  that  he  would  perhaps 
go  to  Mrs.  Dale's  little  evening-party. 

It  may  be  well  to  explain  that  this  promised  entertainment 
liad  been  originated  with  no  special  view  to  the  pleasure  of 
Mr.  Crosbie,  but  altogether  on  behalf  of  poor  Johnny  Eames. 
What  was  to  be  done  in  that  matter  ?  This  question  had 
been  fully  discussed  between  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell,  and  they 
had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it  would  be  best  to  ask 
Jo'mny  over  to  a  little  friendly  gathering,  in  which  he  might 
be  able  to  meet  Lily  with  some  strangers  around  them.  In 
this  way  his  embarrassment  might  be  overcome.  It  would 
never  do,  as  Mrs.  Dale  said,  that  he  should  be  suffered  to 
stay  away,  unnoticed  by  them.  "  When  the  ice  is  once  broken 
he  won't  mind  it,"  said  Bell.  And,  therefore,  early  in  the  day, 
a  messenger  was  sent  over  to  Guestwick,  -who  returned  with  a 
note  from  Mrs.  Eames,  saying  that  she  would  come  on  the 
evening  in  question,  with  her  son  and  daughter.  They  would 
keep  tlic  lly  and  get  back  to  Guestwick  the  same  evening. 
This  was  added,  as  an  offer  had  been  made  of  beds  for  Mrs. 
Eames  and  JNIaiy. 

Before  the  evening  of  the  party  another  memorable  occur- 
rence had  taken  place  at  Allington,  which  must  be  described, 
in  order  that  the  feelings  of  the  different  people  on  that  evening 
may  be  understood.  The  squire  had  given  his  nephew  to 
understand  that  he  wished  to  have  that  matter  settled  as  to 
his  niece  Bell  ;  and  as  Bernard's  views  were  altogether  in 
accordance  with  the  squire's,  he  resolved  to  comply  with  his 
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uncle's  wishes.  The  project  with  him  was  not  a  new  thinj:^. 
lie  did  love  his  cousin  quite  sulhciently  for  purposes  of  nuitri- 
mony,  and  was  minded  that  it  wouUl  he  a  good  thing  for  liim 
to  marrv.  He  coukl  not  marry  without  money,  hut  this  mar- 
riage wouhl  give  him  an  income  without  the  trouhle  of  intricate 
settlements,  or  the  interference  of  lawyers  hostile  to  his  own 
interests.  It  was  possible  that  he  might  do  better  ;  but  then 
it  was  possible  also  that  he  might  do  much  worse  ;  and,  in 
addition  to  this,  he  was  fouil  of  his  cousin.  He  discussed  the 
matter  within  himself,  very  calmly ;  made  some  excellent  reso- 
lutions as  to  the  kind  of  life  which  it  would  behove  him  to  live 
as  a  married  man ;  settled  on  the  street  in  London  in  which 
he  would  have  his  house,  and  behaved  very  prettily  to  Bell 
for  four  or  live  days  running.  That  he  did  not  make  love  to 
her,  in  the  ordiuaiy  sense  of  the  word,  must,  I  suppose,  ho 
taken  for  granted,  seeing  that  Bell  herself  did  not  recognize 
the  fact.  She  had  always  liked  her  cousin,  and  thought  that 
in  these  days  he  was  making  himself  particularly  agreeable. 

On  the  evening  before  the  party  the  girls  were  at  the 
Great  House,  having  come  up  nominally  with  the  intention  of 
discussing  the  expediency  of  dancing  on  the  lavm.  Lily  had 
made  up  her  mind  that  it  was  to  be  so,  but  Bell  had  objected 
that  it  would  be  cold  and  damp,  and  that  the  drawing-room 
would  be  nicer  for  dancing, 

"You  see  we've  only  got  four  young  gentlemen  and  one 
ungrown,"  said  Lily  ;  "and  they  will  look  so  stupid  standing 
up  all  properly  in  a  room,  as  though  we  had  a  regular  party." 

"  Thsak  you  for  the  compliment,"  said  Crosbie,  taking 
oft'  his  straw  hat. 

"So, you  will;  and  we  girls  will  look  more  stupid  still. 
But  out  on  the  la^v^l  it  won't  look  stupid  at  all.  Two  or  three 
might  stand  up  on  the  lawn,  and  it  W(juld  be  jolly  enough." 

"  I  don't  quite  see  it,"  said  Bernard. 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  see  it,"  said  Crosbie.  "  The  unadapta- 
bility  of  the  lawn  for  the  purpose  of  a  ball " 

"  Nobody  is  thinking  of  a  ball,"  said  Lily,  with  mock 
petulance. 

"  I'm  defending  you,  and  yet  you  won't  let  mo  speak. 
The  unadaptability  of  the  lawn  for  the  purposes  of  a  ball  will 
conceal  the  insulKciency  of  four  men  and  a  boy  as  a  supply 
of  male  dancers.  But,  Lily,  who  is  the  ungi-own  gentleman  ? 
Is  it  your  old  friend  Johnny  Eames  ?  " 

Lilv's  voice  became  sobered  as  she  answered  him. 
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"  Oh,  nc ;  I  did  uot  mean  Mr.  Eames.  He  is  coming,  but 
I  did  not  mean  liim.  Dick  Boyce,  Mr.  Boyce's  sou,  is  only 
sixteen.     He  is  the  ungrown  gentleman." 

"  And  who  is  the  fourth  adult." 

"  Dr.  Crofts,  from  Guestwick.  I  do  hope  you  will  like 
him,  Adolphus,  V/e  think  he  is  the  very  perfection  of  a 
man." 

"Then  of  course  I  shall  hate  him ;  and  be  very  jealous, 
too!" 

And  then  that  pair  went  off  together,  fighting  their  own 
little  battle  on  that  head,  as  turtle-doves  will  sometimes  do. 
They  went  off,  and  Bernard  was  left  with  Bell  standing 
together  over  the  ha-ha  fence  which  divides  the  garden  at 
the  back  of  the  house  from  the  field. 

"  Bell,"  he  said,  "  they  seem  very  happy,  don't  they  ?  " 

"  And  they  ought  to  be  happy  now,  oughtn't  they  ?  Dear 
Lily  !  I  hope  "he  will  be  good  to  her.  Do  you  know,  Bernard, 
though  he  is  your  friend,  I  am  \evy,  very  anxious  about  it.  It 
is  such  a  vast  trust  to  put  in  a  man  when  we  do  not  quite 
know  him." 

"  Yes,  it  is  ;  but  they'll  do  very  well  together.  Lily  will 
be  happy  enough." 

''And  he?" 

"  I  suppose  he'll  be  happy,  too.  He'll  feel  himself  a  little 
straightened  as  to  income  at  first,  but  that  will  all  come 
round." 

"  If  he  is  not,  she  will  be  wretched." 

"  They  will  do  very  well.  Lily  must  be  prepared  to  make 
the  money  go  as  far  as  she  can,  that's  all." 

"  Lily  won't  feel  the  want  of  money.  It  is  not  that.  But 
if  he  lets  her  know  that  she  has  made  him  a  poor  man,  then 
she  will  be  unhappy.     Is  he  extravagant,  Bernard  ?  " 

But  Bernard  was  anxious  to  discuss  another  subject,  and 
therefore  would  not  speak  such  words  of  wisdom  as  to  Lily's 
engagement  as  might  have  been  expected  from  him  had  he 
been  in  a  different  frame  of  mind. 

"  No,  I  should  say  not,"  said  he.     "  But,  Bell " 

"1  do  not  know  that  we  could  have  acted  otherwise  than 
we  have  done,  and  yet  I  fear  that  we  have  been  rash.  If  he 
makes  her  unhappy,  Bernard,  I  shall  never  forgive  you." 

But  as  she  said  this  she  put  her  hand  lovingly  upon  his 
arm,  as  a  cousin  might  do,  and  spoke  in  a  tone  which  divested 
her  threat  of  its  acerbity. 
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"  Yon  must  not  qnarrol  ^vitll  mc,  Bell,  whatever  may 
liapjien.     I  caunot  allunl  to  quarrel  with  you." 

''  Of  course  I  was  not  in  earnest  as  to  that." 

"  You  ami  I  must  never  quarrel.  Bell ;  at  least,  I  hope 
not.  I  could  bear  to  quarrel  with  any  one  rather  than  with 
you."  And  then,  as  he  spoke,  there  was  something  in  his 
voice  which  gave  the  girl  some  slight,  indistinct  warning  of 
what  might  he  his  intention.  Not  that  she  said  to  herself  at 
once,  that  he  was  going  to  make  her  an  offer  of  his  hand, — 
now,  on  the  spot ;  but  she  felt  that  ho  intended  something 
beyond  the  tenderness  of  ordinary  cousinly  affection. 

"  I  hope  we  shall  never  quarrel,"  she  said.  But  as  she 
spoke,  her  mind  was  settling  itself, — foiining  its  resolution, 
and  coming  to  a  conclusion  as  to  the  sort  of  love  which 
Bernard  might,  perhaps,  expect.  And  it  foi-med  another  con- 
clusion ;  as  to  the  sort  of  love  which  might  be  given  in  return. 

"  Bell,"  he  said,  "  you  and  I  have  always  been  dear 
iriends." 

*'  Y'es ;  always." 

*'  Why  should  we  not  he  something  more  than  friends  ?  " 

To  give  Captain  Dale  his  due  I  must  declare  that  his 
voice  was  perfectly  natural  as  he  asked  this  question,  and 
that  he  showed  no  sig^s  of  nervousness,  either  in  his  face  or 
limbs.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  do  it  on  that  occasion, 
and  he  did  it  without  any  signs  of  outward  disturbance.  He 
asked  his  question,  and  then  he  waited  for  his  answer.  In 
this  he  wus  rather  hard  upon  his  cousin  ;  for,  though  the  ques- 
tion had  'jertainly  been  asked  in  language  that  could  not  be 
mistaken,  still  the  matter  had  not  been  put  forward  with  all 
that  fulness  which  a  young  lady,  under  such  circumstances, 
has  a  right  to  expect. 

They  had  sat  down  on  the  turf  close  to  the  ha-ha,  and  they 
were  so  near  that  Bernard  was  able  to  put  out  his  hand  with 
the  view  of  taking  that  of  his  cousin  within  his  own.  But  she 
contrived  to  keep  her  hands  locked  together,  so  that  ho  merely 
held  her  gently  by  the  wrist. 

"  I  don't  "quite  understand,  Bernard,"  .she  said,  after  a 
minute's  pause. 

"  Shall  we  be  more  than  cousins?  Shall  we  be  man  and 
wife  ?  " 

Now,  at  least,  she  could  not  say  that  she  did  not  nndcr- 
stand.  If  the  question  was  ever  asked  plainly,  Bernard  Dale 
had  asked  it  plainly.     Shall  we  be  man  and  wiie  '?     Few  men, 
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I  fancy,  dare  to  put  it  all  at  once  in  so  abrupt  a  way,  and  yet 
I  do  not  know  that  the  English  language  atfords  any  better 
terms  for  the  question. 

"  Oh,  Bernard  !  you  have  surprised  me." 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  pained  you.  Bell.  I  have  been  long 
thinking  of  this,  but  I  am  well  aware  that  my  own  manner, 
even  to  you,  has  not  been  that  of  a  lover.  It  is  not  in  me  to 
smile  and  say  soft  things,  as  Crosbie  can.  But  I  do  not  love 
you  the  less  on  that  account.  I  have  looked  about  for  a  wife, 
and  I  have  thought  that  if  I  could  gain  you  I  should  be  very 
fortunate." 

He  did  not  then  say  anything  about  his  uncle,  and  the 
eight  hundred  a  year ;  but  he  fully  intended  to  do  so  as  soon 
as  an  opportunity  should  serve.  He  was  quite  of  opinion  that 
eight  hundred  a  year  and  the  good-will  of  a  rich  uncle  were 
strong  grounds  for  matrimony, — were  grounds  even  for  love ; 
and  he  did  not  doubt  but  his  cousin  would  see  the  matter  in 
the  same  light. 

"  You  are  very  good  to  me — more  than  good.  Of  course 
I  know  that.     But,  oh,  Bernard  !  I  did  not  expect  this  a  bit." 

"  But  you  will  answer  me.  Bell !  Or  if  you  would  like 
time  to  think,  or  to  speak  to  my  aunt,  perhaps  you  will 
answer  me  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  ought  to  answer  you  now." 

"  Not  if  it  be  a  refusal.  Bell.  Think  well  of  it  before  you 
do  that.  I  should  have  told  you  that  our  uncle  wishes  this 
match,  and  that  he  will  remove  any  difficulty  there  might  be 
about  money." 

"  I  do  not  care  for  money." 

"  But,  as  you  were  saying  about  Lily,  one  has  to  be 
prudent.  Now,  in  our  marriage,  everything  of  that  kind 
would  bo  well  arranged.  My  uncle  has  promised  me  that  he 
would  at  once  allow  us " 

"  Stop,  Bernard.     You  must  not  be  led  to  suppose  that 

any  ofler  made   by  my  uncle  would    help    to   purchase 

Indeed,  there  can  bo  no  need  for  us  to  talk  about  money." 

"  I  wished  to  let  you  know  the  facts  of  the  case,  exactly  as 
they  are.  And  as  to  our  uncle,  I  cannot  but  think  that  you 
would  be  glad,  in  such  a  matter,  to  have  him  on  your  side." 

"  Yes,  I  should  be  glad  to  have  him  on  my  side  ;  that  is, 
if  I  were  going But  my  uncle's  wishes  could  not  influ- 
ence my  decision.     The  fact  is,  Bernard " 

"  Well,  dearest,  what  is  the  fact  ?  " 
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"  I  have  always  regarded  you  rather  as  a  brother  thau  as 
anything  else." 

'•  But  that  regard  may  be  changed." 

"  No  ;  I  think  not.  Bernard,  I  will  go  further  and  speak 
on  at  once.  It  cannot  be  changed.  I  know  myself  wtll 
enough  to  say  that  with  certainty.     It  cannot  be  changed." 

•'  You  mean  that  you  cannot  love  me  '?  " 

"  Not  as  you  would  have  me  do.  I  do  love  you  very 
dearly, — ver\-  dearly,  indeed.  I  would  go  to  you  in  any 
trouble,  exactlv  as  I  would  go  to  a  brother." 

"  And  must  that  be  all,  Bell  ?  " 

'•  Is  not  that  all  the  sweetest  love  that  can  be  felt?  But 
you  must  not  think  me  ungrateful,  or  proud.  I  know  well 
that  you  are — are  proposing  to  do  for  me  much  more  than  I 
deserve.  Any  girl  might  be  proud  of  such  an  oiler.  But, 
dear  Bernard " 

"  Bell,  before  you  give  me  a  final  answer,  sleep  upon  this 
and  talk  it  over  with  your  mother.  Of  course  you  were  un- 
prepared, and  I  cannot  expect  that  you  should  promise  me  so 
much  without  a  moment's  consideration." 

"  I  was  uu]>ropared,  and  therefore  I  have  not  answered 
you  as  I  should  have  done.  But  as  it  has  gone  so  far,  I 
cannot  let  yoa  leave  me  in  uncertainty.  It  is  not  necessaiy 
that  I  should  keep  you  waiting.  In  this  matter  I  do  know  my 
own  mind.  Dear  Bernard,  indeed,  indeed  it  cannot  be  as  you 
have  proposed." 

She  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  and  in  a  tone  that  had  in  it 
something  of  almost  imploring  humility  ;  but,  nevertheless,  it 
conveyed  to  her  cousin  an  assurance  that  she  was  in  earnest ; 
an  assurance  also  that  that  earnest  would  not  readily  be 
changed.  Was  she  not  a  Dale  '?  And  when  did  a  Dale 
change  his  mind  ?  For  a  while  he  sat  silent  by  her  ;  and 
she  too,  having  declared  her  intention,  refrained  Irom  further 
words.  For  some  minutes  they  thus  remained,  looking  down 
into  the  ha-ha.  She  still  kept  her  old  position,  holding  her 
hands  clasped  together  over  her  knees  ;  but  he  was  now  lying 
on  his  side,  supporting  his  head  upon  his  arm,  with  his  face 
indeed  turned  towards  her,  but  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
grass.  During  this  time,  however,  he  was  not  idle.  His 
cousin's  answer,  though  it  had  giieved  him,  had  not  come 
upon  him  as  a  blow  stunning  him  for  a  moment,  and  rendering 
him  unfit  for  instant  thouglit.  He  was  grieved,  more  grieved 
than  he  had  thought  he  would  have  been.     The  thing  that  he 
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had  wanted  moderately,  he  now  wanted  the  more  in  that  it 
was  denied  to  him.  But  he  was  able  to  perceive  the  exact 
tnith  of  his  jDosition,  and  to  calculate  what  might  be  his 
chances  if  he  went  on  with  his  suit,  and  what  his  advantage  if 
he  at  once  abandoned  it. 

"  I  do  not  vnsh.  to  press  you  unfaii-ly.  Bell ;  hut  may  I  ask 
if  any  other  preference " 

"  There  is  no  other  preference,"  she  answered.  And  then 
again  they  were  silent  for  a  minute  or  two. 

"  My  uncle  will  be  much  grieved  at  this,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  If  that  be  all,"  said  Bell,  "  I  do  not  think  that  we  need 
either  of  us  trouble  ourselves.  He  can  have  no  right  to  dis- 
pose of  our  hearts." 

"  I  understand  the  taunt,  Bell." 

"  Dear  Bernard,  there  was  no  taunt.     I  intended  none." 

"  I  need  not  speak  of  my  own  grief.  You  cannot,  but 
know  how  deep  it  must  be.  Why  should  I  have  submitted 
myself  to  this  mortification  had  not  my  heart  been  concerned  ? 

But  that  I  will  bear,  if  I  must  bear  it "     And  then  he 

paused,  looking  up  at  her. 

"  It  will  soon  pass  away,"  she  said. 

"  I  will  accept  it  at  any  rate  without  complaint.  But  as 
to  my  uncle's  feelings,  it  is  open  to  me  to  speak,  and  to  you,  I 
should  think,  to  listen  without  indiflfcrence.  He  has  been 
kind  to  us  both,  and  loves  us  two  above  any  other  living 
beings.  It's  not  surprising  that  he  should  wish  to  see  us 
married,  and  it  will  not  be  suiin-ising  if  your  refusal  should  be 
a  great  blow  to  him." 

"  I  shall  be  sorry — very  sorry." 

"  I  also  shall  be  soriy.  I  am  now  speaking  of  him.  He 
has  set  his  heart  upon  it ;  and  as  he  has  but  few  wishes,  few 
desu-es,  so  is  he  the  more  constant  in  those  which  he  expresses. 
When  he  knows  this,  I  fear  that  we  shall  find  him  very  stem." 

"  Then  ho  will  be  unjust." 

"  No ;  he  will  not  be  unjust.  He  is  always  a  just  man. 
But  he  will  be  unhappy,  and  will,  I  fear,  make  others  unhappy. 
Dear  Bell,  may  not  this  thing  remain  for  a  while  unsettled  ? 
You  will  not  find  that  I  take  advantage  of  your  goodness.  I 
will  not  intrude  it  on  you  again,— say  for  a'  Ibi-tnight, — or  till 
Crosbie  shall  be  gone." 

"  Xo,  no,  no,"  said  Bell. 

"  Why  are  you  so  eager  in  your  noes  ?  Thei-e  can  be  no 
danger  in  such  delay.     I  will  not  press  you, — and  you  can  let 
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my  uncle  thiuk  that  you  have  at  least  taken  time  for  cou- 
sideratioD." 

"  There  are  thuigs  as  to  which  one  is  bound  to  answer  at 
once.  If  I  doubted  myself,  I  would  let  you  persuade  mo. 
liut  I  do  not  doubt  myself,  and  I  should  be  wrong  to  keep  you 
in  suspense.  Dear,  dearest  Bernard,  it  cannot  be ;  and  as  it 
cannot  be,  you,  as  my  brother,  would  bid  me  say  so  clearly. 
It  cannot  be." 

As  she  made  this  last  assurance,  they  heard  the  steps  of 
Lily  and  her  lover  close  to  them,  and  they  both  felt  that  it 
would  be  well  that  their  intercourse  should  thus  be  brought 
to  a  close.  Neither  had  known  how  to  get  up  and  leave  the 
place,  and  yet  each  had  felt  that  nothing  fui-ther  could  then  be 
said. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  anything  so  sweet  and  affectionate 
and  romantic  ?  "  said  Lily,  standing  over  them  and  looking 
at  them.  "  And  all  the  while  we  have  been  so  practical  and 
worldly.  Do  you  know.  Bell,  that  Adolphus  seems  to  think 
we  can't  ver}-  well  keep  pigs  in  London.  It  makes  mo  so 
unhappy." 

"  it  does  seem  a  pity,"  said  Crosbic,  "  for  Lily  seems  to 
know  all  about  pigs." 

"  Of  course  I  do.  I  haven't  lived  in  the  countiy  all  my 
life  for  nothing.  Oh,  Bernard,  I  should  so  like  to  see  you 
rolled  down  into  the  bottom  of  the  ha-ha.  Just  remain  there, 
and  we'll  do  it  between  us." 

Whereupon  Bernard  got  up,  as  did  Bell  also,  and  they  all 
went  in  to  tea. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

MRS.    dale's   little   PARTY. 


The  next  day  was  the  day  of  the  party.  Not  a  word  more 
was  said  on  that  evening  between  Bell  and  her  cousin,  at 
least,  not  a  word  more  of  any  peculiar  note ;  and  when  Cro^bio 
suggested  to  his  friend  on  the  following  morning  that  they 
should  both  step  down  and  see  how  the  preparations  were 
getting  on  at  the  Small  House,  Bernard  declined. 

"You  forget,  my  dear  fellow,  that  I'm  not  in  love  as  you 
are,"  said  he. 
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"  But  I  thought  you  were,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  No  ;  not  at  all  as  you  are.  You  are  an  accepted  lover, 
and  will  be  allowed  to  do  anything, — whip  the  creams,  and 
tune  the  piano,  if  you  know  how.  I'm  only  a  half  sort  of  lover, 
meditating  a  mariage  de  convenance  to  oblige  an  uncle,  and 
by  no  means  required  by  the  terms  of  my  agreement  to 
undergo  a  very  rigid  amount  of  drill.  Your  position  is  just 
the  reverse."  In  saying  all  which  Captain  Dale  was  no  doubt 
veiy  false ;  but  if  fsxlscness  can  be  forgiven  to  a  man  in  any 
position,  it  may  be  forgiven  in  that  which  he  then  filled. 
So  Crosbie  went  down  to  the  Small  House  alone. 

•'  Dale  wouldn't  come,"  said  he,  speaking  to  the  three 
ladies  together,  "  I  suppose  he's  keeping  himself  up  for  the 
dance  on  the  lawn." 

"  I  hope  he  will  be  here  in  the  evening,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 
But  Bell  said  never  a  word.  She  had  determined,  that  under 
the  existing  circumstances,  it  would  be  only  fair  to  her  cousin 
that  his  offer  and  her  answer  to  it  should  be  kept  secret.  She 
knew  why  Bernard  did  not  come  across  from  the  Great  House 
witli  his  friend,  but  she  said  nothing  of  her  knowledge.  Lily 
looked  at  her,  but  looked  without  speaking ;  and  as  for  Mrs. 
Dale,  she  took  no  notice  of  the  circumstance.  Thus  they 
passed  the  afternoon  together  without  further  mention  of 
Bernard  Dale  ;  and  it  may  be  said,  at  any  rate  of  Lily  and 
Crosbie,  that  his  presence  was  not  missed. 

Mrs.  Eamcs,  with  her  son  and  daughter,  were  the  first  to 
come.  "  It  is  so  nice  of  you  to  come  early,"  said  Lily,  trying 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment  to  say  something  which  should 
sound  pleasant  and  happy,  but  in  truth  using  that  form  of 
welcome  which  to  my  ears  sounds  always  the  most  ungracious. 
"Ten  minutes  before  the  time  named ;  and,  of  course,  you 
must  have  understood  that  I  meant  thirty  minutes  after  it!  " 
That  is  my  interpretation  of  the  words  when  I  am  thanked 
for  coming  early.  But  Mrs.  Eames  was  a  kind,  patient,  im- 
exacting  woman,  who  took  all  civil  words  as  meaning  civility. 
And,  indeed,  Lily  had  meant  nothing  else. 

"  Yes  ;  we  did  come  early,"  said  Mrs.  Eames,  "  because 
Mary  thought  she  would  like  to  go  up  into  the  girls'  room  and 
just  settle  her  hair,  you  know." 

"  So  she  shall,"  said  Lily,  who  had  taken  Maiy  by  the 
hand. 

"  And  we  knew  we  shouldn't  be  in  the  way.  Johnny  can 
go  out  into  the  garden  if  there's  anything  left  to  be  done." 
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"  He  shaut  bo  biiuishetl  uuloss  he  likes  it,"  said  ]Mr.--. 
Dale.  '*  If  be  tiuJs  us  women  too  much  lor  his  uuaiiltd 
streugth " 

John  Eamcs  muttered  somothiug  about  bein,!]f  veiT  avcU 
as  he  was,  and  then  got  hinisolf  into  an  arni-ehair.  lie  had 
shaken  hands  with  Lily,  trying  as  he  did  so  to  pronounce 
articulately  a  little  speech  which  he  had  prepared  for  the 
occasion.  '•  I  have  to  congratulate  you,  Lily,  and  I  ho2)0 
with  all  my  heart  that  you  will  be  happy."  The  words  were 
simple  enough,  and  were  not  ill-chosen,  hut  the  poor  young 
man  never  got  them  spoken.  The  word  "  congratulate  "  did 
reach  Lily's  ears,  and  she  understood  it  all ; — both  the  kind- 
ness of  the  intended  speech  and  the  reason  why  it  could  net 
be  spoken. 

"  Tbank  you,  John,"  she  said;  "I  hope  I  shall  sec  so 
much  of  you  in  London.  It  will  be  so  nice  to  have  an  old 
Guestwick  friend  near  me."  She  had  her  own  voice,  and  the 
pulses  of  her  heart  better  under  command  than  had  he ;  but 
she  also  felt  that  the  occasion  was  trying  to  her.  The  man 
had  loved  her  honestly  and  truly, — still  did  love  her,  paying 
her  the  great  homage  of  bitter  grief  in  that  he  had  lost  her. 
Where  is  the  girl  who  will  not  sympathize  with  such  love  and 
such  grief,  if  it  be  shown  only  because  it  cannot  be  concealed, 
and  be  declared  against  the  will  of  him  who  declares  it  ? 

Then  came  in  old  Mrs.  Ileam,  whose  cottage  was  not 
distant  two  minutes'  walk  fi-om  the  Small  House.  She  always 
called  Mrs:.  Dale  "  my  dear,"  and  potted  the  girls  as  though 
they  had  been  children.  "When  told  of  Lily's  marriage,  she 
had  thrown  up  her  hands  with  suqirise,  for  she  had  still  left 
in  some  comer  of  her  drawers  remnants  of  sugar-plums  which 
she  had  bought  for  Lily.  "A  London  man  is  he?  "Well, 
well.  I  wish  he  lived  in  the  country.  Eight  huuiked  a  year, 
my  dear?"  she  had  said  to  Mrs.  Dale.  "  That  sounds  nico 
down  here,  because  we  are  all  so  poor.  But  I  suppose  eight 
hundred  a  year  isn't  ver}-  much  up  in  London  ?  " 

'"The  squire's  coming,  I  suppose,  isn't  he?"  said  Mrs. 
Hearn,  as  she  seated  herself  on  the  sofa  close  to  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Yes,  he'll  be  here  by-and-by  ;  unless  he  changes  his  mind, 
you  know.     He  doesn't  stand  on  ceremony  with  me." 

"  He  change  his  mind  !  When  did  you  ever  know  Chris- 
topher Dale  change  his  mind  ?  " 

"  He  is  pretty  constant,  Mrs.  Heara." 

"  If  he  promised  to  give  a  man  a  penuv,  he'd  give  it.     But 
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if  he  promised  to  take  away  a  pound,  he'd  take  it,  though  it 
cost  him  years  to  get  it.  He's  going  to  turn  me  out  of  my 
cottage,  he  says." 

"  Nonsense,  Mrs.  Hearn  !  " 

"  JolUfTe  came  and  told  me" — JoUiffe,  I  shouhl  explain, 
was  the  bailiff, — "  that  if  I  didn't  like  it  as  it  was,  I  might 
IcLive  it,  and  that  the  squire  could  get  double  the  rent  for  it. 
Now  all  I  asked  was  that  he  should  do  a  little  painting  in  the 
kitchen  ;  and  the  wood  is  all  as  black  as  his  hat." 

"  I  thought  it  was  understood  you  were  to  paint  inside." 

"  How  can  I  do  it,  my  dear,  with  a  hundred  and  forty 
pounds  for  everything  ?  I  must  live,  you  know !  And  he 
that  has  workmen  about  him  every  day  of  the  year  !  And 
was  that  a  message  to  send  to  me,  who  have  lived  in  the  parish 
for  fifty  years  ?  Here  he  is."  And  Mrs.  Hearn  majestically 
raised  herself  from  her  seat  as  the  squire  entered  the  room. 

With  him  entered  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Boyce,  from  the  parsonage, 
with  Dick  Boyce,  the  ungrown  gentleman,  and  two  girl  Boyces, 
who  were  fourteen  and  fifteen  years  of  age.  Mrs.  Dale,  with 
the  amount  of  good-nature  usual  on  such  occasions,  asked 
reproachfully  why  Jane,  and  Charles,  and  Florence,  and  Bessy, 
did  not  come, — Boyce  being  a  man  who  had  his  quiver  full  of 
them, — and  Mrs.  Boyce,  giving  the  usual  answer,  declared  that 
she  already  felt  that  they  had  come  as  an  avalanche. 

"  But  where  are  the — the — the  young  men  ?  "  asked  Lily, 
assuming  a  look  of  mock  astonishment. 

"  They'll  be  across  in  two  or  three  hours'  time,"  said  the 
squire.  "  They  both  di-essed  for  dinner,  and,  as  I  thought, 
made  themselves  very  smart ;  but  for  such  a  grand  occasion  as 
this  they  thought  a  second  dressing  necessary.  How  do  you 
do,  i\Irs.  Hearn  ?  I  hope  you  are  quite  well.  No  rheumatism 
left,  eh  ?  "  This  the  squire  said  very  loud  into  Mrs.  Hearn's 
ear.  Mrs.  Heam  was  perhaps  a  little  hard  of  hearing  ;  but  it 
was  very  little,  and  she  hated  to  be  thought  deaf.  She  did 
not,  moreover,  like  to  be  thought  rheumatic.  This  the  squire 
knew,  and  therefore  his  mode  of  address  was  not  good-natured. 

"  You  needn't  make  me  jump  so,  Mr.  Dale.  I'm  pretty 
well  now,  thank  ye.  I  did  have  a  twinge  in  the  spring,— that 
cottage  is  so  badly  built  for  draughts  !  '  I  wonder  you  can  live 
in  it,'  my  sister  said  to  me  the  last  time  she  was  over.  I 
suppose  I  should  be  better  off  over  with  her  at  Hamersham, 
only  one  doesn't  like  to  move,  you  know,  after  living  fifty  years 
in  one  parish." 
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*'  You  mustn't  think  of  going  away  from  us."  Mrs.  Boyce 
said,  speaking  by  no  means  loud,  but  slowly  and  plainly,  hoping 
thereby  to  tlatter  the  old  woman.  But  the  old  woman  under- 
stood it  all.  "  She's  a  sly  creature,  is  Mrs.  Boyce,"  Mrs. 
Heam  said  to  Mrs.  Dale,  before  the  evening  was  out.  There 
are  some  old  people  whom  it  is  very  hard  to  Hatter,  and  with 
whom  it  is,  nevertheless,  almost  impossible  to  live  unless  you 
do  tlatter  them. 

At  last  the  two  heroes  came  in  across  the  lawn  at  the 
drawing-room  window ;  and  Lily,  as  they  entered,  dropped  a 
low  curtsey  before  them,  gently  swelling  dovra  upon  the  gi-ound 
with  her  light  muslin  dress,  till  she  looked  like  some  wondrous 
flower  that  had  bloomed  upon  the  carjiet,  and  putting  her  tv."o 
hands,  with  the  backs  of  her  fingers  pressed  together,  on  the 
buckle  of  her  girdle,  she  said,  "  We  are  waiting  upon  your 
honours'  kind  grace,  and  feel  how  much  we  owe  to  you  lur 
favouring  our  poor  abode."  And  then  she  gently  rose  up 
again,  smiling,  oh,  so  sweetly,  on  the  man  she  loved,  and  the 
puffings  and  swellings  went  out  of  her  muslin. 

I  think  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  pretty  as  the  con- 
scious little  tricks  of  love  played  off  by  a  girl  towards  the  man 
she  loves,  when  she  has  made  up  her  mind  boldly  that  all  the 
world  may  know  that  she  has  given  herself  away  to  him. 

I  am  r.ot  sure  that  Crosbie  liked  it  all  as  much  as  he  should 
have  done.  The  bold  assurance  of  her  love  Avhen  they  two  were 
alone  together  he  did  like.  What  man  does  not  like  such 
assurances  on  such  occasions  ?  But  perhaps  he  would  have 
been  better  pleased  had  Lily  sho\Mi  more  reticence, — been 
more  secret,  as  it  were,  as  to  her  feelings,  when  others  were 
around  them.  It  was  not  that  he  accused  her  in  his  thoughts 
of  any  want  of  delicacy.  He  read  her  character  too  well ; — 
was,  if  not  quite  aright  in  his  reading  of  it,  at  least  too  nearly 
so  to  admit  of  his  making  against  her  any  such  accusation  as 
that.  It  was  the  calf-like  feeling  that  was  disagreeable  to  him. 
He  did  not  like  to  be  presented,  even  to  the  world  of  Allington, 
as  a  victim  caught  for  the  saciifice,  and  bound  with  ribbon  for 
the  altar.  And  then  there  lurked  behind  it  all  a  feeling  that  it 
might  be  safer  that  the  thing  should  not  be  so  openly  mani- 
fested before  all  the  world.  Of  course,  everybody  knew  tliat 
he  was  engaged  to  Lily  Dale  ;  nor  had  he,  as  he  said  to  him- 
self, perhaps  too  frequently,  the  slightest  idea  of  breaking  fnun 
that  engagement.  But  then  the  marriage  might  possibly  bo 
delayed.     He  had  not  discussed  that  matter  vet  with  Lily, 
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liaviutT,  indeed,  at  the  first  moment  of  his  gi'atified  love,  created 
some  little  difficulty  for  himself  by  pressing  for  an  early  day. 
"  I  will  refuse  you  nothing,"  she  had  said  to  him  ;  "  but  do 
not  make  it  too  soon."  He  saw,  therefore,  before  him  some 
little  embarrassment,  and  was  inclined  to  wish  that  Lily  would 
abstain  from  that  manner  which  seemed  to  declare  to  all  the 
world  that  she  was  about  to  be  married  immediately.  "  I  must 
speak  to  her  to-morrow,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  accepted 
her  salute  with  a  mock  gravity  equal  to  her  own. 

Poor  Lily  !  How  little  she  understood  as  yet  what  was 
passing  through  his  mind.  Had  she  known  his  wish  she  would 
have  wi-apped  up  her  love  carefully  in  a  napkin,  so  that  no  one 
should  have  seen  it, — no  one  but  he,  when  he  might  choose 
to  have  the  treasure  uncovered  for  his  sight.  And  it  was  all 
for  his  sake  that  she  had  been  thus  open  in  her  ways.  She 
had  seen  girls  who  were  half  ashamed  of  their  love  ;  but  she 
would  never  be  ashamed  of  hers  or  of  him.  She  had  given 
herself  to  him ;  and  now  all  the  world  might  know  it,  if  all 
the  world  cared  for  such  knowledge.  Why  should  she  be 
ashamed  of  that  which,  to  her  thinking,  was  so  gi'eat  an  honour 
to  her  ?  She  had  heard  of  girls  who  would  not  speak  of  their 
love,  arguing  to  themselves  canuily  that  there  may  be  many  a 
slip  between  the  cup  and  the  lip.  There  could  be  no  need  of 
any  such  caution  with  her.  There  could  surely  be  no  such 
slip  !  Should  there  be  such  a  ftxll, — should  any  such  fate, 
either  by  falseness  or  misfortune,  come  upon  her, — no  such 
caution  could  be  of  semce  to  save  her.  The  cup  would  have 
been  so  shattered  in  its  fall  that  no  further  piecing  of  its  parts 
would  be  in  any  way  possible.  So  much  as  this  she  did  not 
exactly  say  to  herself;  but  she  felt  it  all,  and  went  bravely 
forward, — bold  in  her  love,  and  careful  to  hide  it  from  none 
who  chanced  to  see  it. 

They  had  gone  through  the  ceremony  with  the  cake  and 
teacups,  and  had  decided  that,  at  any  rate,  the  first  dance  or 
two  should  be  held  upon  the  lawn  when  the  last  of  the  guests 
arrived. 

"  Oh,  Adolphus,  I  am  so  glad  he  has  come,"  said  Lily. 
*'  Do  ti7  to  like  him."  Of  Dr.  Crofts,  who  was  the  new  comer, 
she  had  sometimes  spoken  to  her  lover,  but  she  had  never 
coupled  her  sister's  name  with  that  of  the  doctor,  even  in 
speaking  to  him.  Nevertheless,  Crosbie  had  in  some  way  con- 
ceived the  idea  that  this  Crofts  either  had  been,  or  was,  or  was 
to  be,  in  love  with  Bell ;  and  as  he  was  prepared  to  advocate 
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his  friend  Dale's  claims  in  that  quarter,  he  was  not  particularly 
anxious  to  welcome  the  doctor  as  a  thorouj^'hly  intimate  ii-ieud 
of  the  family.  He  knew  nothing  as  yet  of  Dale's  oflor,  or  of 
Bell's  refusal,  but  he  was  prepared  for  war,  if  war  should  be 
necessary.  Of  the  squire,  at  the  present  moment,  he  was  not 
▼ery  fond  ;  but  if  his  destiny  intended  to  give  him  a  wife  out 
of  this  family,  he  should  prefer  the  owner  of  Allington  and 
nephew  of  Lord  De  Guest  as  a  brother-in-law  to  a  village 
doctor, — as  he  took  upon  himself,  in  his  pride,  to  call 
Dr.  Crofts. 

"  It  is  very  unfortunate,"  said  he,  "but  I  never  do  like 
Paragons." 

"  But  you  must  like  this  Paragon.  Not  that  he  is  a 
Paragon  at  all,  for  he  smokes  and  hunts,  and  does  all  manner 
of  wicked  things."  And  then  she  went  forward  to  welcome  her 
fiiend. 

Dr.  Crofts  was  a  slight,  spare  man,  about  five  feet  nine  in 
heiglit,  with  very  bright  dark  eyes,  a  broad  forehead,  with  dark 
hair  that  almost  curled,  but  which  did  not  come  so  forward 
over  his  brow  as  it  should  have  done  for  purposes  of  beauty, 
— with  a  thin  well-cut  nose,  and  a  mouth  that  would  have 
been  perfect  had  the  lips  been  a  little  fuller.  The  lower  part 
of  his  face,  when  seen  alone,  had  in  it  somewhat  of  sternness, 
which,  however,  was  redeemed  by  the  brightness  of  his  eyes. 
And  yet  an  artist  -would  have  declared  that  the  lower  features 
of  his  face  ^''ere  by  far  the  more  handsome. 

Lily  went  across  to  him  and  greeted  him  heartily,  declaring 
how  glad  she  was  to  have  him  there.  "  And  I  must  introduce 
you  to  Mr.  Crosbie,"'  she  said,  as  though  she  was  detemiined 
to  carry  her  point.  The  two  men  shook  hands  with  each 
other,  coldly,  without  saying  a  word,  as  young  men  are  apt  to 
do  when  they  are  brought  together  in  that  way.  Then  they 
separated  at  once,  somewhat  to  the  disappointment  of  Lily. 
Crosbie  stood  off  by  himself,  both  his  eyes  turned  up  towards 
the  ceiling,  and  looking  as  though  he  meant  to  give  himself 
airs  ;  while  Crofts  got  himself  quickly  up  to  the  fireplace, 
making  civil  little  speeches  to  Mrs.  Dale,  ilrs.  Boyce,  and 
Mrs.  Hearn.  And  then  at  last  he  made  his  way  round 
to  Bell. 

"  I  am  so  glad,"  he  said,  "  to  congratulate  you  on  your 
sister's  engagement." 

"Yes,"  said  Bell  ;  "  we  knew  that  you  would  be  glad  to 
hear  of  her  happiness." 
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"  Indeed,  I  am  glad;  and  thoroughly  hope  that  she  may 
be  happy.     You  all  like  him,  do  you  not  ?  " 

"  We  like  liim  veiy  much." 

"  And  I  am  told  that  he  is  well  off.  He  is  a  veiy  for- 
tunate man, — very  fortunate, — very  fortunate." 

"Of  course  we  think  so,"  said  Bell.  "Not,  however, 
because  he  is  rich." 

"  No  ;  not  because  he  is  rich.  But  because,  being  worthy 
of  such  happiness,  his  circumstances  should  enable  him  to 
marrv,  and  to  enjoy  it." 

""  Yes,  exactly,"  said  Bell.  "  That  is  just  it."  Then  she 
sat  down,  and  in  sitting  down  put  an  end  to  the  conversation. 
"  That  is  just  it,"  she  had  said.  But  as  soon  as  the  words 
were  spoken  she  declared  to  herself  that  it  was  not  so,  and 
that  Crofts  was  wrong.  "We  love  him,"  she  said  to  herself, 
"  not  because  he  is  rich  enough  to  marry  without  anxious 
thought,  but  because  he  dares  to  marry  although  he  is  not 
rich."  And  then  she  told  herself  that  she  was  angry  with  the 
doctor. 

After  that  Dr.  Crofts  got  off  towards  the  door,  and  stood 
there  by  himself,  leaning  against  the  wall,  with  the  thumbs  of 
both  his  hands  stuck  into  the  aniiholes  of  his  waistcoat. 
People  said  that  ho  was  a  shy  man.  I  suppose  he  was  shy, 
and  yet  he  was  a  man  that  was  by  no  means  afraid  of  doing 
anything  that  he  had  to  do.  He  could  speak  before  a  multi- 
tude without  being  abashed,  whether  it  was  a  multitude  of  men 
or  of  women.  He  could  be  very  fixed  too  in  his  own  opinion, 
and  eager,  if  not  violent,  iu  the  prosecution  of  his  puii)ose. 
But  he  could  not  stand  and  say  little  words,  when  lie  had 
in  tiiith  nothing  to  say.  He  could  not  keep  his  ground  when 
he  felt  that  he  was  not  using  the  ground  upon  which  he  stood. 
He  had  not  learned  the  art  of  assuming  himself  to  be  of  impor- 
tance iu  whatever  place  he  might  liud  himself.  It  was  this 
art  which  Crosbie  had  learned,  and  by  this  art  that  he  had 
nourished.  So  Crofts  retired  and  leaned  against  the  wall  near 
the  door ;  and  Crosbie  came  forward  and  shone  like  an  Apollo 
among  all  the  guests.  "How  is  it  that  he  does  it?"  said 
John  Eames  to  himself,  envying  the  perfect  happiness  of  the 
London  man  of  fashion. 

At  last  Lily  got  the  dancers  out  upon  the  lawn,  and  then 
they  managed  to  go  through  one  quadrille.  But  it  was  found 
that  it  did  not  answer.  The  music  of  the  single  fiddle  which 
Crosbie  had  hired  from  Gucstwick  was  not  sufficient  for  the 
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purpose  ;  aud  then  the  grass,  tliougli  it  was  perfect  for  pur- 
poses of  croquet,  was  not  pleasant  to  the  feet  for  dancing. 

"  This  is  veiT  nice,"  said  Bernard  to  his  cousin.     "I  don't 

know  anything  that  couhl  he  nicer ;  hut  perhaps " 

"  I  know  wliat  you  mean,"  said  Lily.  "  But  I  shall  stay 
here.  There's  no  touch  of  romance  ahout  any  of  you.  Look 
at  the  moon  there  at  the  back  of  the  steeple.  I  don't  mean 
to  go  in  all  night."  Then  she  walked  off  by  one  of  the  paths, 
and  her  lover  went  after  her. 

"Don't  you  like  the  moon?"  she  said,  as  she  took  his 
arm,  to  which  she  was  now  so  accustomed  that  she  hardly 
thought  of  it  as  she  took  it. 

"  Like  the  moon  '? — well ;  I  fancy  I  like  the  sun  better. 
I  don't  quite  believe  in  moonlight.  I  think  it  does  best  to  talk 
about  when  one  wants  to  be  sentimental." 

'■Ah;  that  is  just  what  I  fear.  That  is  what  I  say  to 
Bell  when  I  tell  her  that  her  romance  will  fade  as  the  roses 
do.  And  then  I  shall  have  to  learn  that  prose  is  more  ser- 
viceable than  poetry,  and  that  the  mind  is  better  than  the 
heart,  and — and  that  money  is  better  than  love.  It's  all 
coming,  I  know  ;  and  yet  I  do  like  the  moonlight." 

"  And  the  poetr}-, — and  the  love  ?  " 

"  Yes.  The  poetry  much,  and  the  love  more.  To  be  loved 
by  you  is  sweeter  even  than  any  of  my  dreams, — is  better 
than  all  the  poetr)-  I  have  read." 

"  Dearest  Lily,"  and  his  unchecked  ann  stole  round  her 
waist. 

"It  is  the  meaning  of  the  moonlight,  and  the  essence 
of  the  poetr}-,"  continued  the  impassioned  girl.  "  I  did  not 
know  then  why  I  liked  such  things,  but  now  I  know.  It  was 
because  I  longed  to  be  loved." 

"And  to  love." 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  would  be  nothing  without  that.  But  that, 
you  know,  is  your  delight, — or  should  be.  The  other  is  mine. 
And  yet  it  is  a  delight  to  love  you  ;  to  know  that  I  may  love 
you." 

"  You  mean  that  this  is  the  realization  of  your  romance." 

"  Yes  ;  but  it  must  not  be  the  end  of  it,  Adolphus.  You 
must  like  the  soft  twilight,  and  the  long  evenings  when  wo 
shall  be  alone ;  and  you  must  read  to  me  the  books  I  love, 
and  you  must  not  teach  me  to  think  that  the  world  is  hard, 
and  dry,  and  cniel, — not  yet.  I  tell  Bell  so  verj'  often  ;  but 
you  must  not  say  so  to  me." 
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"  It  shall  not  bo  (Irv  and  cruel,  if  I  can  prevent  it." 

"  You  understand  what  I  mean,  dearest.  I  will  not  think 
it  dry  and  cruel,  even  though  sorrow  should  come  upon  us,  if 
you I  think  you  know  what  I  mean." 

"  If  I  am  good  to  you." 

"  I  am  not  afi-aid  of  that ; — I  am  not  the  least  afraid  of 
that.  You  do  not  think  that  I  could  ever  distrust  you  '?  But 
you  must  not  he  ashamed  to  look  at  the  moonlight,  and  to  read 
poetry,  and  to " 

"  To  talk  nonsense,  you  mean." 

But  as  he  said  it,  he  pressed  her  closer  to  his  side,  and 
his  tone  was  pleasant  to  her, 

"  I  suppose  I'm  talking  nonsense  now  ?"  she  said,  pouting. 
"You  Hked  me  better  when  I  was  talking  about  the  pigs; 
didn't  you  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  like  you  best  now." 

"And  why  didn't  you  like  me  then?  Did  I  say  any- 
thing to  offend  you  ?" 

"  I  like  you  best  now,  because " 

They  were  standing  in  the  narrow  pathway  of  the  gate 
leading  fi-om  the  bridge  into  the  gardens  of  the  Great  House, 
and  the  shadow  of  the  thick-spreading  laurels  was  around 
them.  But  the  moonlight  still  pierced  brightly  through  the 
little  avenue,  and  she,  as  she  looked  up  to  him,  could  see  the 
form  of  his  face  and  the  loving  softness  of  his  eye. 

"  Because ,"  said  he  ;  and  then  he  stooped  over  her 

and  pressed  her  closely,  while  she  put  up  her  lips  to  his, 
standing  on  tip-toe  that  she  might  reach  to  his  face. 

"Oh,  my  love  !  "  she  said.     "  My  love  !  my  love  !  " 

As  Crosbie  walked  back  to  the  Great-  House  that  night,  he 
made  a  finn  resolution  that  no  consideration  of  worldly  welfare 
should  ever  induce  him  to  break  his  engagement  with  Lily 
Dale.  He  went  somewhat  further  also,  and  determined  that 
he  would  not  put  off'  the  maniage  for  more  than  six  or  eight 
months,  or,  at  the  most,  ten,  if  he  could  possibly  get  his  affairs 
arranged  in  that  time.  To  be  sure,  he  must  give  up  every- 
thing,— all  the  aspirations  and  ambition  of  his  life ;  but  then, 
as  he  declared  to  himself  somewhat  mournfully,  he  was  pre- 
pared to  do  that.  Such  were  his  resolutions,  and,  as  he 
thought  of  them  in  bed,  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  few 
men  were  less  selfish  than  he  was. 

"  But  what  will  they  say  to  us  for  staying  away  ?  "  said 
Lily,  recovering  herself.      "And  I  ought  to  be  making  the 
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people  (lauco,  you  know.  Come  along,  and  do  make  yourself 
nice.  Do  waltz  with  Maiy  Eames  ; — pray,  do.  Il"  you  don't, 
I  won't  spciik  to  you  all  ni<,'lit  !  " 

Acting  under  which  threat,  Croshie  did,  on  his  return, 
solicit  the  honour  of  that  young  lady's  hand,  thereby  elating 
her  into  a  seventh  heaven  of  happiness.  What  could  the  world 
afford  hotter  than  a  waltz  with  such  a  partner  as  Adolphus 
Croshie  ?  And  poor  Mary  Eames  could  waltz  well ;  though 
she  could  not  talk  much  as  she  danced,  and  would  pant  a  good 
deal  when  she  stopped.  She  put  too  much  of  her  energv"  into 
the  motion,  and  was  too  anxious  to  do  the  mechanical  part  of 
the  work  in  a  manner  that  should  he  satisfiictory  to  her  part- 
ner. "  Oh  !  thank  you  ; — it's  veiy  nice.  I  shall  he  able  to 
go  on — again  directly."  Her  conversation  with  Croshie  did 
not  get  much  beyond  that,  and  yet  she  felt  that  she  had  never 
done  better  than  on  this  occasion. 

Though  there  were,  at  most,  not  above  five  couples  of 
dancers,  and  though  they  who  did  not  dance,  such  as  the 
squire  and  Mr.  Boyce,  and  a  curate  from  a  neighbouring 
parish,  had.  in  fact,  nothing  to  amuse  them,  the  atVair  was 
kept  on  very  menily  for  a  considerable  number  of  hours. 
Exactly  at  twelve  o'clock  there  was  a  httle  supper,  which,  no 
doubt,  served  to  relieve  Mrs.  Beam's  ennui,  and  at  which 
Mrs.  Boyce  also  seemed  to  enjoy  herself.  As  to  the  Mrs.  Bo)-ces 
on  such  occasions,  I  profess  that  I  feel  no  pity.  They  are 
generally  happy  in  their  children's  happiness,  or  if  not,  they 
ought  to  be.  At  any  rate,  they  are  simply  performing  a  mani- 
fest duty,  which  duty,  in  their  time,  was  performed  on  their 
behalf.  But  on  what  account  do  the  ilrs.  Hearns  betake 
themselves  to  such  gatherings  ?  Why  did  that  ancient  lady 
sit  there  hour  after  hour  yawning,  longing  for  her  bed,  looking 
every  tun  minutes  at  her  watch,  while  her  old  bones  were 
stiff  and  sore,  and  her  old  ears  pained  with  the  noise  ?  It 
could  hardly  have  been  simply  for  the  sake  of  the  supper. 
After  the  supper,  however,  her  maid  took  her  acx-oss  to  her 
cottage,  and  Mrs.  Boyce  also  then  stole  aAvay  home,  and  the 
squire  went  off  with  some  little  parade,  suggesting  to  the 
young  men  that  they  should  make  no  noise  in  the  house  as 
they  returned.  But  the  poor  curate  remained,  talking  a  dull 
word  every  now  and  then  to  Mrs.  Dale,  and  looking  on  with 
tantalized  eyes  at  the  joys  which  the  world  had  ])rei)!i)ed  for  others 
than  him.  I  must  say  that  I  think  that  public  ojiinion  and  the 
bishops  together  are  too  hard  upon  curates  in  this  particular. 
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In  the  latter  part  of  the  night's  delight,  when  time  and 
practice  had  made  them  all  happy  together,  John  Eames  stood 
up  for  the  first  time  to  dance  with  Lily.  She  had  done  all  she 
could,  short  of  asking  him,  to  induce  him  to  do  her  this 
favour  ;  for  she  felt  that  it  would  be  a  favour.  How  great 
had  been  the  desire  on  his  part  to  ask  her,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  how  great  the  repugnance,  Lily,  perhaps,  did  not  quite 
understand.  And  yet  she  understood  much  of  it.  She  knew 
that  he  was  not  angry  with  her.  She  knew  that  he  was  suffer- 
ing from  the  injured  pride  of  futile  love,  almost  as  much  as 
from  tlie  futile  love  itself.  She  wished  to  put  hira  at  his  ease 
in  this ;  but  she  did  not  quite  give  him  credit  for  the  full 
sincerity,  and  the  upright,  uncontrolled  heartiness  of  his 
feelings. 

At  length  he  did  come  up  to  her,  and  though,  in  truth,  she 
was  engaged,  she  at  once  accepted  his  offer.  Then  she  trijiped 
across  the  room.  "  Adoli^hus,"  she  said,  "  I  can't  dance  with 
you,  though  I  said  I  would.  John  Eames  has  asked  me,  and 
I  haven't  stood  up  with  him  before.  You  understand,  and 
you'll  be  a  good  boy,  won't  you  ?  " 

Crosbie,  not  being  in  the  least  jealous,  was  a  good  boy, 
and  sat  himself  dowTi  to  rest,  hidden  behind  a  door. 

For  the  first  few  minutes  the  conversation  between  Eames 
and  Lily  was  of  a  very  matter-of-fact  kind.  She  repeated  her 
wish  that  she  might  see  him  in  London,  and  he  said  that  of 
course  he  should  come  and  call.  Then  there  was  silence  for  a 
little  while,  and  they  went  through  their  figure  dancing. 

"  I  don't  at  all  know  yet  when  we  are  to  be  married,"  said 
Lily,  as  soon  as  they  were  again  standing  together. 

"  No  ;  I  dare  say  not,"  said  Eames. 

*'  But  not  this  year,  I  suppose.  Indeed,  I  should  say,  of 
course  not." 

"  In  the  spring,  perhaps,"  suggested  Eames.  He  had  an 
unconscious  desire  that  it  might  bo  postponed  to  some  Greek 
kalends,  and  yet  he  did  not  wish  to  injure  Lily. 

"  The  reason  I  mention  it  is  this,  that  we  should  be  so 
veiy  glad  if  you  could  be  here.  We  all  love  you  so  much,  and 
I  should  so  like  to  have  you  here  on  that  day." 

Why  is  it  that  girls  so  constantly  do  this, — so  fi-equently 
ask  men  who  have  loved  them  to  be  present  at  their  marriages 
with  other  men  ?  There  is  no  triumph  in  it.  It  is  done  in 
sheer  kindness  and  affection.  They  intend  to  ofl'cr  something 
which  shall  soften  and  not  aggravate  the  sorrow  that  they  have 
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caused.  "You  can't  many  me  yourself,"  the  lady  seems  to 
say.  "But  the  next  gi-eatest  blessing  which  I  cau  otier  you 
sliall  be  yours, — you  shall  see  me  married  to  somebody  else." 
I  fully  apjireciate  the  iuteutiou,  but  in  honest  truth,  I  doubt 
the  eligibility  of  the  protlered  entertainment. 

On  the  present  occasion  John  Eames  seemed  to  be  of  this 
opinion,  for  he  did  not  at  once  accept  the  invitation. 

"  "Will  you  not  oblige  me  so  far  as  that  ?  "  said  she  softly. 

"  I  would  do  anything  to  oblige  you,"  said  he  gruffly  ; 
"  almost  an}-thing." 

"But  not  thaf?" 

"  No  ;  not  that.  I  could  not  do  that."  Then  he  went  oflf 
upon  his  figure,  and  when  they  were  next  both  standing 
together,  they  remained  silent  tUl  their  tuna  for  dancing  had 
again  come.  Why  was  it,  that  after  that  night  Lily  thought 
more  of  John  Eames  than  ever  she  had  thought  before ; — felt 
for  him,  I  mean,  a  higher  respect,  as  for  a  man  who  had  a  will 
of  his  own  ? 

And  in  that  quadrille  Crofts  and  Bell  had  been  dancing 
together,  and  they  also  had  been  talking  of  Lily's  marriage. 
"  A  man  may  undergo  what  he  likes  for  himself,"  he  had  said, 
"  but  he  has  no  right  to  make  a  woman  undergo  poverty." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  said  Bell. 

"  Thn'.  which  is  no  suflfenng  for  a  man, — which  no  man 
should  think  of  for  himself, — will  make  a  hell  on  earth  for  a 
woman." 

"  I  suppose  it  would,"  said  Bell,  answering  liim  without  a 
sign  of  feeling  in  her  face  or  voice.  But  she  took  in  every 
word  that  he  spoke,  and  disputed  their  truth  inwardly  with  all 
the  strength  of  her  heart  and  mind,  and  with  the  very  vehe- 
mence of  her  soul.  "  As  if  a  woman  cannot  bear  more  than  a 
man  !  "  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  walked  the  length  of  the 
room  alone,  when  she  had  got  herself  free  from  the  doctor's 
arm. 

After  that  they  all  went  to  bed. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

MRS.   LUPEX  AJND   AMELIA   ROPER. 

I  SHOULD  simply  mislead  a  confiding  reader  if  I  Avere  to  tell 
him  that  Mrs.  Lupex  was  an  amiable  woman.  Perhaps  the 
fact  that  she  was  not  amiable  is  the  one  great  fault  that 
should  be  laid  to  her  charge  ;  but  that  fault  had  spread  itself 
so  widely,  and  had  cropped  forth  in  so  many  different  places  of 
her  life,  like  a  strong  rank  plant  that  will  show  itself  all  over  a 
garden,  that  it  may  almost  be  said  that  it  made  her  odious  in 
even-  branch  of  life,  and  detestable  alike  to  those  who  knew 
her  little  and  to  those  who  knew  her  much.  If  a  searcher 
could  have  got  at  the  inside  spirit  of  the  woman,  that  searcher 
would  have  found  that  she  wished  to  go  right, — that  she  did 
make,  or  at  any  rate  promise  to  herself  that  she  would  make, 
certain  struggles  to  attain  decency  and  propriety.  But  it  was 
so  natural  to  her  to  tonnent  those  whose  misfortune  brought 
them,  near  to  her,  and  especially  that  wi'etched  man  who  in  an 
evil  day  hud  taken  her  to  his  bosom  as  his  wife,  that  decency 
tied  from  her,  and  propriety  would  not  live  in  her  quarters. 

Mrs.  Lupex  was,  as  I  have  already  described  her,  a  woman 
not  -n-ithout  some  feminine  attraction  in  the  eyes  of  those  who 
like  morning  negligence  and  evening  fineiy,  and  do  not  object 
to  a  long  nose  somewhat  on  one  side.  She  was  clever  in  her 
way,  and  could  say  smart  things.  She  could  flatter  also, 
though  her  very  llatteiy  had  always  in  it  something  that  was 
disagreeable.  And  she  must  have  had  some  power  of  will,  as 
otherwise  her  husband  would  have  escaped  from  her  before  the 
days  of  which  I  am  writing.  Otherwise,  also,  she  could  hardly 
have  obtained  her  footing  and  kept  it  in  Mrs.  lloper's  drawing- 
room.  For  though  the  hundred  pounds  a  year,  either  paid,  or 
promised  to  be  paid,  was  matter  with  Mrs.  Roper  of  vast  con- 
sideration, nevertheless  the  first  three  months  of  Mrs.  Lupex's 
sojourn  in  Burton  Crescent  were  not  over  before  the  landlady 
of  that  house  was  most  anxiously  desirous  of  getting  herself 
quit  of  her  married  boarders. 

I  shall  perhaps  best  describe  a  little  incident  that  had 
occurred  in  Burton  Crescent  during  the  absence  of  our  friend 
Eames,  and  the  manner  in  which  things  were  going  on  in  that 
locality,  by  giving  at  length  two  letters  which  Johnny  received 
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l>y  post  at  Gaestwick  on  the  morning  after  Mrs.  Dale's  party. 
One  was  from  his  friend  Crailell,  and  the  other  from  the 
devoted  Amelia.  In  this  instance  I  will  give  that  from  the 
gentleman  first,  presuming  that  I  shall  best  consult  my  reader's 
wishes  by  keeping  the  gi'cater  delicacy  till  the  last. 

Income-tax  Office,  September,  186 — . 
My  dear  Johnny, — We  have  had  a  terrible  artair  in  the  Crescent ;  and 
I  really  hardly  know  how  to  tell  you  ;  and  vet  I  must  do  it,  for  I  want 
your  advice.  '  You  know  the  sort  of  standing  that  I  was  ou  with 
Mrs.  Lnpex.  and  perhaps  yon  rememl.er  what  we  were  sayinp  on  the 
]>!atfonn  at  the  station.  I  have,  no  doubt,  been  fond  of  Ikt  society,  as 
I  might  be  of  that  of  any  other  friend.  I  knew,  of  course,  that  she 
was  a  tine  woman  ;  and  if  her  husband  chose  to  be  jealous,  I  couldn't 
help  that.  But  I  never  intended  anything  WTong  ;  and,  if  it  was 
nccessan-,  couldn't  I  call  you  as  a  witness  to  prove  it  ?  I  never  spoke 
a  word  to  her  out  of  Mi-s.  Roper's  drawing-room  ;  and  Miss  Spruce, 
or  Mr«.  R'ler,  or  s<jniebody  has  always  been  there.  You  know  he 
drinks  h.'niMy  sometimes,  but  I  do  not  think  he  ever  gets  downright 
drunk.  Well,  he  came  hume  last  night  abnut  nine  o'clock  after  one  of 
these  bouts.  From  what  Jemima  says  [Jemima  was  Mrs.  Roper's 
parlour-maid].  I  believe  he  had  been  at  it  down  at  the  theatre  for  three 
davs.  We  hadn't  seen  him  since  Tuesday.  He  went  straight  into  the 
parlour  and  sent  uji  Jemima  to  me,  to  sjiy  that  he  w.intcd  to  see  me. 
Mrs.  Lu[iex  was  in  the  rwm  and  heard  the  girl  sumn.on  me,  and, 
jumping  up,  she  declared  that  if  there  was  going  to  be  blood  shed  she 
would  leave  the  house.  There  was  nobody  else  in  the  room  but  Miss 
Spruce,  and  she  didn't  say  a  word,  but  took  her  candle  and  went 
upstairs.  You  must  own  it  looked  very  uncomfortable.  What  was  I 
to  do  wth  a  drunken  man  down  in  the  parlour  ?  However,  she  seemed 
to  think  I  ought  to  go.  "  If  he  comes  up  here,"  said  she,  "  I  shall  be 
the  victim.  Yon  little  know  of  what  that  m.an  is  capalde  when  his 
wrath  has  been  inflamed  by  wine  ?  "  Now,  I  think  vou  are  aware  that 
I  am  not  likely  to  l)e  very  much  afraid  of  any  man  ;  but  why  was  I  to 
fte  got  into  a' row  in  such  a  way  as  this?  I  hadn't  done  anything. 
And  then,  if  there  was  to  be  a  quarrel,  and  anything  was  to  come  of  it, 
as  she  seemed  to  exjx'ct, — like  bloodshed,  I  mean,  or  a  tight,  or  if  he 
were  to  kiiK-k  me  on  the  head  with  the  joker,  where  should  I  be  at  my 
otrKc  ?  A  man  in  a  public  office,  as  you  and  I  are,  can't  quarrel  like 
iiiivl>odv  e!-e.  It  wjus  this  that  I  felt  so  much  at  the  moment.  "Go 
down  to  him,"  said  she,  "  unless  you  wish  to  see  me  murdered  at  your 
feet."  Fisher  says,  that  if  what  I  say  is  true,  they  must  have  arranged 
it  all  between  them.  I  don't  think  that  ;  for  I  do  believe  that  sJie  really 
is  fond  of  me.  And  then  everylxxly  knows  that  they  never  do  agree 
alKJiit  anvthing.  But  she  certainly  did  implore  me  to  go  down  to  him. 
Well,  I  went  down  ;  and.  as  I  ^ot"  to  the  bottom  of  the  sUirs,  wliere  I 
found  Jemima.  I  heard  him  walking  up  and  down  the  parlour.  "  Take 
care  of  yourself,  Mr.  Cra«lell,"  said  the  girl ;  and  I  could  sec  by  her  face 
that  she  was  in  a  terrible  fright. 

At  that  moment  I  happened  to  see  my  hat  on  the  ball  table,  and  it 
occurred  to  me  that  I  ought  to  put  myself  into  the  bands  of  a  friend. 
Of  course,  I  was  not  atraid  of  that  man  in  the  dining-room  ;  but  should 
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I  have  been  justified  in  engaging  in  a  straggle,  perhaps  for  dear  life,  in 
Mrs.  Roper's  house  ?  1  was  bound  to  think  of  her  interests.  So  I  toolc 
up  my  hat,  and  deliberately  walked  out  of  the  front  door.  "  Tell  him," 
said  I  to  Jemima,  "  that  I'm  not  at  home."  And  so  I  went  away  direct 
to  Fisher's,  meaning  to  send  him  back  to  Lupex  as  my  fiiend;  but  Fisher 
was  at  his  chess-club. 

As  I  thought  there  -was  no  time  to  be  lost  on  such  an  occasion  as 
this,  I  went  down  to  the  club  and  called  liim  out.  You  know  -nb.at  a 
cool  fellow  Fisher  is.  I  don't  suppose  anything  would  ever  excite  him. 
When  I  told  him  the  story,  he  said  that  "he  would  sleep  upon  it  ;  and 
I  had  to  walk  up  and  down  before  the  club  while  he  finished  his  game. 
Fisher  seemed  to  think  that  I  might  go  back  to  Burton  Crescent ;  but, 
of  course,  I  knew  that  that  would  be  out  of  the  (juestion.  So  it  ended 
in  my  going  home  and  sleeping  on  his  sofa,  and  sending  ior  some  of 
my  things  in  the  morning.  I  wanted  him  to  get  up  and  see  Lupex 
before  going  to  the  ofl[ice  this  morning,  liut  he  seemed  to  think  it  would 
be  better  to  put  it  off,  and  so  he  will  call  upon  him  at  the  theatre 
immediately  atter  office  hours. 

I  want  you  to  WTitc  to  me  at  once  saying  what  you  know  about  the 
matter.  I  ask  you,  as  I  don't  want  to  lug  in  any  of  "the  other  people  at 
Roper's.  It  is  very  uncomfortable,  as  I  can't  exactly  leave  her  at  once 
because  of  last  quarter's  money,  otherwise  I  should  cut  and  run  ;  for  the 
house  is  not  the  sort  of  place  either  for  you  or  me.  You  may  take  my 
word  for  that.  Master  Johnny.  And  I  could  tell  you  something,  too, 
about  A.  R.,  only  I  don't  want  to  make  mischief.  But  do  you  write 
immediately.  And  now  I  think  of  it,  you  had  better  write  to  Fisher,  so 
that  he  <-an  show  your  letter  to  Lupex, — ^just  saying,  that  to  the  best  of 
your  belief  tliere  had  never  been  anything  between  her  and  me  but 
mere  friendsliip  ;  and  that,  of  course,  you,  as  my  friend,  nuist  have 
known  everything.  Whether  I  shall  go  back  to  Roper's  to-night  will 
depend  on  m  hat  Fisher  says  after  the  interview. 

Good-by,  old  fellow  !  I  hope  you  are  enjojnng  yourself,  and  that 
L.  D.  is  quite  well. — Your  sincere  friend, 

Joseph  Cradell. 

Jolin  Eames  read  this  letter  over  twice  befoi*e  he  opened 
that  from  Ameb'a.  He  had  never  3-et  received  a  letter  from 
Miss  Kojier  ;  and  felt  very  little  of  that  ardour  for  its  penisal 
which  young  men  generally  experience  on  the  receipt  of  a  first 
letter  from  a  .young  lady.  The  memoiy  of  Ameha  was  at  the 
present  moment  distasteful  to  him  ;  and  he  would  have  thi'ov.-u 
the  letter  unopened  into  the  fire,  had  he  not  felt  it  might  be 
dangerous  to  do  so.  As  regarded  his  friend  Cradell,  he  could 
not  but  feci  ashamed  of  him, — ashamed  of  him,  not  for  runnin" 
away  from  I\Ir.  Lupex,  but  for  excusing  his  escape  on  false 
ju'etences. 

And  then,  at  last,  he  opened  the  letter  from  Amelia. 
"  Dearest  John,"  it  began  ;  and  as  he  read  the  words,  he 
crumpled  the  paper  up  between  his  fingers.  It  was  ^vTitten  in  a 
fair  female  hand,  with  sharp  points  instead  of  cunxs  to  the 
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letters,  but  still  very  legible,  ami  looking  as  though  there  were 
a  decided  purport  in  every  word  of  it. 

Dearest  John, — It  feels  so  stranjre  to  me  to  write  to  von  in  snch 
lanfruaire  as  this.  And  vet  you  are  dejircst,  and  have  I  not  a  right  to  call 
you  so  ?  And  are  you  not  my  own,  and  mn  not  I  yours  ?  [Again 
he  crunched  the  pa]or  up  in  his  hand,  and,  as  he  diil  so,  he  muttered 
words  wliich  I  need  not  repeat  at  lenjrth.  But  still  he  went  on  with 
his  letter.]  I  know  that  we  understand  each  other  perfectly,  and  when 
that  is  the  case,  heart  should  be  allowed  to  speak  openly  to  heart. 
Those  are  my  feelings,  and  I  believe  that  you  will  find  them  reciprocal 
in  your  own  bosom.  Is  it  not  sweet  to  be  loved  ?  I  find  it  so.  And, 
dearest  John,  let  me  assure  you,  with  open  candour,  that  there  is  no 
room  for  jealousy  in  this  breast  ^Nntli  regard  to  you.  I  have  too  much 
confidence  for  that,  I  can  assure  you,  both  in  your  honour  and  in  my 
own — I  would  say  charms,  only  you  would  call  me  vain.  You  mnst  not 
suppose  that  I  meant  what  I  said  about  L.  U.  Of  course,  you  will 
be  glad  to  see  the  friends  of  your  childhood  ;  and  it  would  be  far  from 
your  Amelia's  heart  to  begradge  you  such  delightful  pleasTire.  Your 
friends  will.  I  hope,  some  day  be  my  friends.  [Another  crunch.] 
And  if  there  be  any  one  among  them,  any  real  L.  1>.  wh^m  you  have 
specially  liked,  I  will  receive  her  to  my  heart,  specially  also.  [This 
assurance  on  the  jiart  of  his  Amelia  was  too  much  for  him,  and  he 
threw  the  letter  from  him,  thinking  whence  he  might  get  relief — whether 
from  suicide  or  from  the  colonies  ;  but  presently  he  took  it  up  a<:ain, 
and  drained  the  bitter  cup  to  the  bottom.]  And  if  I  seemed  i)etulant  to 
you  before  yon  went  away,  you  mnst  forgive  your  own  Amelia.  I  had 
nothing  l>efore  n.e  but  misery  for  the  month  of  your  absence.  There 
is  no  one  here  c>ngenial  to  my  feelings, — of  course  not.  And  you  would 
not  wish  me  t.  l>e  happy  in  your  absence, — would  you  ?  I  can  assure 
you,  let  your  wishes  be  what  they  may,  I  never  can  be  happy  again 
unless  yon  are  with  me.  Write  to  me  one  little  line,  and  tell  me  that 
you  are  grateful  to  me  for  my  devotion. 

And  now,  I  must  tell  you  that  we  have  had  a  sad  affair  in  the 
house  ;  and  I  do  n^H  think  that  your  friend  Mr.  Cnnlell  Ik'.s  behaved 
at  all  well.  You  remember  how  he  has  been  always  going  on  with 
Mrs.  Ln|)ex.  Mother  was  quite  unhappy  aV>out  it,  though  she  didn't 
like  to  say  anything.  Of  course,  when  a  lady's  name  is  concerned,  it 
is  particular.  But  Lupex  has  become  dreadful  jealous  during  the  la.st 
week  ;  and  we  all  knew  that  something  was  coming.  She  is  an  artful 
v,-oman,  but  I  don't  think  she  meant  anything  bad — only  to  drive  her 
husband  to  desjteration.  He  came  here  yesterday  in  one  of  his  tantrums, 
and  wanted  to  see  Cradell  ;  but  he  got  frightened,  and  took  his  hat 
and  went  off.  Now,  that  wasn't  quite  right.  If  he  wa.s  innocent,  why 
didn't  he  stand  his  ground  and  explain  the  mistake?  As  mother  says, 
it  gives  the  house  such  a  name.  Lupex  swore  la.'st  niglit  that  he'd  be 
off  to  the  Income-tax  Oflice  this  morning,  and  have  Cradell  "ut  Viefore  all 
the  commissionei-s,  and  clerks,  and  everybody.  If  he  does  that,  it  will 
get  into  the  pajicrs,  and  all  London  will  be  full  of  it.  She  woul<l  like 
it,  I  know  ;  fi)r  all  she  cares  for  is  to  be  talked  about ;  but  only  think 
what  it  will  be  for  mother's  house.  I  wish  you  were  here  ;  for  your 
high  pnidencc  and  courage  would  set  everything  right  at  once, — nt 
least,  I  think  so. 
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I  shall  count  the  minutes  till  I  get  an  answer  to  this,  and  shall 
envy  the  postman  who  will  have  your  letter  before  it  will  reach  me.  Do 
write  at  once.  If  I  do  not  hear  by  IMonday  morning-  I  shall  think 
that  something  is  the  matter.  Even  though  you  are  among  your  dear 
old  friends,  surely  you  can  find  a  moment  to  write  to  your  own  Amelia. 

Mother  is  very  unhappy  about  this  aiTair  of  the  Lupexes.  She 
says  that  if  you  were  licre  to  advise  her  she  should  not  mind  it  so  much. 
It'is  very  hard  upon  her,  for  she  does  strive  to  make  the  house  respect- 
able and"  comfortable  for  everybody.  I  would  send  my  duty  and  love 
to  your  dear  mamma,  if  I  only  knew  her,  as  I  hope  I  shall  do  one  day, 
and  to  your  sister,  and  to  L.  D.  also,  if  you  like  to  tell  her  how  we  are 
situated  together.     So,  now,  no  more  from  your 

Always  affectionate  sweetheart, 

Amelia  EopeIr. 

Poor  Eames  did  not  feel  the  least  gratified  by  any  part 
of  this  fond  letter  ;  but  the  last  paragraph  of  it  was  the  worst. 
Was  it  to  be  endured  by  him  that  this  woman  should  send 
her  love  to  his  mother  and  to  his  sister,  and  even  to  Lily 
Dale  !  He  felt  that  there  was  a  pollution  in  the  very  mention 
of  Lily's  name  by  such  an  one  as  Amelia  Roper.  And  yet 
Amelia  Roper  was,  as  she  had  assured  him, — his  own.  Much 
as  he  disliked  her  at  the  present  moment,  he  did  believe  that  he 
was — her  own.  He  did  feel  that  she  had  obtained  a  certain 
property  in  him,  and  that  his  destiny  in  life  would  tie  him  to 
her.  He  had  said  very  few  words  of  love  to  her  at  any 
time — VC17  few,  at  least,  that  were  themselves  of  any  moment ; 
but  among  those  few  there  had  undoubtedly  been  one  or  two 
in  which  he  had  told  her  that  he  loved  her.  And  he  had 
written  to  her  that  fatal  note  !  Upon  the  whole,  would  it  not 
be  as  well  for  him  to  go  out  to  the  great  reservoir  behind 
Guestwick,  by  which  the  Hamersham  Canal  was  fed  with 
its  waters,  and  put  an  end  to  his  miserable  existence  ? 

On  that  same  day  he  did  write  a  letter  to  Fisher,  and  he 
wrote  also  to  Cradell.  As  to  those  letters  he  felt  no  difficulty. 
To  Fisher  he  declared  his  belief  that  Cradell  was  innocent  as 
he  was  himself  as  regarded  Mrs.  Lupex.  "  I  don't  think  he  is 
the  sort  of  man  to  make  up  to  a  married  woman,"  he  said, 
somewhat  to  Cradell's  displeasure,  when  the  letter  reached  the 
Income-tax  Cilice ;  for  that  gentleman  was  not  averse  to  the 
reputation  for  success  in  love  which  the  little  adventm-e  was, 
as  he  thought,  calculated  to  give  him  among  his  brother 
clerks.  At  the  first  bursting  of  the  shell,  when  that  despe- 
rately joalous  man  was  raging  in  the  parlour,  incensed  by  the 
fumes  both  of  wine  and  love,  Cradell  had  felt  that  the  affair 
wis  disagreeably  painful.     But  on  the  morning  of  the  third 
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day — for  he  had  passed  two  nights  on  his  friend  Fisher's  sofa 
— he  had  begun  to  be  somewhat  proud  of  it,  and  did  not 
dislike  to  hear  Mrs.  Lupex's  name  in  the  mouths  of  the  other 
clerks.  "When,  therefore,  Fisher  read  to  him  the  letter  from 
Gaestwick,  he  hardly  was  pleased  with  his  friend's  tone. 
"  Ha,  ha,  ha,"  said  he,  laughing.  "  That's  just  what  I  wanted 
him  to  say.  Make  up  to  a  married  woman,  indeed.  No  ; 
I'm  the  last  man  in  Loudon  to  do  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  Upon  my  word.  Caudle,  I  think  you  are,"  said  Fisher ; 
*'  the  very  last  man." 

And  then  poor  Cradell  was  not  happy.  On  that  afternoon 
he  boldly  went  to  Burton  Crescent,  and  ate  his  dinner  there. 
Neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Lupex  were  to  be  seen,  nor  were  their 
names  mentioned  to  him  by  Mi-s.  Eoper.  In  the  course  oi  the 
evening  he  did  pluck  up  courage  to  ask  iliss  Spruce  where 
they  were  ;  but  that  ancient  lady  merely  shook  her  head 
solemnly,  and  declared  that  she  knew  nothing  about  such 
goings  on — no,  not  slie. 

But  what  was  John  Eames  to  do  as  to  that  letter  fi-om 
Amelia  Roper  ?  He  felt  that  any  answer  to  it  would  be  very 
dangerous,  and  yet  that  he  could  not  safely  leave  it  unanswered. 
He  walked  ofl  by  himself  across  Guestwick  Common,  and 
through  the  woods  of  Guestwick  Manor,  up  by  the  big  avenue 
of  elms  in  Lord  De  Guest's  park,  trying  to  resolve  how  he 
might  rescue  himself  from  this  scrape.  Here,  over  the  same 
ground,  he  had  wandered  scores  of  times  in  his  earUer  years, 
when  he  knew  nothing  beyond  the  innocency  of  his  countiy 
home,  thinking  of  Lily  Dale,  and  swearing  to  himself  that 
she  should  be  his  wife.  Here  he  had  struncj  together  his 
rhjTaes,  and  fed.  his  ambition  with  high  hopes,  building 
gorgeous  castles  in  the  air,  in  all  of  which  Lihan  reigned  as 
a  queen ;  and  though  in  those  days  he  had  kno^vn  himself  to 
be  awkward,  poor,  uncared  for  by  any  in  the  world  except  his 
mother  and  his  sister,  yet  he  had  been  happy  in  his  hopes — 
happy  in  his  hopes,  even  though  he  had  never  taught  himself 
really  to  believe  that  they  would  be  realized.  But  now  there 
was  nothing  in  his  hopes  or  thoughts  to  make  him  happy. 
Everything  was  black,  and  \\Tetched,  and  ruinous.  "What 
would  it  matter,  after  all,  even  if  he  should  marry  Amelia 
Roper,  seeing  that  Lily  was  to  be  given  to  another?  But 
then  the  idea  of  Amelia  as  he  had  seen  her  that  night  ''^  ^> 
the  chink  in  the  door  came  upon  his  memor}%  and  he  com 
himself  that  life  with  such  a  wife  as  that  would  be  a  living  death. 
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At  one  moment  lie  thought  that  he  would  tell  his  mother 
even'thing,  and  leave  her  to  wTite  an  answer  to  Amelia's  letter. 
Should  the  worst  come  to  the  worst,  the  Ropers  could  not 
absolutely  destroy  him.  That  they  could  bring  an  action 
against  him,  and  have  him  locked  up  I'or  a  term  of  years, 
and  dismissed  from  his  office,  and  exposed  in  all  the  news- 
papers, he  seemed  to  know.  That  might  all,  hovrever,  be 
endured,  if  only  the  gauntlet  could  be  thrown  down  for  him 
by  some  one  else.  The  one  thing  which  he  felt  that  he  could 
not  do  was,  to  wi-ite  to  a  girl  whom  he  had  professed  to  love, 
and  tell  her  that  he  did  not  love  her.  He  knew  tliat  he  could 
not  himself  form  such  words  upon  the  paper ;  nor,  as  he  was 
well  aware,  could  he  himself  find  the  courage  to  tell  her  to  her 
face  that  he  had  changed  his  mind.  He  knew  that  he  must 
become  the  victim  of  his  Amelia,  unless  he  could  find  some 
friendly  knight  to  do  battle  in  his  favour ;  and  then  again  he 
thought  of  his  mother. 

But  when  he  returned  home  he  was  as  far  as  ever  fi-om  any 
resolve  to  tell  her  how  he  was  situated.  I  may  say  that  his 
walk  had  done  him  no  good,  and  that  he  had  not  made  up 
his  mind  to  anything.  He  had  been  building  those  pernicious 
castles  in  the  air  during  more  than  half  the  time  ;  not  castles 
in  the  building  of  which  he  could  make  himself  happy,  as  he 
had  done  in  the  old  days,  but  black  castles,  with  cniel  dungeons, 
into  which  hardly  a  ray  of  life  could  find  its  way.  In  all  these 
edifices  his  imagination  pictured  to  him  Lily  as  the  wife  of 
Mr.  Crosbie.  He  accepted  that  as  a  fact,  and  then  went 
to  work  in  his  miseiy,  making  her  as  wretched  as  himself, 
through  the  misconduct  and  harshness  of  her  husband.  He 
tried  to  think,  and  to  resolve  what  he  would  do ;  but  there  is 
no  task  so  hard  as  that  of  thinking,  when  the  mind  has  an 
objection  to  the  matter  brought  before  it.  The  mind,  under 
such  circumstances,  is  like  a  horse  that  is  brought  to  the 
water,  but  refuses  to  drink.  So  Johnny  returned  to  his  home, 
still  doubting  whether  or  no  he  would  answer  Amelia's  letter. 
And  if  he  did  not  answer  it,  how  would  he  conduct  himself  on 
his  return  to  Burton  Crescent  ? 

I  need  hardly  say  that  Miss  Roper,  in  writing  her  letter, 
had  been  aware  of  all  this,  and  that  Johnny's  position  had 
been  carefully  prepared  for  him  by his  affectionate  sweet- 
heart. 
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CHAPTER     XI. 

SOCIAL   LIFE. 

Mb.  and  Mrs.  Lupex  had  eaten  a  sweetbread  together  in 
much  connubial  bliss  on  that  day  which  had  seen  Cradell 
returning  to  Mrs.  Roper's  hospitable  board.  They  had  together 
eaten  a  sweetbread,  with  some  other  delicacies  of  the  season, 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  theatre,  and  had  washed  down  all 
unkindncss  with  bitter  beer  and  braudj-and-water.  But  of 
this  reconciliation  Cradell  had  not  heard ;  and  when  he  saw 
them  come  together  into  the  di-a wing- room,  a  few  minutes  after 
the  question  he  had  addressed  to  Miss  Spruce,  he  was  certainly 
surprised. 

Lupex  was  not  an  ill-natured  man,  nor  one  naturally  savage 
by  disposition.  He  was  a  man  fond  of  sweetbread  and  little 
dinners,  and  one  to  whom  hot  brandy-and-water  was  too  dear. 
Had  the  wife  of  his  bosom  been  a  good  helpmate  to  him,  he 
might  have  gone  through  the  world,  if  not  respectably,  at 
any  rate  withoit  open  disgrace.  But  she  was  a  woman  who 
left  a  man  no  solace  except  that  to  be  found  in  brandy-and- 
water.  For  eight  years  they  had  been  man  and  wife  ;  and 
sometimes — I  giieve  to  say  it — he  had  been  diiven  almost  to 
hope  that  she  would  commit  a  mamed  woman's  last  sin,  and 
leave  him.  In  his  miser}',  any  mode  of  escape  would  have 
been  welcome  to  him.  Had  his  energy-  been  sufficient  he 
would  have  taken  his  scene-painting  capabihties  ofl"  to  Australia, 
— or  to  the  farthest  shifting  of  scenes  known  on  the  world's 
stage.  But  he  was  an  easy,  listless,  self-indulgent  man  ;  and 
at  any  moment,  let  his  misery  be  as  keen  as  might  be,  a 
httle  dinner,  a  few  soft  words,  and  a  glass  of  brandy-and- 
water  would  bring  him  round.  The  second  glass  would  make 
him  the  fondest  husband  li\-ing ;  but  the  third  would  restore 
to  him  the  memory  of  all  his  wrongs,  and  give  him  courage 
•against  his  \s-ife  or  all  the  world, — even  to  the  detriment  of 
the  furniture  around  hun,  should  a  stray  poker  chance  to 
meet  his  hand.  All  these  peculiarities  of  his  character  were 
not,  however,  kno\NTi  to  Cradell  ;  and  when  our  friend  saw 
him  enter  the  drawing-room  with  his  wife  on  his  arm,  he  was 
astonished. 

"  Mr.  Cradell,  your  hand,"  said  Lupex,  who  had  advanced 
as  for  as  the  second  glass  of  brandv-aud-water,  but  liad  not 
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been  allowed  to  go  beyond  it.  "  There  has  been  a  misunder- 
standing between  us  ;  let  it  be  forgotten." 

"Mr.  Cradell,  if  I  know  him,"  said  the  lady,  "is  too 
much  the  gentleman  to  bear  any  anger  when  a  gentleman  has 
offered  him  his  hand." 

"  Oh,  I'm  sure,"  said  Cradell,  "  I'm  quite indeed, 

I'm  delighted  to  find  there's  nothing  wrong  after  all."  And 
then  he  shook  hands  'uith  both  of  them  ;  v«'hereupon  Miss 
Spruce  got  up,  curtseyed  low,  and  also  shook  hands  with  the 
husband  and  wife. 

"  You're  not  a  manned  man,  Mr.  Cradell,"  said  Lupex, 
"  and,  therefore,  you  cannot  understand  the  workings  of  a 
husband's  heart.  There  have  been  moments  when  my  regard 
for  that  woman  has  been  too  much  for  me." 

"  Now,  Lupex,  don't,"  said  she,  playfully  tapping  him  with 
an  old  parasol  which  she  still  held. 

"  And  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  my  regard  for  her 
was  too  much  for  me  on  that  night  when  I  sent  for  you  to  the 
dining-room." 

"  I'm  glad  it's  all  put  right  now,"  said  Cradell. 

"  Very  glad,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Spmee. 

"  And,  therefore,  we  need  not  say  any  more  about  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Lupex. 

"  One  word,"  said  Lupex,  waving  his  hand.  "  Mr.  Cra- 
dell, I  greatly  rejoice  that  you  did  not  obey  my  summons  on 
that  night.  Had  you  done  so, — I  confess  it  now, — had  you 
done  so,  blood  would  have  been  the  consequence.  I  was  mis- 
taken. I  acknoAvledge  my  mistake  ; — but  blood  would  have 
been  the  consequence." 

"  Dear,  dear,  dear,"  said  Miss  Sprace. 

"Miss  Spruce,"  continued  Lupex,  "there  are  moments 
when  the  heart  becomes  too  strong  for  a  man." 

"  I  dare  say,"  said  Miss  Spruce. 

"  Now,  Lupex,  that  will  do,"  said  his  wife. 

"  Yes  ;  that  will  do.  But  I  think  it  right  to  tell  Mr.  Cra- 
dell that  I  am  glad  he  did  not  come  to  me.  Your  friend, 
Mr.  Cradell,  did  me  the  honour  of  calling  on  me  at  the  theatre 
.yesterday,  at  half-past  four ;  but  I  was  in  the  slings  then,  and 
could  not  veiy  well  come  down  to  him.  I  shall  be  happy  to 
eee  you  both  any  day  at  five,  and  to  bury  all  unkiudness  \sith 
a  chop  and  glass  at  the  Pot  and  Poker,  in  Bow-street." 

"  I'm  sure  you're  very  kind,"  said  Cradell.  ' 

"  And  Mrs.  Lupex  will  join  us.     There's  a  delightful  little 
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enuggcrr  upstairs  at  the  Pot  and  Poker ;  ami  if  Miss  Spruce 
will  contlesceuJ  to " 

"  Oh,  I'm  an  old  woman,  sir." 

"No — no — no,"  said  Lupex,  "I  deny  that.  Come, 
Cradell,  what  do  you  say  ? — just  a  snug  little  dinner  for  four, 
you  know."' 

It  was,  no  doubt,  pleasant  to  see  ilr.  Lupex  in  his  present 
raood, — much  pleasanter  than  in  that  other  mood  of  which 
blood  would  have  been  the  consequence  ;  but  pleasant  as  he 
now  was,  it  was,  nevertheless,  apparent  that  he  was  not  quite 
sober.  Cradell,  therefore,  did  not  settle  the  day  for  the  little 
dinner  ;  but  merely  remarked  that  he  should  be  ver}'  happy  at 
some  future  day. 

"  And  now,  Lupex,  suppose  you  get  off  to  bed,"  said  his 
wife.     "  You've  had  a  very  trying  day,  you  know." 

"  And  you,  ducky  ?  " 

"I  shall  come  presently.  Now  don't  be  making  a  fool  of 
yourself,  but  get  yourself  off.  Come — "  and  she  stood  close 
up  against  the  open  door,  waiting  for  him  to  pass. 

"  I  rather  think  I  shall  remain  where  I  am,  and  have  a 
glass  of  sometldng  hot,"  said  he. 

"  Lupex,  do  you  want  to  aggravate  me  again  ?  "  said  the 
lady,  and  she  looked  at  him  with  a  glance  of  her  eye  which  he 
thoroughly  understood.  He  was  not  in  a  humour  for  fighting, 
nor  was  jie  at  present  desii'ous  of  blood  ;  so  he  resolved  to 
go.  But  as  he  went  he  prepared  himself  for  new  battles.  *'  I 
shall  do  something  desperate,  I  am  sure  ;  I  know  I  shall," 
he  said,  as  he  pulled  off  his  boots. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Cradell,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex  as  soon  as  she  bad 
closed  the  door  behind  her  retreating  husband,  "  how  am  I  ever 
to  look  you  in  the  face  again  after  the  events  of  these  laiit 
memorable  days  ?  "  And  then  she  seated  herself  on  the  sofa, 
and  hid  her  face  in  a  cambric  handkerchief. 

"  As  for  that,"  said  Cradell,  "  what  docs  it  signify, — 
among  fiiends  like  us,  you  know  ?  " 

"  But  that  it  should  be  known  at  your  office, — as  of  course 
it  is,  because  of  the  gentleman  that  went  do\vn  to  him  at  the 
theatre  ! — I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  sunuve  it." 

*•  You  see  I  was  obliged  to  send  somebody,  Mrs.  Lupex." 

«'  I'm  not  finding  fault,  Mr.  Cradell.  I  know  very  well 
that  in  my  melancholy  position  I  have  no  right  to  find  fault, 
and  I  don't  pretend  to  uuderst:;nd  gentlemen's  feelings  towards 
each  other.     Eut  to  have  had  my  name  mentioned  up  with 
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yours  iu  that  way  is Oh  !  IMr.  Cradell,  I  don't  know  how 

I'm  ever  to  look  j-ou  iu  the  face  again."   And  agam  she  huried 
hers  iu  her  pocket-handkerchief. 

•'  Handsome  is  as  handsome  does,"  said  Miss  Spruce  ;  and 
there  was  that  in  her  tone  of  voice  which  seemed  to  convoy 
much  hidden  meaning. 

"Exactly  so,  Miss  Spruce,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex ;  "and 
that's  my  only  comfort  at  the  present  moment.  Mr.  Cradell 
is  a  gentleman  who  would  scorn  to  take  advantage — I'm  quite 
sure  of  that."  And  then  she  did  contrive  to  look  at  him  over 
the  edge  of  the  hand  which  held  the  handkerchief. 

"  That  I  wouldn't,  I'm  sure,"  said  Cradell.     "  That  is  to 

say "     And  then  he  paused.      He  did  not  wish  to  get 

into  a  scrape  about  Mrs.  Lupex.   He  was  by  no  means  anxious 

to  encounter  her  husband  in  one  of  his  fits  of  jealousy.     But 

he  did  like  the  idea  of  being  talked  of  as  the  admirer  of  a 

married  woman,  and  he  did  like  the  brightness  of  the  lady's 

eyes.      When  the   unfortunate   moth   in   his    semi-blindness 

whisks  himself  and  his  wings  within  the  flame  of  the  candle, 

and  finds  himself  mutilated   and  tortured,  he  even  then  will 

not  take  the  lesson,  but  returns  again  and  again  till  he  is 

destroyed.     Such  a  moth  was  poor  Cradell.     There  was  no 

warmth  to  be  got  by  him  from  that  flame.     There  was  no 

beauty  in  the  light, — not  even  the  false  brilliance  of  unhallowed 

love.     Injury  might  come  to  him, — a  pernicious  clipping  of  the 

wings,  which  might  destroy  all  power  of  future  flight ;  injuiy, 

and  not  improbably  destruction,  if  he  should  persevere.     But 

one  may  say  that  no  single  hour  of  happiness  could  accrue  to 

him  from  his  intimacy  with  Mrs.  Lupex.     He  felt  for  her  no 

love.     He  was  afraid  of  her,  and,  in  many  respects,  disliked 

her.     But  to  him,  in  his  moth-like  weakness,  ignorance,  and 

blindness,  it  seemed  to  be  a  great  thing  that  he  should  be 

allowed  to  fly  near  the  candle.     Oh !  my  friends,  if  you  will 

but  think  of  it,  how  many  of  you  have  been  moths,  and  are 

liow  going  about  ungracefully  with  wings  more  or  less  burnt 

off,  and  with  bodies  sadly  scorched  ! 

But  before  Mr.  Cradell  could  make  up  his  mind  whether  or  no 
he  would  take  advantage  of  the  present  opportunity  for  another 
dip  into  the  flame  of  the  candle, — in  regard  to  which  pro- 
ceeding, however,  he  could  not  but  feel  that  the  presence 
of  Miss  Spruce  was  objectionable, — the  door  of  the  room  was 
opened,  and  Amelia  llopcr  joined  the  party. 

"  Oh,  indeed ;  Mrs.  Lupex,"  she  said.  "  And  Mr.  Cradell !" 
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"  And  Miss  Spruce,  my  dear,"  said  ]\Ii-s.  Lupex,  pointing 
to  the  ancient  lady. 

"  I'm  only  an  old  woman,"  said  Miss  Spmice. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  see  Miss  Spruce,"  said  Amelia.  "  I  was 
not  hinting  at  anything,  I  can  assui-e  you." 

"  I  should  think  not,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex. 

"  Only  I  didn't  know  that  you  two  were  quite That 

is,  when  last  I  heard  ahout  it,  I  fancied But  if  the 

quarrel's  made  up,  there's  nohody  more  rejoiced  than  I  am." 

"  The  quiuTel  is  made  up,"  said  CradcU. 

"  If  Mr.  Lupex  is  satislied,  I'm  sure  I  am,"  said  Amelia. 

"  Ml".  Lupex  is  satisl^d,"  said  Mi-s.  Lupex ;  "  and  let  me 
tell  you,  my  dear,  seeing  that  you  are  expecting  to  get 
married  yourself " 

"  Mrs.  Lupex,  I'm  not  expecting  to  get  married, — not 
particularly,  by  any  means." 

"  Oh,  I  thought  you  were.  And  let  me  tell  you,  that 
when  you've  got  a  husband  of  your  own,  you  won't  find  it  so 
easy  to  keep  eTer}'thing  straight.  That's  the  worst  of  these 
lodgings,  if  there  is  any  little  thing,  everybody  knows  it. 
Don't  they.  Miss  Spruce  ?  " 

"  Lodgings  is  so  much  more  comfortable  than  house- 
keeping," said  Miss  Spruce,  who  lived  rather  in  fear  of  her 
relatives,  the  Eopers. 

"  Everybody  knows  it ;  does  he  ?  "  said  Amelia.  "  Why, 
if  a  gentleman  will  come  home  at  night  tipsy  and  threaten 
to  murder  another  gentleman  in  the  same  house  ;  and  if  a 

lady "     And  then  Amelia  paused,  for  she  knew  that  the 

line-of-battle  ship  which  she  was  preparing  to  encounter  had 
within  htT  much  power  of  fighting. 

"  Well,  miss."  said  Mrs.  Lupex,  getting  on  her  feet,  "  and 
what  of  the  lady  ?  " 

Now  we  may  say  that  the  battle  had  begun,  and  that  the 
two  ships  were  pledged  liy  the  general  laws  of  courage  and 
naval  wai-fiire  to  maintain  the  contest  till  one  of  them  should 
be  absolutely  disabled,  if  not  blown  up  or  sunk.  And  at  this 
moment  it  might  be  difficult  for  a  bystander  to  say  with  which 
of  the  combatants  rested  the  better  chance  of  permanent  suc- 
cess. Mrs.  Lupex  had  doubtless  on  her  side  more  matured 
power,  a  habit  of  fighting  which  had  given  her  infinite  skill, 
a  courage  which  deadened  her  to  the  feeling  of  all  wounds 
while  the  heat  of  the  battle  should  last,  and  a  recklessness 
which  made  her  almost  indiflerent  whether  she  sank  or  swam. 
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But  then  Amelia  carried  the  greater  guns,  and  was  able  to 
pour  in  heavier  metal  than  her  enemy  could  use ;  and  she, 
too,  swam  in  her  own  waters.  Should  they  absolutely  come 
to  grappling  and  boarding,  Amelia  would  no  doubt  have  the 
best  of  it ;  but  Mrs.  Lupex  would  probably  be  too  crafty  to 
permit  such  a  proceeding  as  that.  She  was,  however,  ready 
for  the  occasion,  and  greedy  for  the  fight. 

"  And  what  of  the  lady  ?  "  said  she,  in  a  tone  of  voice 
that  admitted  of  no  pacific  rejoinder. 

'"A  lady,  if  she  is  a  lady,"  said  Amelia,  "  will  know  how 
to  behave  herself." 

"  And  you're  going  to  teach  m^,  are  you.  Miss  Koper  ? 
I'm  sure  I'm  ever  so  much  obliged  to  you.  It's  Manchester 
manners,  I  suppose,  that  you  prefer  ?  " 

"  I  prefer  honest  manners,  Mrs.  Lupex,  and  decent  manners, 
and  manners  that  won't  shock  a  whole  house  full  of  people ; 
and  I  don't  care  whether  they  come  from  Manchester  or 
London." 

"  Milliner's  manners,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  don't  care  whether  they  are  milliner's  manners  or 
theatrical,  Mrs.  Lupex,  as  long  as  they're  not  downright  bad 
manners — as  yours  are,  Mrs.  Lupex.  And  now  you've  got  it. 
"What  are  you  going  on  for  in  this  way  with  that  young  man, 
till  you'll  drive  youi*  husband  into  a  madhouse  with  di-ink  and 
icalousy?" 

"  Miss  Eoper  !  Miss  Roper  !  "  said  Cradell ;  "  now 
really " 

"  Don't  mind  her,  Mr.  Cradell,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex ;  "  she's 
not  worthy  for  you  to  speak  to.  And  as  to  that  poor  fellow 
Eames,  if  you've  any  friendship  for  him,"  you'll  let  him  know 
what  she  is.  My  dear,  how's  Mr.  Juniper,  of  Grogram's 
house,  at  Salford  ?  I  know  all  about  you,  and  so  shall  John 
Eames,  too — poor  unfortunate  fool  of  a  fellow  !  Telling  me  of 
di'ink  and  jealousy,  indeed  !  " 

"Yes,  telling  you!  And  now  you've  mentioned  Mr. 
Juniper's  name,  Mr.  Eames,  and  Mr.  Cradell  too,  may  know 
the  whole  of  it.  There's  been  nothing  about  Mr.  Juniper 
that  I'm  ashamed  of." 

"  It  would  be  difficult  to  make  you  ashamed  of  anything,  I 
believe," 

"  But  let  me  tell  you  this,  Mrs.  Lupex,  you're  not  going 
to  destroy  the  respectability  of  this  house  by  your  goings 
on.    - 
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"  It  was  a  bad  clay  for  mc  when  I  let  Lupcx  bring  me 
into  it." 

"  Then  pay  yoxir  bill,  and  walk  out  of  it,"  said  Amelia, 
waving  her  hand  towards  the  door.  "  I'll  undertake  to  say 
there  shan't  be  any  notice  required.  Only  you  pay  mother  what 
you  owe,  and  you're  free  to  go  at  once." 

"  I  shall  go  just  when  I  please,  and  not  one  hour  before. 
Who  are  you,  you  gipsy,  to  speak  to  me  in  this  way  ?  " 

"  Ami  as  for  going,  go  you  shall,  if  we  have  to  call  in  the 
poUce  to  make  you." 

Amelia,  as  at  this  period  of  the  fight  she  stood  fronting 
her  foe  with  her  anns  akimbo,  certainly  seemed  to  have  the 
best  of  the  battle.  But  the  bitterness  of  Mrs.  Lupex's  tongue 
had  hardly  yet  produced  its  greatest  results.  I  am  inclined 
to  think  that  the  married  lady  would  have  silenced  her  who  was 
single,  had  the  fight  been  allowed  to  rage, — always  presuming 
that  no  resort  to  grappling-irons  took  place.  But  at  this 
moment  Mrs.  Koper  entered  the  room,  accompanied  by  her 
son,  and  both  the  combatants  for  a  moment  retreated. 

"  Amelia,  what's  all  this'?"  said  Mi's.  Roper,  tiding  to 
assume  a  look  of  agonized  amazement. 

"  Ask  Mrs.  Lupex,"  said  iVmelia. 

"  And  Mrs.  Lupex  will  answer,"  said  that  lady.  "  Your 
daughter  has  come  in  here,  and  attacked  me — in  such  lan- 
guage— before  Mr.  Cradcll,  too " 

"  VThy  doesn't  she  pay  what  she  owes,  and  leave  the 
house  ?"  said  Amelia. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,"  said  her  brother.  "  What  she  owes 
is  no  atl'air  of  yours." 

"  But  it's  an  affair  of  mine,  when  I'm  insulted  by  such  a 
creature  as  that." 

"  Creature  ! "  said  Mrs,  Lupex.  "  I'd  like  to  know  which 
is  most  hko  a  creature  !  But  I'll  tell  you,  what  it  is,  Amelia 

Roper "     Here,  however,  her  eloquence  was  stopped,  for 

Amelia  had  disappeared  through  the  door,  having  been  pushed 
out  of  the  room  by  her  brother.  WTiereupon  IMrs.  Lupex, 
having  found  a  sofa  convenient  for  the  service,  betook  herself 
to  hysterics.  There  for  the  moment  we  will  leave  her, 
hoping  that  poor  Mi*s.  Roper  was  not  kept  lato  out  of  her 
bed. 

"  What  a  deuce  of  a  mess  Eames  will  make  of  it  if  he 
marries  that  girl !  "  Such  was  CradeU's  reflection  as  ho  betook 
himself  to  his  own  room.     But  of  his  own  part  in  the  night's 
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transactions  he  was  rather  proud  than  otherwise,  feeling  that 
the  maiTied  lady's  regard  for  him  had  been  the  cause  of  the 
battle  which  had  raged.  So,  likewise,  did  Paris  derive  much 
gratification  from  the  ten  years'  siege  of  Troy. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

LILIAN  DALE   BECOMES  A  BUTTERFLY. 

And  now  we  will  go  back  to  Allington.  The  same  morning 
that  brought  to  John  Eames  the  two  letters  which  were  given 
in  the  last  chapter  but  one,  brought  to  the  Great  House, 
among  others,  the  following  epistle  for  Adolphus  Crosbie.  It 
was  from  a  countess,  and  was  written  on  pink  paper,  beautifully 
creamlaid  and  scented,  ornamented  with  a  coronet  and  certain 
singularly-entwined  initials.  Altogether,  the  letter  was  very 
fashionable  and  attractive,  and  Adolphus  Crosbie  was  by  no 
means  sorry  to  receive  it. 

Courcy  Castle,  September,  186 — . 
"  My  dear  Mr.  Crosbie, — We  have  heard  of  you  from  the  Gazeboes, 
who  have  come  down  to  us,  and  who  tel)  us  that  you  are  rusticating  at  a 
charmint;  little  villajre,  in  which,  among  other  attractions,  there  ai-e 
wood  nymphs  and  water  nymphs,  to  whom  much  of  your  time  is  devoted. 
As  this  is  just  the  thing  for  your  taste,  I  would  not  for  worlds  disturb 
you;  but  if  you  sliould  ever  tear  yourself  away  from  the  groves  and 
fountains  of' Allington,  wc  shall  be  delighted  to  welcome  you  here, 
though  you  will  find  us  very  unromantic  after  your  late  Elysium. 

Lady  Dumhcllo  is  coming  to  us,  who  I  know  is  a  ftivouritc  of  yours. 
Or  is  it  the  other  way,  and  are  you  a  fovourite  of  iicrs  ?  I  did  ask  Lady 
Hartletoji,  but  she  cannot  get  away  from  the  poor  marquis,  Avho  is, 
you  know,  so  very  infirm.  The  duke  isn't  at  Gatherum  at  present, 
but,  of  course,  I  "don't  mean  that  that  has  anything  to  do  with  dear 
Lady  Ilartletop's  not  coming  to  us.  I  believe  we  shall  have  the  house 
full,'  and  shall  not  want  for  nymphs  either,  though  I  fear  they  will 
not  be  of  the  wood  and  water  kind.  Margaretta  and  Alexandrina 
particularly  want  you  to  come,  as  they  say  you  are  so  clever  at  making 
a  houscfulof  people  go  off  well.  If  you  can  give  us  a  week  before  you 
go  back  to  manage  the  aflairs  of  the  nation,  pray  do. 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

ROSINA  i)E  COURCT. 

The  Countess  De  Courcy  was  a  very  old  friend  of  Mr. 
Crosbie's  ;  that  is  to  say,  as  old  friends  go  in  the  world  in 
which  he  had  been  living.  He  had  kno^™  her  for  the  last  six 
or  seven  years,  and  had  been  in  the  habit  of  going  to  all  her 
London  balls,  and  dancing  with  her  daughters  everywhere,  in  a 
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most  pooil-uatured  ainl  afl'able  way.  He  had  beeu  iutimato, 
from  old  faiuily  relations,  with  Mr.  Mortimer  Gazebec,  who, 
though  only  an  attorney  of  the  more  distinguished  kind,  had 
niarriod  the  countess's  eldest  daughter,  and  now  sat  in  Parlia- 
ment for  the  city  of  Barchester,  near  to  which  Courcy  Castlo 
was  situated.  And,  to  tell  the  truth  honestly  at  once,  Mr. 
Crosbie  had  been  on  terms  of  great  friendship  with  Lady 
De  Courcv's  daucrhtors,  the  Ladies  ^Margaretta  and  Alexandi'ina 
— perhaps  especially  so  with  the  latter,  though  I  would  not 
have  my  readers  suppose  by  my  saying  so  that  anything  more 
tender  than  friendship  had  ever  existed  between  them. 

Crosbie  said  nothing  about  the.  letter  on  that  morning  ;  but 
during  the  day,  or,  perhaps,  as  he  thought  over  the  matter  in 
bed,  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  accept  Lady  De  Courcy's 
invitation.  It  was  not  only  that  ho  would  be  glad  to  see  the 
Gazeboes,  or  glad  to  stay  in  the  same  house  with  that  great 
master  in  the  high  art  of  fashionable  life.  Lady  Dumbello,  or 
glad  to  renew  his  friendship  with  the  Ladies  Margaretta  and 
Alexandrina.  Had  he  felt  that  the  circumstances  of  his 
engagement  with  Lily  made  it  expedient  for  him  to  stay  with 
her  till  the  enil  of  his  holidays,  he  could  have  thrown  over 
the  De  Courcys  without  a  struggle.  But  he  told  himself 
that  it  would  be  well  for  him  now  to  tear  himself  away  from 
Lily  ;  or  per'ijips  he  said  that  it  would  be  well  for  Lily  that  he 
should  be  torn  away.  He  must  not  teach  her  to  think  that 
they  were  to  live  only  in  the  sunlight  of  each  other's  eyes 
during  those  months,  or  perhaps  years,  which  must  elapse 
before  thoir  engagement  could  be  carried  out.  Nor  must 
he  allow  her  to  suppose  that  either  he  or  she  were  to  depend 
solely  upon  the  other  for  the  amusements  and  emplojinents 
of  life.  In  this  way  he  argued  the  matter  ver^'  sensibly  within 
his  own  mind,  and  resolved,  without  much  ditficulty,  that  he 
would  go  to  Courcy  Castle,  and  bask  for  a  week  in  the  sunlight 
of  the  fashion  which  would  be  collected  there.  The  quiet 
humdrum  of  his  own  fireside  would  come  upon  him  soon 
enough ! 

"  I  think  I  shall  leave  you  on  Wednesday,  sir,"  Crosbie 
said  to  the  squire  at  breakfast  on  Sunday  moniing. 

"  Leave  us  on  Wednesday  !  "  said  the  squire,  who  had 
an  old-fashioned  idea  that  people  who  were  engaged  to  marry 
each  other  should  remain  together  as  long  as  circumstances 
could  be  made  to  admit  of  their  doing  so.  "  Nothing  wronQ 
is  there  ?  " 
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"  0  dear,  no  !  But  everything  must  come  to  an  end  some 
day ;  and  as  I  must  make  one  or  two  slioit  visits  before  I 
get  back  to  town,  I  might  as  well  go  on  Wednesday.  Indeed, 
I  have  made  it  as  late  as  I  possibly  could." 

"  Where  do  you  go  from  here  ?  "  asked  Bernard. 

"  Well,  as  it  happens,  only  into  the  next  county, — to  Courcy 
Castle."  And  then  there  was  nothing  more  said  about  the 
matter  at  that  breakfast  table. 

It  had  become  their  habit  to  meet  together  on  the  Sunday 
mornings  before  church,  on  the  lawn  belonging  to  the  Small 
House,  and  on  this  day  the  three  gentlemen  walked  down 
together,  and  found  Lily  and  Bell  akeady  waiting  for  them. 
They  generally  had  some  few  minutes  to  spare  on  those 
occasions  before  Mrs.  Dale  summoned  them  to  pass  through 
the  house  to  church,  and  such  was  the  case  at  present. 
The  squire  at  these  times  would  stand  in  the  middle  of  the 
grass-plot,  surveying  his  grounds,  and  taking  stock  of  the 
shrubs,  and  flowers,  and  fruit-trees  round  him ;  for  he  never 
forgot  tliat  it  was  all  his  own,  and  would  thus  use  this  oppor- 
tunity, as  he  seldom  came  down  to  see  the  spot  on  other 
days.  Mrs.  Dale,  as  she  would  see  him  from  her  own  window 
while  she  was  tying  on  her  bonnet,  would  feel  that  she  knew 
what  was  passing  through  his  mind,  and  would  regret  that 
circumstances  had  forced  her  to  be  beholden  to  him  for  such 
assistance.  But,  in  truth,  she  did  not  know  all  that  he  thought 
at  such  times.  "  It  is  mine,"  he  would  say  to  himself,  as 
he  looked  around  on  the  pleasant  place.  "  15ut  it  is  well  for 
me  that  they  should  enjoy  it.  She  is  my  brother's  widow,  and 
she  is  welcome; — very  welcome."  I  think  that  if  those  two 
persons  had  known  more  than  they  did  of  each  other's  hearts 
and  minds  they  might  have  loved  each  other  better. 

And  then  Crosbie  told  Lily  of  his  intention.  "  On  Wednes- 
day !  "  she  said,  turning  almost  pale  with  emotion  as  she  heard 
this  news.  He  had  told  her  abruptly,  not  thinking,  probably, 
that  such  tidings  would  affect  her  so  strongly. 

"  Well,  yes.  I  have  written  to  Lady  De  Courcy  and  said 
Wednesday.  It  wouldn't  do  for  me  exactly  to  drop  everybody, 
and  perhaps " 

"  Oh,  no  !  And,  Adolphus,  you  don't  suppose  I  begrudge 
your  going.     Only  it  docs  seem  so  sudden  ;  does  it  not  ?  " 

"  You  see,  I've  been  here  over  six  weeks." 

"  Yes  ;  you've  been  very  good.  When  I  think  of  it,  v.hat 
a  six  weeks  it  has  been  !     I  wonder  whether  the  difference 
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seems  to  you  as  great  as  it  does  to  mo.  I've  left  off  being 
a  grub,  aud  begun  to  be  a  butterfly." 

"  But  you  mustn't  bo  a  butterfly  when  you're  married, 
Lily." 

"  No ;  not  in  that  sense.  But  I  meant  that  my  real 
position  in  the  world, — that  for  which  I  would  fain  hope  that 
I  was  created, — opened  to  me  only  when  I  knew  you  and  knew 
that  you  loved  me.  But  mamma  is  calling  us,  and  we  must 
go  through  to  chui-ch.  Going  on  "Wednesday  !  There  are  only 
thi'ee  days  more,  then  !  " 

"  Yes,  just  three  days,"  he  said,  as  he  took  her  on  his  arm 
and  passed  through  the  house  on  to  the  road. 

**  And  when  are  we  to  see  you  again  ?  "  she  asked,  as  they 
reached  the  churchyard. 

"  Ah,  who  is  to  say  that  yet  ?  We  must  ask  the  Chairman 
of  Committees  when  he  will  let  me  go  again."  Then  there  was 
nothing  more  said,  and  they  all  followed  the  squu'e  through 
the  little  porch  antl  up  to  the  big  family-pew  in  which  they 
all  sat.  Here  the  squire  took  his  place  in  one  special  comer 
which  he  had  occupied  ever  since  his  father's  death,  and  from 
which  he  read  the  responses  loutUy  and  plainly, — so  loudly 
and  plainly,  that  the  parish  clerk  could  by  no  means  equal 
him,  though  with  emulous  voice  he  still  made  the  attempt. 
"  T'  squire  d  like  to  be  squire,  and  parson,  and  clerk,  and 
(jverythiug ;  so  a  would,"  the  poor  clerk  would  say,  when 
complaiuing  of  the  ill-usage  which  he  suflered. 

If  Lily's  prayers  were  inteiTupted  by  her  new  sorrow,  I  think 
that  her  fault  in  that  respect  would  be  forgiven.  Of  course 
she  had  known  that  Crosbie  was  not  going  to  remain  at 
Allington  much  longer.  She  knew  quite  as  well  as  he  did 
the  exact  day  on  which  his  leave  of  absence  came  to  its  end, 
and  the  hour  at  which  it  behoved  him  to  walk  into  his  room  at 
the  General  Committee  Office.  She  had  taught  herself  to 
think  that  he  would  remain  with  them  up  to  tho  end  of  his 
vacation,  and  now  she  felt  as  a  schoolboy  would  feel  who  was 
told  suddenly,  a  day  or  two  before  the  time,  that  the  last  week 
of  his  holidays  was  to  be  taken  from  him.  The  grievance 
would  have  been  slight  had  she  known  it  from  the  tii-.st ;  bat 
what  schoolboy  could  stand  such  a  shock,  when  tho  loss 
amounted  to  two-thirds  of  his  remaining  wealth '?  Lily  did 
not  blame  her  lover.  She  did  not  even  think  that  he  ought 
to  stay.  She  would  not  allow  herself  to  suppose  that  he  could 
propose  anything  that  was  unkind.     But  she  felt  her  loss,  and 
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more  than  once,  as  she  knelt  at  her  prayers,  she  wiped  a 
hidden  tear  from  her  eyes. 

Crosbie  also  was  thinking  of  his  departure  more  than  he 
should  have  done  during  Mr.  Bovce's  sermon.  "  It's  easy 
listening  to  him,"  Mrs.  Heam  used  to  say  of  her  husband's 
successor.  "  It  don't  give  one  much  trouble  following  him 
into  his  arguments."  Mr.  Crosbie  perhaps  found  the  difficulty 
greater  than  did  Mrs.  Heam,  and  would  have  devoted  hia 
mind  more  perfectly  to  the  discourse  had  the  argument  been 
deeper.  It  is  veiy  hard,  that  necessity  of  listening  to  a  man 
who  says  nothing.  On  this  occasion  Crosbie  ignored  the 
necessity  altogether,  and  gave  up  his  mind  to  the  considera- 
tion of  what  it  might  be  expedient  that  he  should  say  to  Lily 
before  he  went.  He  remembered  well  those  few  Avords  which 
he  had  spoken  in  the  first  ardour  of  his  love,  pleading  that 
an  early  day  might  be  fixed  for  their  marriage.  And  he 
remembered,  also,  how  prettily  Lily  had  yielded  to  him.  "Only 
do  not  let  it  be  too  soon,"  she  had  said.  Now  he  must  unsay 
what  he  had  then  said.  He  must  plead  against  his  own 
pleadings,  and  explain  to  her  that  he  desired  to  postpone  the 
marriage  rather  than  to  hasten  it — a  task  which,  I  presume, 
must  always  be  an  unpleasant  one  for  any  man  engaged  to 
be  married.  "  I  might  as  well  do  it  at  once,"  he  said  to 
himself,  as  he  bobbed  his  head  forward  into  his  hands  by 
way  of  returning  thanks  for  the  termination  of  Mr.  Boyce's 
sennon. 

As  ho  had  only  three  days  left,  it  was  certainly  as  well 
that  he  should  do  this  at  once.  Seeing  that  Lily  had  no 
fortune,  she  could  not  in  justice  complain  of  a  prolonged 
engagement.  That  was  the  argument  which  he  used  in  his 
own  mind.  But  he  as  often  told  himself  that  she  would  have 
very  great  ground  of  complaint  if  she  were  left  for  a  day 
unnecessarily  in  doubt  as  to  this  matter.  Why  had  he  rashly 
spoken  those  hasty  words  to  her  in  his  love,  betraying  himself 
into  all  manner  of  scrapes,  as  a  schoolboy  might  do,  or  such 
a  one  as  Johnny  Eames  ?  What  an  ass  he  had  been  not 
to  have  remembered  himself  and  to  have  been  collected,— 
not  to  have  bethought  himself  on  the  occasion  of  all  that 
might  be  due  to  Adolphus  Crosbie  !  And  then  the  idea  came 
upon  him  whether  he  had  not  altogether  made  himself  an  ass 
in  this  matter.  And  as  he  gave  his  aiTu  to  Lily  outside  the 
church-door,  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  wlrile  making  that 
reflection.     "It  is  too  late  now,"  he  said  to  himself;  and 
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then  turned  round  and  made  some  sweet  little  loving  speech 
to  her.  Adolphus  Crosbie  was  a  clever  man ;  and  he  meant 
also  to  bo  a  true  man, — if  only  the  temptations  to  falsehood 
might  not  be  too  great  for  him. 

"Lily,"  he  said  to  her,  "will  you  walk  in  the  fields 
after  lunch  ?  " 

Walk  in  the  fields  with  him  !  Of  course  she  would.  There 
were  only  three  days  left,  and  would  she  not  give  up  to  him 
every  moment  of  her  time,  if  he  would  accept  of  all  her 
moments  ?  And  then  they  lunched  at  the  Small  House,  Mrs. 
Dale  hanng  promised  to  join  the  dinner-party  at  the  squire's 
table.  The  squire  did  not  eat  any  lunch,  excusing  himself  on 
the  plea  thatlunch  in  itself  was  a  bad  thing.  "  He  can  eat 
lunch  at  his  o^vn  house,"  Mrs.  Dale  afterwards  said  to  Bell. 
•And  I've  often  seen  him  take  a  glass  of  sheiTy."  While 
thinking  of  this,  Mrs.  Dale  made  her  ovm.  dinner.  If  her 
brother-in-law  would  not  eat  at  her  board,  neither  would  she 
eat  at  his. 

And  then  in  a  few  minutes  Lily  had  on  her  hat,  in  place  of 
that  decorous,  church-goiug  bonnet  which  Crosbie  was  wont  to 
abuse  with  a  lover's  privilege,  feeling  well  assured  that  he 
might  say  what  he  liked  of  the  bonnet  as  long  as  he  would 
praise  the  hat.  "  Only  three  days,"  she  said,  as  she  walked 
down  with  him  across  the  lawn  at  a  quick  pace.  But  she  said 
it  in  a  voice  which  made  no  complaint, — which  seemed  to  say 
simply  this, — that  as  the  good  time  was  to  bo  so  short,  they 
mu.^t  make  the  most  of  it.  And  what  compliment  could  be 
paid  to  a  man  so  sweet  as  that  ?  W^hat  llatteiy  could  be 
more  gratifying  ?  All  my  earthly  heaven  is  with  you  ;  and 
now,  fir  the  delight  of  these  immediately  present  months  or 
so,  there  are  left  to  me  but  three  days  of  this  heaven  !  Come, 
then  ;  I  will  make  the  most  of  what  happiness  is  given  to  me. 
Crosbie  felt  it  all  as  she  felt  it,  and  recognized  the  extent 
of  the  debt  he  owed  her.  "  I'll  come  do^-n  to  them  for  a 
day  at  Christmas,  though  it  be  only  for  a  day,"  he  said  to 
himself.  Then  he  reflected  that  as  such  was  his  intention, 
it  might  be  well  for  him  to  open  his  present  conversation  with 
a  promise  to  that  effect. 

"  Yes,  Lily  ;  there  are  only  three  days  left  now.     But  I 

wonder  whether I   suppose   you'll   all   be   at  home   at 

Christmas  ?  ' 

"  At  home  at  Christmas  ? — of  course  we  shall  be  at  home. 
You  don't  mean  to  say  you'll  come  to  us  !  " 
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"  Well ;  I  think  I  will  if  you'll  have  me." 

"  Oh !  that  will  make  such  a  difference.  Let  me  see. 
That  will  only  be  three  months.  And  to  have  you  here  on 
Christmas  Day !  I  would  sooner  have  you  then  than  on  any 
other  day  in  the  year." 

"  It  will  only  be  for  one  day,  Lily.  I  shall  come  to  dinner 
on  Christmas  Eve,  and  must  go  away  the  day  after." 

"  But  you  will  come  direct  to  our  house  !  " 

"  If  you  can  spare  me  a  room." 

*'  Of  course  we  can.     So  we  could  now.     Only  when  you 

came,  you  know "     Then  she  looked  up  into  his  face  and 

smiled. 

"  When  I  came,  I  was  the  squire's  fi-iend  and  your  cousin's, 
rather  than  yours.     But  that's  all  changed  now." 

"Yes;  you're  my  friend  now, — mine  specially.  I'm  to 
be  now  and  always  your  own  special,  dearest  friend ; — eh, 
Adolphus  ?  "  And  then  she  exacted  from  him  the  repetition 
of  the  promise  which  he  had  so  often  given  her. 

By  this  time  they  had  passed  through  the  grounds  of  the 
Great  House  and  were  in  the  fields.  "  Lily,"  said  he,  speaking 
rather  suddenly,  and  making  her  feel  by  his  manner  that  some- 
thing of  importance  was  to  be  said;  "I  want  to  say  a  few 
words  to  you  about, — business."  And  he  gave  a  little  laugh 
as  he  spoke  the  last  word,  making  her  fully  understand  that  he 
was  not  quite  at  his  ease. 

"  Of  course  I'll  listen.  And,  Adolphus,  pray  don't  be  afraid 
about  me.  What  I  mean  is,  don't  think  that  I  can't  bear 
cares  and  troubles.  I  can  bear  an}i;hing  as  long  as  you  love 
me.  I  say  that  because  I'm  afraid  I  seemed  to  complain  about 
your  goiug.     I  didn't  mean  to." 

"  I  never  thought  you  complained,  dearest.  Nothing  can 
be  better  than  you  are  at  all  times  and  in  eveiy  way.  A  man 
would  be  veiy  hard  to  please  if  you  didn't  please  him." 

"  If  I  can  only  please  you " 

"You  do  please  mc,  in  eveiything.  Dear  Lily,  I  think  I 
found  an  angel  when  I  found  you.  But  now  about  this  business. 
Perhaps  I'd  better  tell  you  eveiTthing." 

"  Oh,  yes,  tell  me  eveiything." 

"  But  then  you  mustn't  misunderstand  me.  And  if  I  talk 
aboxit  money,  you  mustn't  suppose  that  it  has  anything  to  do 
with  my  love  for  you." 

"  I  wish  for  your  sake  that  I  wasn't  such  a  little  pauper." 

"  What  I  mean  to  say  is  this,  that  if  I  seem  to  be  anxious 
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ibout  money,  you  must  not  suppose  that  that  anxiety  bears  any 
reference  whatever  to  my  afl'ection  for  you.  I  should  love  you 
just  the  same,  ami  look  forward  just  as  much  to  my  hajjpi- 
uess  in  murryiug  you,  whether  you  were  rich  or  poor.  You 
understand  that '?  " 

She  did  not  quite  understand  him  ;  hut  she  merely  pressed 
his  arm,  so  as  to  encourage  him  to  go  on.  She  presumed  that 
he  intended  to  tell  her  something  as  to  theii- future  mode  of  life 
— something  which  he  supposed  it  might  not  be  pleasant  for 
her  to  hear,  and  she  was  determined  to  show  him  that  she 
would  receive  it  pleasantly. 

"  You  know,"  said  he,  "  how  anxious  I  have  been  that  our 
marriage  should  not  be  delayed.  To  me,  of  course,  it  must  be 
everj-thing  now  to  call  you  my  own  as  soon  as  possible."  In 
answer  to  which  httle  declaration  of  love,  she  merely  pressed 
his  arm  again,  the  subject  being  one  on  which  she  had  not 
herself  much  to  say. 

"  Of  course  I  must  be  very  anxious,  but  I  find  it  not  so  easy 
13  I  expected." 

"  You  know  what  I  said,  Adolphus.  I  said  that  I  thought 
we  had  better  wait.  I'm  sure  mamma  thinks  so.  And  if  we 
can  only  see  you  now  and  then " 

"  That  will  be  a  matter  of  course.  But,  as  I  was  saying 

Let  me  see.  Yes, — all  that  waiting  will  be  intolerable  to  me. 
It  is  such  a  bore  for  a  man  when  he  has  made  up  his  mind 
on  such  a  matter  as  mai-riage,  not  to  make  the  change  at  once, 
especially  when  he  is  going  to  take  to  himself  such  a  little  angtl 
as  you  are,"  and  as  he  spoke  those  loving  words,  his  arm  was 

again  put  round  her  waist;  "  but "  and  then  he  stopped. 

He  wanted  to  make  her  understand  that  this  change  of  inten- 
tion on  his  part  was  caused  by  the  unexpected  misconduct  of 
her  uncle.  He  desired  that  she  should  know  exactly  how  the 
matter  stood  ;  that  he  had  been  led  to  suppose  that  her  uncle 
.vould  give  her  some  small  fortune ;  that  he  had  been  disap- 
i)ointed,  and  had  a  right  to  feel  the  disappointment  keenly  ;  and 
that  in  consequence  of  this  blow  to  bis  expectations,  he  must 
put  otf  his  marriage.  But  he  wished  her  also  to  understand 
at  the  «ame  time  that  this  did  not  in  the  least  mar  his  love  for 
her  ;  that  he  did  not  join  her  at  all  in  her  uncle's  fault.  All 
this  he  was  anxious  to  convey  to  her,  but  he  did  not  know  liow 
to  get  it  said  in  a  manner  that  would  not  be  ollensive  to  her 
personally,  and  that  should  not  appear  to  accuse  himself  of 
sordid  motives.     He  had  begun  by  dechuing  that  he  would  tell 
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her  all ;  but  sometimes  it  is  not  easy,  that  task  of  telling  a 
person  everything.  There  are  things  which  will  not  get  them- 
selves told. 

"You  mean,  clearest,"  said  she,  "that  you  cannot  afford  to 
many  at  once." 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  it.  I  had  expected  that  I  should  he  able, 
but " 

Did  any  man  in  love  ever  yet  find  himself  able  to  tell  the 
lady  whom  he  loved  that  he  was  very  much  disappointed  on 
discovering  that  she  had  got  no  money  ?  If  so,  his  courage, 
I  should  say,  was  greater  than  his  love.  Croshie  found  himself 
unable  to  do  it,  and  thought  himself  cruelly  used  because  of 
the  difficulty.  The  delay  to  which  he  intended  to  subject  her 
was  occasioned,  as  he  felt,  by  the  squire,  and  not  by  himself. 
He  was  ready  to  do  his  part,  if  only  the  squire  had  been  willing 
to  do  the  part  which  properly  belonged  to  him.  The  squire 
w'ould  not ;  and,  therefore,  neither  could  he, — not  as  yet. 
Justice  demanded  that  all  this  should  be  understood  ;  but  when 
he  came  to  the  telling  of  it,  he  found  that  the  stoiy  would  not 
foi*m  itself  properly.  He  must  let  the  thing  go,  and  bear  the 
injustice,  consoling  himself  as  best  he  might  by  the  reflection 
that  he  at  least  was  behaving  well  in  the  matter. 

"  It  won't  make  me  unhappy,  Adolphus." 

"  Will  it  not  ?  "  said  he.  "  As  regards  myself,  I  own  that 
I  cannot  bear  the  delay  with  so  much  indifference." 

"Nay,  my  love;  but  you  should  not  misunderstand  me," 
she  said,  stopping  and  facing  him  on  the  path  in  which  they 
were  walking.  "  I  suppose  I  ought  to  protest,  according  to 
the  common  rules,  that  I  would  rather  wait.  Young  ladies  are 
expected  to  say  so.  If  you  were  pressing  me  to  man-y  at  once, 
I  should  say  so,  no  doubt.  But  now,  as  it  is,  I  will  be  more 
honest.  I  have  only  one  wish  in  the  world,  and  that  is,  to  be 
your  wife, — to  be  able  to  share  everything  with  you.  The 
sooner  we  can  be  together  the  better  it  will  be, — at  any  rate, 
for  me.     There  ;  will  that  satisfy  you  ?  " 

"  My  own,  own  Lily  !  " 

' '  Yes,  your  ovra  Lily.  You  shall  have  no  cause  to  doubt  me, 
dearest.  But  I  do  not  expect  that  I  am  to  have  everything 
exactly  as  I  want  it.  I  say  again,  that  I  shall  not  be  unhappy 
in  waiting.  How  can  I  bo  unhapi)y  while  I  feel  certain  of  j'our 
love?  I  was  disappointed  just  now  when  you  said  that  you 
were  going  so  soon  ;  and  I  am  afraid  I  showed  it.  But  thoso 
little  things  arc  more  unendurable  than  the  big  things." 
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"  Yes ;  that's  ver)'  true." 

"  But  there  are  three  more  days,  and  I  mean  to  enjoy  thera 
so  much  !  And  then  you  will  wTite  to  me  :  and  you  will  come 
at  Christmas.  And  next  year,  when  you  have  your  holiday, 
you  -will  come  down  to  us  again  ;  will  you  not  ?  " 

"  You  may  be  quite  sure  of  that." 

"And  so  the  time  will  go  by  till  it  suits  you  to  come  and 
take  me.     I  shall  not  be  unhappy." 

"I,  at  any  rate,  shall  be  impatient." 

"  Ah,  men  always  are  impatient.  It  is  one  of  their  privi- 
leges, I  suppose.  And  I  don't  think  that  a  man  ever  has  the 
same  positive  and  complete  satisfaction  in  knowing  that  he  is 
loved,  which  a  girl  feels.  You  are  my  bird  that  I  have  shot 
with  my  own  gun  ;  and  the  assurance  of  my  success  is  sufficient 
for  my  happiness." 

"  You  have  bowled  me  over,  and  know  that  I  can't  get  up 
again." 

"  I  don't  know  about  cant.  I  would  let  you  up  quick 
enough,  if  you  wished  it." 

How  he  made  his  loving  assurance  that  he  did  not  wish  it, 
never  would  or  could  wish  it,  the  reader  will  readily  understand. 
And  then  he  considered  that  he  might  as  well  leave  all  those 
money  questions  as  they  now  stood.  His  real  object  had  been 
to  convince  her  that  their  joint  circumstances  did  not  admit  of 
an  immediate  marriage  ;  and  as  to  that  she  completely  under- 
stood him.  Perhaps,  during  the  next  three  days,  some  oppor- 
tunity might  arise  for  explaining  the  whole  matter  to  Mrs.  Dale. 
At  any  rate,  he  had  declared  his  own  purpose  honestly,  and  no 
one  could  complain  of  him. 

On  the  following  day  they  all  rode  over  to  Guestwick 
together, — the  all  consisting  of  the  two  girls,  with  Bernard  and 
Crosbie.  Their  object  was  to  pay  two  visits, — one  to  their 
very  noble  and  highly  exalted  ally,  the  Lady  Julia  Do  Guest ; 
and  the  other  to  their  much  humbler  and  better  known  friend, 
Mrs.  Eames.  As  Guestwick  Manor  lay  on  their  road  into  the 
town,  they  performed  the  grander  ceremony  the  first.  The 
present  Earl  De  Guest,  brother  of  that  Lady  Fanny  who  ran 
away  with  Major  Dale,  was  an  unmarried  nobleman,  who 
devoted  himself  chiefly  to  the  breeding  of  cattle.  And  as 
he  bred  very  good  cattle,  taking  infinite  satisfaction  in  the 
employment,  devoting  all  his  energies  thereto,  and  abstaining 
from  all  prominently  evil  courses,  it  should  be  acknowledged 
that  he  was  not  a  bad  member  of  society.   He  was  a  thorough- 
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going  old  Tory,  whose  proxy  was  always  in  the  haud  of  the 
leader  of  his  party ;  and  who  seldom  himself  went  near  the 
metropolis,  unless  called  thither  hy  some  occasion  of  cattle- 
showing.  He  was  a  short,  stumpy  man,  with  red  cheeks  and 
a  round  face ;  who  was  usually  to  he  seen  till  dinner-time  di'essed 
in  a  very  old  shooting  coat,  with  breeches,  gaiters,  and  veiy 
thick  shoes.  He  lived  generally  out  of  doors,  and  was  almost 
as  gi'eat  in  the  prcser\'iug  of  game  as  in  the  hreeding  of  oxen. 
He  knew  every  acre  of  his  o^\•n  estate,  and  every  tree  upon 
it,  as  thoroughly  as  a  lady  knows  the  ornaments  in  her  drawing- 
room.  There  was  no  gap  in  a  fence  of  which  he  did  not  re- 
member the  exact  bearings,  no  path  hither  or  thither  as  to 
which  he  could  not  tell  the  why  and  the  wherefore.  He  had 
been  in  his  earlier  years  a  poor  man  as  regarded  his  income, — 
veiy  poor,  seeing  that  he  was  an  earl.  But  he  was  not  at 
present  by  any  means  an  impoverished  man,  ha\dng  been 
taught  a  lesson  by  the  miseries  of  his  father  and  grandfather, 
and  having  learned  to  live  'ndthin  his  means.  Now,  as  he 
was  going  dovnx  the  vale  of  years,  men  said  that  he  was 
becoming  rich,  and  that  he  had  ready  money  to  spend, — a 
position  in  which  no  Lord  De  Guest  had  found  himself  for 
many  generations  back.  His  father  and  grandfather  had  been 
known  as  spendthrifts  ;  and  now  men  said  that  this  earl  was  a 
miser. 

There  was  not  much  of  nobility  in  his  appearance  ;  but 
they  greatly  mistook  Lord  De  Guest  who  conceived  that  on 
that  account  his  pride  of  place  was  not  dear  to  his  soul.  His 
peerage  dated  back  to  the  time  of  King  John,  and  there  were 
but  three  lords  in  England  whose  patents  had  been  conferred 
before  his  own.  He  knew  what  privileges  were  due  to  him 
on  behalf  of  his  blood,  and  was  not  disposed  to  abate  one 
jot  of  them.  He  was  not  loud  in  demanding  them.  As  he 
went  through  the  world  he  sent  no  trumpeters  to  the  right  or 
left,  proclaiming  that  the  Earl  De  Guest  was  coming.  When 
he  spread  his  board  for  his  friends,  which  he  did  but  on  rai-e 
occasions,  he  entertained  them  simply,  with  a  mild,  tedious, 
old-fasliioned  courtesy.  We  may  say  that,  if  properly  treated, 
the  earl  never  walked  over  anybody.  But  he  could,  if  ill- 
treated,  be  gi'andly  indignant ;  and  if  attacked,  could  hold  his 
own  against  all  the  world.  He  knew  himself  to  be  every  inch 
nu  earl,  pottering  about  after  his  oxen  with  his  muddy  gaiters 
and  rod  cheeks,  as  much  as  though  he  were'  glittering  with 
stars  in  coui'tly  royal  ceremonies  among  his  peers  at  West- 
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minster ; — ay,  more  an  earl  than  any  of  those  who  use  their 
nobility  for  pageant  pui-poses.  Woe  bo  to  him  who  should 
mistake  that  old  coat  for  a  badge  of  niral  degi-adatiou  !  Now 
and  again  some  uulucky  wight  did  make  such  a  mistake,  aud 
hud  to  do  his  penance  veiy  uncomfortably. 

With  the  earl  lived  a  maiden  sister,  the  Lady  Julia. 
Bernard  Dale's  father  had,  in  early  life,  inm  away  with  one 
sister,  but  no  suitor  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  induce  the 
Lady  Julia  to  run  with  him.  Therefore  she  still  lived,  in 
maiden  blessedness,  as  mistress  of  Guest\nck  Manor ;  and 
as  such  had  no  mean  opinion  of  the  liigh  position  which 
destiny  had  called  upon  her  to  fill.  She  was  a  tedious,  dull, 
virtuous  old  woman,  who  gave  herself  infinite  credit  for  having 
remained  all  her  days  in  the  home  of  her  youth,  probably 
forgetting,  in  her  present  advanced  years,  that  her  temptations 
to  leave  it  had  not  been  strong  or  numerous.  She  generally 
spoke  of  her  sister  Fanny  with  some  little  contempt,  as  though 
that  poor  lady  had  degraded  herself  in  maiTying  a  younger 
brother.  She  was  as  proud  of  her  own  position  as  was  the 
earl  her  brother,  but  her  pride  was  maintained  with  more  of 
outward  show  and  less  of  inward  nobility.  It  was  hardly 
enough  for  her  that  the  world  should  know  that  she  was  a  De 
Guest,  and  therefore  she  had  assumed  little  pompous  ways  and 
certain  airs  of  condescension  which  did  not  make  her  popular 
with  her  neighbours. 

The  intercourse  between  Guestwick  Manor  and  Allington 
was  not  very  fi-equent  or  very  cordial.  Soon  after  the  ninuing 
away  of  tlie  Lady  Fauny,  the  two  families  had  agreed  to 
acknowledge  their  connection  with  each  other,  and  to  let  it  be 
known  by  tlie  world  that  they  were  on  friendly  terms.  Either 
that  course  was  necessaiy  to  them,  or  the  other  course,  of 
letting  it  be  known  that  they  were  enemies.  Friendship  was 
the  less  troublesome,  and  therefore  the  two  families  called 
on  each  otlier  from  time  to  time,  and  gave  each  other  dinners 
about  once  a  year.  The  earl  regarded  the  squire  as  a  man 
who  had  deserted  his  poUtics,  and  had  thereby  forfeited  the 
respect  due  to  him  as  an  hereditary  land  magnate  ;  and  the 
squiie  was  wont  to  be-little  the  earl  as  one  who  understood 
nothing  of  the  outer  world.  At  Guestwick  Manor  Bernard 
was  to  some  extent  a  favourite.  He  was  actually  a  rebilive, 
hanng  in  his  veins  blood  of  the  De  Guests,  and  was  not  the 
less  a  favourite  because  ho  was  the  heir  to  Allington,  and 
because  the  blood  of  the  Dales  was  older  even  than  that  oi  tho 
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uoble  family  to  wliicli  he  was  allied.  When  Bernard  should 
come  to  be  the  squire,  then  indeed  there  might  be  cordial 
relations  between  Guestwick  Manor  and  Aliingtou ;  unless, 
indeed,  the  earl's  heir  and  the  squire's  heir  should  have  some 
fresh  cause  of  ill-will  between  themselves. 

They  found  Lady  Julia  sitting  in  her  di'awing-room  alone, 
and  introduced  to  her  Mr.  Crosbie  in  due  fonn.  The  fact, 
of  Lily's  engagement  was  of  course  known  at  the  manor,  and 
it  was  quite  understood  that  her  intended  husband  was  now 
brought  over  that  he  might  be  looked  at  and  approved.  Lady 
JuHa  made  a  veiy  elaborate  curtsey,  and  expressed  a  hope  that 
her  young  friend  might  be  made  happy  in  that  sphere  of  life 
to  which  it  had  pleased  God  to  call  her. 

"  I  hope  I  shall,  Lady  JuHa,"  said  Lily,  with  a  little  laugh  ; 
*'  at  any  rate  I  mean  to  try." 

"  We  all  try,  my  dear,  but  many  of  us  fail  to  try  with 
sufficient  energy  of  puiiiose.  It  is  only  by  doing  our  duty  that 
Ave  can  hope  to  be  happy,  whether  in  single  Ufe  or  in  married." 

"  Miss  Dale  means  to  be  a  dragon  of  perfection  in  the  per- 
fonnance  of  hers,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  A  dragon  !  "  said  Lady  Julia.  *'  No ;  I  hope  Miss  Lily 
Dale  will  never  become  a  dragon,"  And  then  she  turned  to 
her  nephew.  It  may  be  as  well  to  say  at  once  that  she  never 
forgave  Mr.  Crosbie  the  freedom  of  the  expression  which  he 
had  used.  He  had  been  in  the  drawing-room  of  Guestwick 
Manor  for  two  minutes  only,  and  it  did  not  become  him  to 
talk  about  dragons.  "Bernard,"  she  said,  "I  heard  fi-om 
your  mother  yesterday.  I  am  afraid  she  does  not  seem  to  be 
very  stronrr."  And  then  there  was  a  little  conversation,  not 
very  interesting  in  its  nature,  between  the  aunt  and  the  nephew 
as  to  the  general  health  of  Lady  Fanny. 

"  I  didn't  know  my  aunt  was  so  unwell,"  said  Bell. 

"  She  isn't  ill,"  said  Bernard.  "  She  never  is  ill ;  but  then 
she  is  never  well." 

"  Your  aunt,"  said  Lady  Julia,  seeming  to  put  a  touch  of 
sarcasm  into  the  tone  of  her  voice  as  she  repeated  the  word — 
"  your  aunt  has  never  enjoyed  good  health  since  she  left  this 
house  ;  but  that  is  a  long  time  ago." 

"  A  veiylong  time,"  said  Crosbie,  •frho  was  not  accustomed 
to  be  left  in  his  chair  silent.  *'  You,  Dale,  at  any  rate,  can 
hardly  remember  it." 

**  But  I  can  remember  it,"  said  Lady  Julia-,  gathering  her- 
self up.     "  I  can  remember  when  my  sister  Fanny  was  recog- 
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nized  ns  the  beauty  of  the  country.  It  is  a  dangerous  gift, 
that  of  beauty.  " 

•'  Veiy  dangerous,"  said  Crosbie.  Then  Lily  laughed  again, 
and  Lady  Julia  became  more  angry  than  ever.  What  odiuu.s 
man  was  this  whom  her  neighbours  were  going  to  take  into 
their  very  bosom  !  But  she  had  heard  of  Mr.  Crosbio  before, 
and  Mr.  Crosbie  also  had  heard  of  her. 

"  By-the-by,  Lady  Julia,"  said  he,  "  I  think  I  know  some 
very  deiir  friends  of  yours." 

"  VtiT  dear  fi'iends  is  a  veiy  strong  word.  I  have  not 
many  veiy  dear  friends." 

"  I  mean  the  Gazebees.  I  have  heard  Mortimer  Gazebee 
and  Lady  Amelia  speak  of  you." 

"Whereupon  Lady  JuUa  confessed  that  she  did  know  the 
Gazebees.  Mr.  Gazebee,  she  said,  was  a  man  who  in  early 
life  had  wanted  many  advantages,  but  still  he  was  a  very 
estimable  person.  He  was  now  in  Parliament,  and  she  under- 
stood that  he  was  making  himself  useful.  She  had  not  quite 
approved  of  Lady  Amelia's  mamage  at  the  time,  and  so  she 

had  told  her  very  old  fi-ieud  Lady  De  Courcy  ;  but And 

then  Lady  Julia  said  many  words  in  praise  of  Mr.  Gazebee, 
which  seemed  to  amount  to  this  ;  that  he  was  an  excellent  sort 
of  man,  with  a  full  conviction  of  the  too  great  honour  done 
to  him  by  the  earl's  daughter  who  had  manied  him,  and  a 
complete  consciousness  that  even  that  marriage  had  not  put 
him  on  a  par  with  his  wife's  relations,  or  even  with  his  wife. 
And  then  it  came  out  that  Lady  Julia  in  the  course  of  the 
nirxt  week  was  going  to  meet  the  Gazebees  at  Courcy  Castle. 

"lam  delighted  to  think  that  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  there,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Lady  Juha. 

"  I  am  going  to  Courcy  on  "Wednesday.  That,  I  fear,  will 
be  too  early  to  allow  of  my  being  of  any  senice  to  your 
ladyship." 

Lady  Julia  drew  herself  up,  and  declined  the  escort  which 
Mr.  Crosbie  had  seemed  to  ofl'er.  It  grieved  her  to  find  that 
Lily  Dale's  future  husband  was  an  intimate  friend  of  her 
friend's,  and  it  especially  grieved  her  to  liud  that  he  was  now 
-,'oing  to  that  friend's  house.  It  was  a  grief  to  her,  and  she 
-'  ved  that  it  was.  It  also  grieved  Crosbie  to  find  that  Lady 
■J  u:;a  was  to  be  a  fellow  guest  with  himself  at  Courcy  Castle  ; 
but  he  did  not  show  it.  He  expressed  nothuig  but  smiles 
and  civil  self-congratulation  on  the  matter,  pretending  that  he 
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would  have  much  delight  in  again  meeting  Lady  Julia ;  but, 
in  truth,  ho  would  have  given  much  could  he  have  invented 
any  manoeuvre  by  which  her  ladyship  might  have  been  kept  at 
home. 

"  What  a  homd  old  woman  she  is,"  said  Lily,  as  they  rode 
back  down  the  avenue.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  Bernard ;  for, 
of  course,  she  is  your  aunt." 

"  Yes ;  she  is  my  aunt ;  and  though  I  am  not  very  fond 
of  her,  I  deny  that  she  is  a  horrid  old  woman.  She  never 
murdered  anybody,  or  robbed  anybody,  or  stole  away  any  other 
T^^oman's  lover." 

"  I  should  think  not,"  said  Lily. 

"  She  says  her  prayers  earnestly,  I  have  no  doubt,"  con- 
tinued Bernard,  "  and  gives  away  money  to  the  poor,  and 
would  sacrifice  to-morrow  any  desire  of  her  own  to  her  brother's 
wish.  I  acknowledge  that  she  is  ugly,  and  pompous,  and 
that,  being  a  woman,  she  ought  not  to  have  such  a  long  black 
beard  on  her  upper  lip." 

"I  don't  care  a  bit  about  her  beard,"  said  Lily.  "But 
why  did  she  tell  me  to  do  my  duty  ?  I  didn't  go  there  to 
have  a  sermon  preached  to  me." 

"  And  why  did  she  talk  about  beauty  being  dangerous  ?  " 
6aid  Bell.     "  Of  course,  we  all  knew  what  she  meant." 

"  I  didn't  know  at  all  what  she  meant,"  said  Lily  ;  *'  and 
[  don't  know  now." 

"  I  think  she's  a  chai-ming  woman,  and  I  shall  be  espe- 
cially civil  to  her  at  Lady  De  Courcy's,"  said  Crosbie= 

And  in  this  way,  saying  hard  things  of  the  poor  old  spinster 
whom  they  had  left,  they  made  their  way  into  Guestwick,  and 
again  dismounted  at  Mrs.  Eames's  door.  ■ 


CILVPTER  Xm. 

A     VISIT     TO     GUESTWICK. 

As  the  paiiy  from  Allington  rode  up  the  narrow  High-street 
of  Guestwick,  and  across  the  market  square  toAvards  the 
small,  respectable,  but  veiy  dull  row  of  new  houses  in  which 
Mrs.  Eames  lived,  the  people  of  Guestwick  were  all  aware 
that  Miss  Lily  Dale  was  escorted  by  her  future  husband.  The 
opinion  that  she  had  been  a  very  fortunate  girl  was  certainly 
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general  among  the  Guestwickians,  though  it  was  not  always 
expressed  in  open  or  generous  terms.  "  It  was  a  great  match 
for  her,"  some  saiil,  but  shook  their  heads  at  the  same  time, 
hinting  that  Mr.  Crosbie's  life  in  Loudon  was  uot  all  that  it 
should  be,  and  suggesting  that  she  might  have  been  more 
safe  had  she  been  content  to  bestow  herself  upon  some  country 
neighbour  of  less  dangerous  pretensions.  Others  declared  that 
it  was  no  such  gi'cat  match  after  all.  They  knew  his  income 
to  a  penny,  and  believed  that  the  young  people  would  find  it 
very  diHicult  to  keep  a  house  in  London  unless  the  old  squire 
intended  to  assist  them.  But,  nevertheless,  Lily  was  envied  as 
she  rode  through  the  town  with  her  handsome  lover  by  her  side. 

And  she  was  ver}-  happy.  I  will  not  deny  that  she  had 
some  feeling  of  triumphant  satisfaction  in  the  knowledge  that 
she  was  envied.  Such  a  feeling  on  her  part  was  natural,  and 
is  natural  to  all  men  and  women  who  are  conscious  that  they 
have  done  well  in  the  adjustment  of  their  ovra  afl'arrs.  As  she 
herself  had  said,  he  was  her  bii-d,  the  spoil  of  her  o\vn  gun, 
the  product  of  such  capacity  as  she  had  in  her,  on  which  she 
was  to  live,  and,  if  possible,  to  thrive  during  the  remainder 
of  her  life.  Lily  fully  recognized  the  importance  of  the  thing 
she  was  doiug,  and,  in  soberest  guise,  had  thought  much  of 
this  matter  of  marriage.  But  the  more  she  thought  of  it  the 
more  satisfied  she  was  that  she  was  doing  well.  And  yet  she 
knew  that  there  was  a  risk.  He  who  was  now  everything  to 
her  might  die  ;  nay,  it  was  possible  that  he  might  be  other 
than  she  thought  him  to  be ;  that  he  might  neglect  her,  desert 
her,  or  misuse  her.  But  she  had  resolved  to  trust  in  every- 
thing, and,  having  so  trusted,  she  would  not  provide  for  herself 
any  possibility  of  retreat.  Her  ship  should  go  out  into  the 
middle  ocean,  beyond  all  ken  of  the  secure  port  from  which  it 
had  sailed ;  her  army  should  fight  its  battle  with  no  hope  of 
other  safety  than  that  which  victory  gives.  All  the  world  might 
know  that  she  loved  him  if  all  the  world  chose  to  inquire  about 
the  matter.  She  triumphed  in  her  lover,  and  did  not  deuy 
even  to  herself  that  she  was  triumphant. 

]Mrs.  Eamcs  was  delighted  to  sec  them.  It  was  so  good 
in  jMr.  Crosbie  to  come  over  and  call  upon  such  a  poor,  forlorn 
woman  as  her,  and  so  good  in  Captain  Dale ;  so  good  also  in 
the  dear  girls,  who,  at  the  present  moment,  had  so  much  to 
make  them  happy  at  home  at  Allington  !  Little  things, 
accounted  as  bare  civilities  by  others,  were  esteemed  as  great 
favours  bv  Mrs.  Eames. 
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"  And  dear  Mrs.  Dale  ?  I  hope  slie  was  not  fatigued 
when  we  kept  her  up  the  other  night  so  unconscionably  late  ?  " 
Bell  and  Lily  both  assured  her  that  their  mother  was  none  the 
worse  for  what  she  had  gone  through ;  and  then  Mrs.  Eames 
got  up  and  left  the  room,  with  the  declared  purpose  of  look- 
ing for  John  and  Mary,  but  bent,  in  truth,  on  the  production 
of  some  cake  and  sweet  wine  which  she  kept  under  lock  and 
key  in  the  little  parlour. 

"  Don't  let's  stay  here  very  long,"  whispered  Crosbie. 

"No,  not  very  long,"  said  Lily.  "But  when  you  come 
to  see  my  friends  5-ou  mustn't  be  in  a  hun-y,  Mr.  Crosbie." 

"He  had  his  turn  with  Lady  Julia,"  said  Bell,  "and  we 
must  have  ours  now." 

"  At  any  rate,  Mrs.  Eames  won't  tell  us  to  do  our  duty 
and  to  beware  of  being  too  beautiful,"  said  Lily. 

Maiy  and  John  came  into  the  room  before  their  mother 
returned ;  then  came  Mrs.  Eames,  and  a  few  minutes  afterwards 
the  cake  and  wine  arrived.  It  certainly  was  rather  dull,  as 
none  of  the  party  seemed  to  be  at  their  case.  The  grandeur 
of  Mr.  Crosbie  was  too  great  for  Mrs.  Eames  and  her 
daughter,  and  John  was  almost  silenced  by  the  miseiy  of  his 
position.  He  had  not  j-et  answered  Miss  Eoper's  letter,  nor 
had  he  even  made  up  his  mind  whether  he  would  answer  it  or 
no.  And  then  the  sight  of  Lily's  happiness  did  not  fill  him 
with  all  that  fi'iendly  joy  which  he  should  perhaps  have  felt 
as  the  Mend  of  her  childhood.  To  tell  the  truth,  he  hated 
Crosbie,  and  so  he  had  told  himself;  and  had  so  told  his 
sister  also  veiy  frequently  since  the  day  of  the  party. 

"I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Molly,"  he  had  said,  "if  there  was 
anyway  of  doing  it,  I'd  fight  that  man."- 

"  ^Vhat ;  and  make  Lily  wretched  ?" 

"  She'll  never  be  happy  with  him.  I'm  sure  she  won't, 
I  don't  want  to  do  her  any  hann,  but  yet  I'd  like  to  fight  that 
man, — if  I  only  knew  how  to  manage  it." 

And  then  he  bethought  himself  that  if  thev  could  both  be 
slaughtered  in  such  an  encoxtnter  it  would  be  the  only  fitting 
termination  to  the  present  state  of  things.  In  that  way,  too, 
there  would  be  an  escape  from  Amelia,  and,  at  the  present 
moment,  he  saw  none  other. 

When  he  entered  the  room  he  shook  hands  with  all  the 
party  fi'om  Allington,  but,  as  he  told  his  sister  afterwards,  his 
flesh  crept  when  he  touched  Crosbie.  Crosbie, -as  he  contem- 
plated the  Eames  family  sitting  stiff  and  ill  at  ease  in  their 
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own  drawing-room  chairs,  made  up  his  mind  that  it  would  be 
well  that  his  wife  should  see  as  little  of  John  Eames  as  might 
be  when  she  came  to  London  ; — not  that  he  was  in  auv  way 
jealous  of  her  lover.  He  had  learned  evei-jthiug  from  Lily, — 
all,  at  least,  that  Lily  knew, — and  regarded  the  matter  rather 
as  a  good  joke.  "  Don't  see  him  too  often,"  he  had  said  to 
her,  "  for  fear  he  should  make  an  ass  of  himself."  Lily  had 
told  him  eveiything, — all  that  she  could  tell ;  but  yet  he  diJ 
not  in  the  least  comprehend  that  Lily  had,  in  truth,  a  warm 
afi'oction  for  the  young  man  whom  he  despised. 

"  Thank  you,  no,"  said  Crosbie.  "  I  never  do  take  wine 
in  the  middle  of  the  day." 

"But  a  bit  of  cake?"  And  ]\L-s.  Eames  by  her  look 
implored  him  to  do  her  so  much  honour.  She  implored  Captain 
Dale,  also,  but  they  were  both  inexorable.  I  do  not  know  that 
the  two  girls  were  at  all  more  inclined  to  eat  and  drink  than 
the  two  men  ;  but  they  understood  that  Mrs.  Eames  would 
be  broken-hearted  if  no  one  pai-took  of  her  delicacies.  The 
little  sacrifices  of  society  are  all  made  by  women,  as  are  also 
the  gi'eat  sacrifices  of  life.  A  man  who  is  good  for  anything 
is  always  ready  for  his  duty,  and  so  is  a  good  woman  always 
ready  for  a  sacrifice. 

"  We  really  must  go  now,"  said  Bell,  "  because  of  the 
horses."     And  under  tlus  excuse  they  got  away. 

"  You  will  come  over  before  you  go  back  to  London, 
John  ?"  said  Lily,  as  he  came  out  with  the  intention  of  help- 
ing her  mount,  from  which  puri)ose,  however,  he  was  forced 
to  recede  by  the  ii-on  will  of  Mr.  Crosbie. 

"  Yes,  I'll  come  over  again — before  I  go.     Good-by." 

"  Good-by,  John,"  said  Bell.  "  Good-by,  Eames,"  said 
Captain  Dale.  Crosbie,  as  he  seated  himself  in  the  saddle, 
made  the  very  slightest  sign  of  recognition,  to  which  his  rival 
would  not  condescend  to  pay  any  attention.  "  I'll  manage  to 
have  a  fight  with  him  in  some  way,"  said  Eames  to  huuself 
as  he  walked  back  through  the  passage  of  his  mother's  house. 
And  Crosbie,  as  he  settled  his  feet  in  the  stirrups,  felt  that  he 
disliked  the  young  man  more  and  more.  It  would  be  mon- 
strous to  suppose  that  there  could  be  aught  of  jealousy  in  the 
feeling;  and  yet  he  did  dislike  him  very  strongly,  and  felt 
almost  angiT  with  Lily  for  asking  him  to  come  again  to 
Allington.  '  I  must  put  an  end  to  all  that,"  ho  said  to  him- 
lelf  as  he  rode  silently  out  of  town. 

"  You  must  not  snub  my  friends,  sir,"  said  Lily,  smiling 
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as  slie  spoke,  but  yet  witli  something  of  earnestness  in  he! 
voice.  They  were  out  of  the  town  by  this  time,  and  Crosbia 
had  hardly  uttered  a  word  since  they  had  left  Mrs.  Eames'is 
door.  They  were  now  on  the  high  road,  and  Bell  and  Bernard 
Dale  were  somewhat  in  advance  of  them. 

"  I  never  snub  anybody,"  sai<i  firosbie,  petulantly  ;  "  that 
is,  unless  they  have  absolutely  deserved  snubbing." 

"And  have  I  deserved  it?  Because  I  seem  to  have  got 
it,"  said  Lily. 

"  Nonsense,  Lily.  I  never  snubbed  you  yet,  and  I  don't 
think  it  likely  that  I  shall  begin.  But  you  ought  not  to  accuse 
me  of  not  being  civil  to  your  friends.  In  the  first  place  I  am 
as  civil  to  them  as  my  nature  will  allow  me  to  be.  x\.nd,  in 
the  second  place " 

"  Well ;  in  the  second  place ?  " 

"  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  you  are  very  wise  to  encourage 
that  young  man's — friendship  just  at  present." 

"  That  means ;  I  suppose,  that  I  am  veiy  wrong  to  do  so  ?  " 

"  No,  dearest,  it  does  not  mean  that.  If  I  meant  so  I 
would  tell  you  so  honestly.  I  mean  just  what  I  say.  There 
can,  I  suppose,  be  no  doubt  that  he  has  filled  himself  with 
some  kind  of  romantic  attachment  for  ycu, — a  foohsh  kind  of 
love  which  I  don't  suppose  he  ever  expected  to  gratify,  but  the 
idea  of  which  lends  a  sort  of  grace  to  his  life.  When  he  meets 
some  young  woman  fit  to  be  his  wife  he  will  forget  all  about  it, 
but  till  then  he  will  go  about  fancying  himself  a  despairing 
lover.  And  then  such  a  young  man  as  John  Eames  is  very 
apt  to  talk  of  his  fancies." 

"  I  don't  believe  for  a  moment  that  he  would  mention  my 
name  to  any  one." 

"  But,  Lily,  perhaps  I  may  know  more  of  young  men  than 
you  do." 

"  Yes,  of  course  you  do." 

"  And  I  can  assure  you  that  they  are  generally  too  well 
inclined  to  make  free  with  the  names  ol  girls  whom  they  think 
that  they  like.  You  must  not  be  surprised  if  I  am  unwilling 
that  any  man  should  make  free  with  your  name." 

After  this  Lily  was  silent  for  a  minute  or  two.  She  felt 
that  an  injustice  was  being  done  to  her  and  she  was  not 
inclined  to  put  up  with  it,  but  she  could  not  quite  see  where 
the  injustice  lay.  A  great  deal  was  owing  from  her  to  Crosbie. 
In  very  much  she  was  bound  to  yield  to  him,  and  she  was 
anxious  to  do  on  his  behalf  even  more  than  her  duty.     But 
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yet  she  had  a  strong  conviction  that  it  would  not  bo  well  that 
she  should  give  way  to  him  in  ever}thiug.  She  wished  to 
think  as  he  thought  as  for  as  possible,  but  she  could  not  say 
that  she  agreed  with  him  when  she  knew  that  she  diflbred 
ti'om  him.  John  Eames  was  an  old  friend  whom  she  could 
not  abandon,  and  so  much  at  the  present  time  she  felt  herself 
obliged  to  say. 

"  Hut,  A'dolphus " 

"  WeU,  dearest  ?  " 

*'  You  would  not  wish  me  to  be  nnkiud  to  so  very  old  a 
friend  as  John  Eames  ?  I  have  known  him  all  my  life,  and 
we  have  all  of  us  had  a  very  gi-eat  regard  for  the  whole 
family.     His  father  was  my  uncle's  most  particular  friend." 

"  I  think,  Lily,  you  must  understand  what  I  mean.  I  don't 
want  you  to  quanx-l  with  any  of  them,  or  to  be  what  you  call 
unkind.  But  you  need  not  give  special  and  pressing  invita- 
tions to  this  young  man  to  come  and  see  you  before  he  goes 
back  to  London,  and  then  to  come  and  see  you  dii'ectly  you 
get  to  London.  You  tell  me  that  he  has  some  kind  of 
romantic  idea  of  being  in  love  M-ith  you  ; — of  being  in  despair 
because  you  are  not  in  love  ^^'ith  him.  It's  all  great  nonsense, 
no  doubt,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  under  such  circumstances 
you'd  better — just  leave  him  alone." 

Again  Lily  was  silent.  These  were  her  three  last  days,  iu 
which  it  was  her  intention  to  be  especially  happy,  but  above 
all  things  to  make  him  especially  happy.  On  no  account 
would  she  say  to  him  shai-p  words,  or  encourage  in  her  o^\*n 
heart  a  feeUng  of  animosity  against  him,  and  yet  she  beUeved 
him  to  be  wrong  ;  and  so  belie\nng  could  hardly  bring  herself 
to  bear  the  injury.  Such  was  her  nature,  as  a  Dale.  And 
let  it  be  remembered  that  very  many  who  can  devote  them- 
selves for  great  sacrifices,  cannot  bring  themselves  to  the 
endurance  of  little  injuries.  Lily  could  have  given  up  any 
gratification  for  her  lover,  but  she  could  not  allow  herself 
to  have  been  in  the  wrong,  believing  herself  to  have  been  in 
the  right. 

"  I  have  asked  him  now,  and  he  must  come,"  she  said. 

"  But  do  not  press  him  to  come  any  more." 

"  Certainly  not,  after  what  you  have  said,  Adolphus.  If 
he  comes  over  to  Allington,  he  will  see  me  iu  mamma's  house, 
to  which  he  has  always  been  made  welcome  by  her.  Of  course 
I  understand  perfectly " 

"  You  understand  what,  Lily  ?  " 
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But  she  had  stopped  herself,  fearing  that  she  might  say 
that  which  would  be  offensive  to  him  if  she  continued. 

"  What  is  it  you  understand,  Lilj  ?  " 

"  Do  not  press  me  to  go  on,  Adolphus.  As  far  as  I  can, 
I  will  do  all  that  you  want  me  to  do." 

"  You  meant  to  say  that  when  you  find  yourself  an  inmate 
of  my  house,  as  a  matter  of  course  you  could  not  ask  your 
own  friends  to  come  and  see  you.     Was  that  gracious  ?  " 

"  Whatever  I  may  have  meant  to  say,  I  did  not  say  that. 
Nor  in  truth  did  I  mean  it.  Pray  don't  go  on  about  it  now. 
These  are  to  be  our  last  days,  you  know,  and  we  shouldn't 
waste  them  by  talking  of  things  that  are  unpleasant.  After 
all  poor  Johnny  Eames  is  nothing  to  me  ;  nothing,  nothing. 
How  can  any  one  be  anything  to  me  when  I  think  of  you '?  " 

But  even  this  did  not  bring  Crosbie  back  at  once  into  a 
pleasant  humour.  Had  Lily  yielded  to  him  and  confessed  that 
he  was  right,  he  would  have  made  himself  at  once  as  pleasant 
as  the  sun  in  May.  But  this  she  had  not  done.  She  had 
simply  abstained  from  her  argument  because  she  did  not 
choose  to  be  vexed,  and  had  declared  her  continued  pu^DOse 
of  seeing  Eames  on  his  promised  visit.  Crosbie  would  have 
had  her  acknowledge  herself  wrong,  and  would  have  delighted 
in  the  privilege  of  forgi^^ng  her.  But  Lily  Dale  was  one  who 
did  not  greatly  relish  forgiveness,  or  any  necessity  of  being 
forgiven.  So  they  rode  on,  if  not  in  silence,  "without  much 
joy  in  their  conversation.  It  was  now  late  on  the  Monday 
afternoon,  and  Crosbie  was  to  go  early  on  the  Wednesday 
morning.  "Wliat  if  these  three  last  days  should  come  to  be 
marred  with  such  terrible  di-awbacks  as  these ! 

Bernard  Dale  had  not  spoken  a  word  to  bis  cousin  of  his 
suit,  since  they  had  been  interrupted  by  Crosbie  and  Lily  as 
they  were  lying  on  the  bank  by  the  ha-ha.  He  had  danced 
with  her  again  and  again  at  ]\L.'s.  Dale's  party,  and  had 
seemed  to  revert  to  his  old  modes  of  conversation  without 
difficulty.  Bell,  therefore,  had  believed  the  matter  to  be  over, 
and  was  thankful  to  her  cousin,  declaring  within  her  own 
bosom  that  the  whole  matter  should  be  treated  by  her  as 
though  it  had  never  happened.  To  no  one, — not  even  to  her 
mother,  would  she  tell  it.  To  such  reticence  she  bound  her- 
self for  his  sake,  feeling  that  he  would  be  best  pleased  that  it 
should  be  so.  But  now  as  they  rode  on  together,  far  in 
advance  of  the  other  couple,  he  again  returned  to  the  subject. 

"  Bell,"  said  he,  "  am  I  to  have  any  hope  ?  " 
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"  Any  hope  as  to  what,  Bcraard  '?  " 

"  I  harJly  know  wliether  a  man  is  bound  to  tate  a  single 
answer  on  such  a  subject.  But  this  I  know,  that  if  a  man's 
heart  is  conoerueil,  he  is  not  very  willing  to  do  so." 

"  When  that  answer  has  been  given  honestly  and  truly " 

"  Oh,  no  doubt.  I  don't  at  all  su2ipose  that  you  were 
dishonest  or  lalso  when  you  refused  to  allow  me  to  speak  to 
you." 

''But,  Bernard,  I  did  not  refuse  to  allow  you  to  speak 
to  me." 

"  Something  veiy  like  it.  But,  however,  I  have  no  doubt 
you  were  true  enough.  But,  Bell,  why  should  it  be  so  ?  If 
you  were  in  love  with  any  one  else  I  could  understand  it," 

"  I  am  not  in  love  with  any  one  else." 

"  Exactly.  And  there  are  so  many  reasons  why  you  and  I 
should  join  our  fortunes  together." 

"  It  cannot  be  a  question  of  foi-tunc,  Bcraard." 

"  Do  hsten  to  me.  Do  let  me  speak,  at  any  rate.  I 
presume  I  may  at  least  suppose  that  you  do  not  dislike  me." 

"  Oh,  no." 

"  And  though  you  might  not  be  willing  to  accept  any  man's 
hand  merely  on  a  question  of  fortune,  surely  the  fact  that  our 
maniage  would  be  in  eveiy  way  suitable  as  regards  money 
should  not  set  you  against  it.  Of  my  own  love  for  you  I  will 
not  speak  further,  as  I  do  not  doubt  that  you  believe  what 
I  say  ;  but  should  you  not  question  your  own  feelings  veiy 
closely  before  you  detenniue  to  oppose  the  wishes  of  all  those 
who  are  nearest  to  you  ?  " 

"  Do  you  mean  mamma,  Bernard  ?  " 

"  Not  her  especially,  though  I  cannot  but  think  she  would 
like  a  marriage  that  would  keep  all  the  fixmily  together,  and 
would  give  you  an  equal  claim  to  the  property  to  that  which 
I  have." 

"  That  would  not  have  a  feather's-weight  with  mamma." 

"  Have  you  asked  her  ?  " 

"  No,  I  have  mentioned  the  matter  to  no  one." 

"  Then  you  cannot  know.  And  as  to  my  uncle,  I  have  the 
means  of  knowing  that  it  is  the  great  desire  of  his  life.  I  must 
say  that  I  think  some  consideration  for  him  should  induce  you 
to  pause  before  you  give  a  final  answer,  even  though  no  con- 
sideration for  me  should  have  any  weight  with  you." 

"  I  would  do  more  for  you  than  for  him, — much  more." 

"  Then  do  this  for  me.     Allow  me  to  think  that  I  have  not 
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yet  had  an  answer  to  my  proposal ;  give  me  to  this  day 
mouth,  to  Christmas  ;  till  any  time  that  you  like  to  name,  so 
that  I  may  think  that  it  is  not  yet  settled,  and  may  tell  uncle 
Chiistopher  that  such  is  the  case." 

"  Bernard,  it  would  he  useless." 

"  It  would  at  any  rate  show  him  that  you  are  willing  to 
think  of  it." 

"  But  I  am  not  willing  to  think  of  it ; — not  in  that  way. 
I  do  know  my  own  mind  thoroughly,  and  I  should  be  Vei7  wi'ong 
if  I  were  to  deceive  you." 

"  And  you  wish  mo  to  give  that  as  your  only  answer  to 
my  uncle  ?  " 

"  To  tell  the  truth,  Bernard,  I  do  not  much  care  what  you 
may  say  to  my  uncle  in  this  matter.  He  can  have  no  right  to 
interfere  in  the  disposal  of  my  hand,  and  therefore  I  need  not 
regard  his  wishes  on  the  subject.  I  will  explain  to  you  in  one 
word  what  my  feelings  are  about  it.  I  would  accept  no  man 
in  opposition  to  mamma's  wishes  ;  but  not  even  for  her  could 
I  accept  any  man  in  opposition  to  my  own.  But  as  concerns 
my  uncle,  I  do  not  feel  myself  called  on  to  consult  him  in  any 
way  on  such  a  matter." 

"  And  yet  he  is  the  head  of  our  family," 

"  I  don't  care  anything  about  the  family, — not  in  that  way." 

"  And  he  has  been  very  generous  to  you  all." 

"  That  I  deny.  He  has  not  been  generous  to  mamma. 
.He  is  very  hard  and  ungenerous  to  mamma.  He  lets  her  have 
that  house  because  he  is  anxious  that  the  Dales  should  seem  to 
be  respectable  before  the  world ;  and  she  lives  in  it,  because 
she  thinks  it  better  for  us  that  she  should  do  so.  If  I  had  my 
way,  she  should  leave  it  to-morrow — or,  at  any  rate,  as  soon  as 
Lily  is  married.  I  would  much  sooner  go  into  Guestwick,  and 
live  as  the  Eames  do." 

"  I  think  you  are  ungrateful,  Bell." 

"  No  ;  I  am  not  ungrateful.  And  as  to  consulting,  Bernard, 
— I  should  be  much  more  inclined  to  consult  you  than  him 
about  my  marriage.  If  you  would  let  me  look  on  you  altogether 
as  a  brother,  I  should  think  little  of  promising  to  marry  no  one 
whom  you  did  not  approve." 

But  such  an  agreement  between  them  would  by  no  means 
have  suited  Bernard's  views.  He  had  thought,  some  four  or 
five  weeks  back,  that  he  was  not  personally  veiy  anxious  for 
this  match.  He  had  declared  to  himself  that  he  liked  his 
cousin  well  enough ;  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  for  him  to 
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settle  himself;  that  his  uncle  was  reasonahle  in  his  wishes  and 
sufficiently  liberal  in  his  oilers  ;  and  that,  therefore,  he  would 
marry.  It  had  hardly  occurred  to  him  as  probable  that  his 
cousin  would  rtject  so  eligible  an  otl'er,  and  had  certainly  never 
occurred  to  him  that  he  would  have  to  suffer  an}-thing  fi-oiu 
such  rejection.  He  had  entertained  none  of  that  feeliufj  of 
which  lovers  speak  when  they  declare  that  they  are  staking 
their  all  upon  the  hazard  of  a  die.  It  had  not  seemed  to  him 
that  he  was  staking  anything,  as  he  gently  told  his  tale  of 
languid  love,  lying  on  the  turf  by  the  ha-ha.  He  had  not 
regarded  the  possibility  of  disappointment,  of  sorrow,  and  of  a 
deeply-vexed  mind.  He  would  have  felt  but  httle  tiiuniph  if 
accepted,  and  bad  not  thought  that  he  could  be  humiliated  by 
any  rejection.  In  this  fi-ame  of  mind  he  had  gone  to  his  work  ; 
but  now  he  found,  to  his  own  surprise,  that  this  girl's  answer 
had  made  him  absolutely  unhappy.  Having  expressed  a  wish 
for  this  thing,  the  very  expression  of  the  wish  made  him  long, 
to  possess  it.  He  found,  as  he  rode  along  silently  by  her  side, 
that  he  was  capable  of  more  earnestness  of  desire  than  he  had 
known  himself  to  possess.  He  was  at  this  moment  unhappy, 
disappointed,  anxious,  distrustful  of  the  future,  and  more  intent 
on  one  special  toy  than  he  had  ever  been  before,  even  as  a  boy. 
He  was  vexed,  and  felt  himself  to  be  sore  at  heai-t.  He  looked 
round  at  her,  as  she  sat  silent,  quiet,  and  somewhat  sad  upon 
her  pony,  and  declared  to  himself  that  she  was  veiy  beautilul, 
— that  she  was  a  thing  to  be  gained  if  still  there  might  be  the 
possibiUty  of  gaining  her.  He  felt  that  he  really  loved  her,  and 
yet  he  was  almost  angiy  with  himself  for  so  feeUng.  Why 
had  he  subjected  himself  to  this  numbing  weakness  ?  His 
love  had  never  given  him  any  pleasure.  Indeed  he  had  never 
hitherto  acknowledged  it ;  hut  now  he  was  driven  to  do  so  on 
finding  it  to  be  the  source  ot  trouble  and  pain.  I  think  it  is 
open  to  us  to  doubt  whether,  even  yet,  Bernard  Dale  was  in 
love  with  his  cousin  ;  whether  he  was  not  rather  in  love  with  his 
own  desire.  But  against  himself  he  found  a  verdict  that  he  was 
in  love,  and  was  angr}-  with  himself  and  with  all  the  world. 

''  Ah,  Bell,"  he  said,  coming  close  up  to  her,  "  I  wish  yon 
could  understand  how  I  love  you."  And,  as  he  spoke,  his 
cousin  unconsciously  recognized  more  of  affection  in  his  tone, 
and  less  of  that  spirit  of  bargaining  which  had  seemed  to  per- 
vade all  his  former  pleas,  than  she  had  ever  found  before. 

"  And  do  I  not  love  you  ?  Have  I  not  oflered  to  be  to  yon 
in  all  respects  as  a  sister  ?  " 
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**  That  is  notliing.  Such  an  offer  to  me  now  is  simply 
laughing  at  me^  Bell,  I  tell  you  what, — I  will  not  give  you 
up.  The  fact  is,  you  do  not  know  me  yet, — not  know  me  as 
you  must  know  any  man  before  yon  choose  him  for  your  hus- 
band. You  and  Lily  are  not  alike  in  this.  You  are  cautious, 
doubtful  of  yourself,  and  perhaps,  also,  somewhat  doubtful 
of  others.  My  heart  is  set  upon  this,  and  I  shall  still  try  to 
succeed." 

"Ah,  Bernard,  do  not  say  that!  Believe  me,  when  I 
tell  you  that  it  can  never  be." 

"  No  ;  I  will  not  believe  you.  I  will  not  allow  myself  to 
be  made  utterly  wretched.  I  tell  you  fairly  that  I  will  not 
believe  you.  I  may  surely  hope  if  I  choose  to  hope.  No, 
Bell,  I  will  never  give  you  up, — unless,  indeed,  I  should  see 
you  become  another  man's  wife." 

As  he  said  this,  they  all  turned  in  through  the  squire's 
gate,  and  rode  up  to  the  yard  in  which  it  was  theii'  habit  to 
dismount  from  their  horses. 


CHAPTER    XIV. 

JOHN   EAMES  TAKES  A   WALK. 


John  Eames  watched  the  party  of  cavaliers  as  they  rode  away 
from  his  mother's  door,  and  then  started  upon  a  solitary  walk, 
as  soon  as  the  noise  of  the  horses'  hoofs  had  passed  away  out 
of  the  street.  He  was  by  no  means  happy  in  his  mind  as  he 
did  so.  Indeed,  he  was  overwhelmed  with  care  and  trouble, 
and  as  he  went  along  very  gloomy  thoughts  passed  through  his 
mind.     Had   he    not  better   go  to  Australia,  or  Vancouver's 

Island,  or ?     I  will  not  name  the  places  which  the  poor 

fellow  suggested  to  himself  as  possible  terminations  of  the 
long  journeys  which  he  might  not  improbably  be  called  upon 
to  take.  That  very  day,  just  before  the  Dales  had  come  in, 
he  had  received  a  second  letter  from  his  darling  Amelia,  written 
veiy  closely  upon  the  heels  of  the  first.  Why  had  he  not 
answered  her  ?  Was  he  ill  ?  Was  he  untinie  ?  No  ;  she 
would  not  believe  that,  and  therefore  fell  back  upon  the  pro- 
bability of  his  illness.  If  it  was  so,  she  would  rush  down  to 
see  him.  Nothing  on  earth  should  keep  her  from  the  bedside 
of  her  betrothed.     If  she  did  not  get  an  answer  fi-om   her 
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beloved  John  by  return  of  post,  sho  would  bo  clown  with  him 
at  Gucstwick  by  the  express  train.  Hero  was  a  position  lor 
such  a  young  man  as  John  Eames  !  And  of  Amelia  Roper 
we  may  say  that  she  was  a  young  woman  who  would  not  givo 
up  her  game,  as  long  as  the  least  chance  remained  of  her 
winning  it.  "  I  must  go  somewhere,"  John  said  to  himself,  as 
lie  put  on  his  slouched  hat  and  wandered  forth  through  the 
back  streets  of  Guestwick.  "What  would  his  mother  say  when 
she  heard  of  Amelia  Roper  ?  What  would  she  say  when  sho 
saw  her  ? 

He  walked  away  towards  the  Manor,  so  that  he  might  roam 
about  the  Guestwick  woods  in  solitude.  There  was  a  path 
with  a  stile,  leading  oft*  from  the  high  road,  about  half  a  mile 
beyond  the  lodges  through  which  the  Dales  had  ridden  up  to 
the  house,  and  by  this  path  John  Eames  turned  in,  and  went 
away  till  he  had  left  the  Manor  house  behind  him,  and  was  in 
the  centre  of  the  Guestwick  woods.  He  knew  the  whole 
ground  well,  having  roamed  there  ever  since  he  was  first  allowed 
to  go  forth  upon  his  walks  alone.  He  had  thought  of  Lily 
Dale  by  the  hour  together,  as  he  had  lost  himself  among  the 
oak-trees  ;  but  in  those  former  day  she  had  thought  of  her  with 
some  pleasure.  Now  he  could  only  think  of  her  as  of  one 
gone  from  him  for  ever ;  and  then  he  had  also  to  think  of  her 
whom  he  had  taken  to  liimself  in  Lily's  place. 

Young  men,  vep'  young  men, — men  so  young  that  it  may 
be  almost  a  question  whether  or  no  they  have  as  yet  reached 
their  manhood, — are  more  inclined  to  be  earnest  and  thoughtful 
when  alone  than  they  ever  are  when  Avith  others,  even  thougli 
those  others  be  their  elders.  I  fancy  that,  as  wo  grow  old 
ourselves,  we  are  apt  to  forget  that  it  was  so  with  us ;  and, 
forgetting  it,  we  do  not  believe  that  it  is  so  with  our  children. 
We  constantly  talk  of  the  thoughtlessness  of  youth.  I  do  not 
know  whether  we  might  not  more  appropriately  speak  of  its 
thoughtfulness.  It  is,  however,  no  doubt,  true  that  thought 
will  not  at  once  produce  wisdom.  It  may  almost  be  a  question 
whether  such  wisdom  as  many  of  us  have  in  our  mature  years 
has  not  come  from  the  dymg  out  of  the  power  of  temptj\tion, 
rather  than  as  the  results  of  thought  and  resolution.  Men, 
full  fledged  and  at  their  work,  are,  for  the  most  part,  too  busy 
lor  much  thought ;  but  lads,  on  whom  the  work  of  the  world 
has  not  yet  fallen  with  all  its  pressure, — they  have  time  for 
thinking. 

And  thus  John  Eames  was  thoughtful.     They  who  knew 
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him  best  accounted  him  to  be  a  gay,  good-hearted,  somewhat   J 
reckless  young  man,  open  to  temptation,  but  also  open  to  good  " 
impressions  ;  as  to  whom  no  great  success  could  be  predicated, 
but  of  whom  his  friends  might  fairly  hope  that  he  might  so  live 
as  to  bring  up  on  them  no  disgi'ace  and  not  much  trouble. 
But,  above  all  things,  they  would  have  called  him  thoughtless. 
In  so  calling  him,   they  judged  him   wrong.      He  was  ever 
thinking, — thinking  much  of  the  world  as  it  appeared  to  him, 
and  of  himself  as  he  appeared  to  the  world ;  and  thinking, 
also,  of  things  beyond  the  world.     What  was  to  be  his  fate 
here  and  hereafter  ?     Lily  Dale  was  gone  from  him,  and  Amelia  M 
Roper  was  hanging  round  his  neck  like  a  millstone  !     What, 
under  such  circumstances,  was  to  be  his  fate  here  and  here- 
after ? 

We  may  say  that  the  difficulties  in  his  way  were  not  as  yet 
veiy  great.  As  to  Lily,  indeed,  he  had  no  room  for  hope  ;  but, 
then,  his  love  for  Lily  had,  perhaps,  been  a  sentiment  rather 
than  a  passion.  Most  young  men  have  to  go  through  that 
disappointment,  and  are  enabled  to  bear  it  without  much  injury 
to  their  prospects  or  happiness.  And  in  after-life  the  remem- 
brance of  such  love  is  a  blessing  rather  than  a  curse,  enabling 
the  possessor  of  it  to  feel  that  in  those  early  days  there  was 
something  within  him  of  which  he  had  no  cause  to  be  ashamed. 
I  do  not  pity  John  Eames  much  in  regard  to  Lily  Dale.     And 

then,  as  to  Amelia  Roper, had  he  achieved  but  a  tithe  of 

that  lady's  experience  in  the  world,  or  possessed  a  quarter  of 
her  audacity,  surely  such  a  difficulty  as  that  need  not  have 
stood  much  in  his  way  !  What  could  Amelia  do  to  him  if  he 
fairly  told  her  that  he  was  not  minded  to  marry  her  ?  In  veiy 
truth  he  had  never  promised  to  do  so.  He  was  in  no  way 
bound  to  her,  not  even  by  honour.  Honour,  indeed,  with  such 
as  her  !  But  men  are  cowai'ds  before  women  until  they  become 
tyrants  ;  and  are  easy  dupes,  till  of  a  sudden  they  recognize  the 
fact  that  it  is  pleasanter  to  be  the  victimizcr  than  the  victim, 
— and  as  easy.  There  are  men,  indeed,  who  never  learn  the 
latter  lesson. 

But,  though  the  cause  for  fear  was  so  slight,  poor  Jolm 
Eames  was  thoroughly  afraid.  Little  things  which,  in  con- 
nection with  so  deep  a  sorrow  as  his,  it  is  almost  ridiculous  to 
mention,  added  to  his  embaiTassmonts,  and  made  an  escape 
from  them  seem  to  him  to  be  impossible.  He  could  not  return 
to  London  without  going  to  Burton  Crescent,  because  his 
clothes  were  there,  and  because  he  owed  to  Mrs.  Roper  some 
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small  sum  of  money  which  on  his  return  to  Lonilon  ho  wuukl 
not  have  immediately  in  his  pocket.  He  must  therefore  meet 
Amelia,  and  lie  knew  that  he  hail  not  the  courage  to  tell  a  girl, 
face  to  face,  that  he  did  uot  love  her,  after  he  had  ouce  been 
induced  to  say  that  ho  did  do  so.  His  boldest  conception  did 
not  go  beyond  the  writing  of  a  letter  in  which  he  would  renounce 
her,  and  removing  himself  altogether  from  that  tpiarter  of  tlio 
town  in  which  Burton  Crescent  was  situated.  But  then  about 
his  clothes,  and  that  debt  of  his  ?  And  what  if  Amelia  should 
in  the  meantime  come  down  to  Guestwick  and  claim  him  ? 
Could  he  in  his  mother's  presence  declare  that  she  had  no 
right  to  make  such  claim  ?  The  difficulties,  in  truth,  were 
not  very  great,  but  they  were  too  heavy  for  that  poor  young 
clerk  from  the  Income-tax  Office. 

You  will  decl;u"e  that  he  must  have  been  a  fool  and  a  coward. 
Yet  he  could  read  and  understand  Shakspeare.  He  knew  much, 
— by  far  too  nmch, — of  Bpon's  poetry  by  heart.  He  was  a 
deep  critic,  often  writing  down  his  criticisms  in  a  lengthy 
journal  which  he  kept.  He  could  write  quickly,  and  with 
understanding  ;  and  I  may  declare  that  men  at  his  office  had 
already  ascertained  that  he  was  no  fool.  He  knew  his  busi- 
ness, and  could  do  it, — as  many  men  failed  to  do  who  were 
much  less  foolish  before  the  world.  And  as  to  that  matter  of 
cowardice,  he  would  have  thought  it  the  greatest  blessing  in 
the  world  to  be  shut  up  in  a  room  with  Crosbie,  having  per- 
mission to  fight  with  him  till  one  of  them  should  have  been 
brought  by  stress  of  battle  to  give  up  his  claim  to  Lily  Dale. 
Eames  was  no  coward.  He  feared  no  man  on  earth.  But 
he  was  tembly  afraid  of  Amelia  Koper. 

He  wandered  about  through  the  old  Manor  woods  veiy  ill 
at  ease.  The  post  from  Guestwick  went  out  at  seven,  and  he 
must  at  once  make  up  his  mind  whether  or  no  he  would  write 
to  Amelia  on  that  day.  He  must  also  make  up  his  mind  as 
to  what  he  would  say  to  her.  He  felt  that  he  should  at  least 
answer  her  letter,  let  his  answer  bo  what  it  might.  Should  he 
promise  to  marr>'  her, — say,  in  ten  or  twelve  yeais'  time  ? 
Should  he  tell  her  that  he  was  a  blighted  being,  unfit  for  love, 
and  with  humilitv  entreat  of  lier  that  he  mi''ht  be  excused  ? 
Or  should  he  write  to  her  mother,  telling  her  that  Burton 
Crescent  would  not  suit  him  any  longer,  promising  her  to  send  the 
balance  on  receipt  of  his  next  payment,  and  asking  her  to  send 
his  clothes  in  a  bundle  to  the  Licomo-tax  Office  ?  Or  should 
he  go  home  to  his  own  mother,  and  bohlly  tell  it  all  to  her  ? 
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He  at  last  resolved  that  be  must  write  the  letter,  and  as  he 
composed  it  in  his  mind  he  sat  himself  down  beneath  an  old 
tree  which  stood  on  a  spot  at  which  many  of  the  forest  tracks 
met  and  crossed  each  other.  The  letter,  as  he  framed  it  here, 
was  not  a  bad  letter,  if  only  he  could  have  got  it  written  and 
posted.  Every  word  of  it  he  chose  with  precision,  and  in  his 
mind  he  emphasized  every  expression  which  told  his  mind 
clearly  and  justified  his  purpose.  "  He  acknowledged  himself 
to  have  been  wrong  in  misleading  his  correspondent,  and  allow- 
ing her  to  imagine  that  she  possessed  his  heart.  He  had  not 
a  heart  at  her  disposal.  He  had  been  weak  not  to  write  to 
her  before,  having  been  deterred  fi-om  doing  so  by  the  fear  of 
giving  her  pain  ;  but  now  he  felt  that  he  was  bound  in  honour 
to  tell  her  the  truth.  Having  so  told  her,  he  would  not  return 
to  Burton  Crescent,  if  it  would  pain  her  to  see  him  there.  He 
would  always  have  a  deep  regard  for  her," — Oh,  Johnny ! — 
"  and  would  hope  anxiously  that  her  welfare  in  life  might  be 
complete."  That  was  the  letter,  as  he  wrote  it  on  the  tablets 
of  his  mind  under  the  tree  ;  but  the  getting  it  put  on  to  paper 
was  a  task,  as  he  knew,  of  gi-eater  difficulty.  Then,  as  he 
repeated  it  to  himself,  he  feel  asleep. 

"  Young  man,"  said  a  voice  in  his  ears  as  he  slept.  At 
first  the  voice  spoke  as  a  voice  from  his  dream  without  waking 
him,  but  Avhen  it  was  repeated,  he  sat  up  and  saw  that  a  stout 
gentleman  was  standing  over  him.  For  a  moment  he  did  not 
know  where  ho  was,  or  how  he  had  come  there ;  nor  could  he 
recollect,  as  he  saw  the  trees  about  him,  how  long  he  had  been 
in  the  wood.  But  lie  knew  the  stout  gentleman  well  enough, 
though  he  had  not  seen  him  for  more  than  two  years.  "  Young 
man,"  said  the  voice,  "  if  you  want  to  catch  rheumatism,  that's 
the  way  to  do  it.      Why,  it's  young  Eames,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  said  Johnny,  raising  himself  up  so  that 
he  was  now  sitting,  instead  of  lying,  as  he  looked  up  into  the 
earl's  rosy  face. 

"  I  knew  your  father,  and  a  veiy  good  man  he  was  ;  only 
he  shouldn't  have  taken  to  farming.  People  think  they  can 
farm  without  learning  the  trade,  but  that's  a  vei-y  great  mis- 
take. I  can  farm,  because  I've  learned  it.  Don't  you  think 
you'd  better  get  up?"  Whereupon  Johnny  raised  himself 
to  his  feet.  "  Not  but  what  you're  very  welcome  to  lie  there 
if  you  like  it.     Only,  in  October,  you  know r" 

"  I'm  afraid  I'm  trespassing,  my  lord,"  said  Eames.  *'  I 
came  in  oil'  the  path,  and " 


'■  Why,  it's  young  Eames  " 
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"  You're  wolconio  ;  you're  very  welcome.  If  you'll  come 
up  to  the  house,  I'll  give  you  some  luncheon."  This  hos- 
pitahle  offer,  however,  Johnny  dccUncd,  alleging  that  it  was 
late,  and  that  he  was  going  home  to  dinner. 

"  Come  along,"  said  the  earl.  "  You  can't  go  any  shorter 
way  than  by  the  house.  Dear,  dear,  how  well  I  remember  your 
lather.  He  was  a  much  cleverer  man  than  I  am, — verj-  much  ; 
but  he  didn't  know  how  to  send  a  beast  to  market  any  better 
than  a  child.  By-the-by,  they  have  put  you  into  a  public 
office,  haven't  they  ?  " 

"Yes,  my  lord." 

"  And  a  very  good  thing,  too, — a  very  good  thing,  indeed. 
But  why  were  you  asleep  in  the  wood  ?  It  isn't  warm,  you 
know,  I  call  it  rather  cold."  And  the  earl  stopped,  and 
looked  at  him,  scrutinizing  him,  as  though  resolved  to  incjuire 
into  so  deep  a  mystery. 

"  I  was  taking  a  walk,  and  thinking  of  something,  I  sat 
down." 

"  Leave  of  absence,  I  suppose  '?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"Have  you  got  into  trouble?  You  look  as  though  you 
were  in  trouble.     Your  poor  father  used  to  be  in  trouble." 

"  I  haven't  taken  to  farming,"  said  Johnny,  \\-ith  an 
attempt  at  a  smUe. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha, — quite  right.  No,  don't  take  to  farming. 
Unless  you  leani  it,  you  know,  you  might  just  as  well  take  to 
shoemaking ; — ^just  the  same.  You  haven't  got  into  trouble, 
then;  eh?" 

"  No,  my  lord,  not  particularly." 

"  Not  particularly  !  I  know  verj'  well  that  young  men  do 
;,et  into  trouble  when  they  get  up  to  Loudon.  If  you  want 
any — any  advice,  or  that  sort  of  thing,  you  may  come  to  me ; 
for  I  kutw  your  father  well.     Do  you  like  shooting  ?  " 

"  I  never  did  shoot  anything." 

"  Well,  perhaps  better  not.  To  tell  the  truth,  I'm  not 
very  fond  of  young  men  who  take  to  shooting  without  having 
amihing  to  shoot  at.  By-the-by,  now  I  think  of  it,  I'll  send 
your  mother  some  game."  It  may,  however,  here  be  fair  to 
mention  that  game  very  often  came  from  Guestwick  Manor  to 
Mrs.  Eames.  "  And  look  here,  cold  pheasant  for  breakfast 
is  the  best  thing  I  know  of.  Pheasants  at  dinner  are  rubbish, 
— more  rubbish.  Here  we  are  at  the  house.  Will  you  como 
in  and  have  a  glass  of  wine  ?  " 


13G       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTOX. 

But  this  Johu  Eames  declined,  pleasing  the  earl  better  by 
doing  so  than  he  would  have  done  by  accepting  it.  Not  that 
the  lord  was  inhospitable  or  insincere  in  his  offer,  but  he 
preferred  that  such  a  one  as  John  Eames  should  receive  his 
proffered  familiarity  without  too  much  immediate  assurance. 
He  felt  that  Eames  was  a  little  in  awe  of  his  companion's 
rank,  and  he  liked  him  the  better  for  it.  He  liked  him  the 
better  for  it,  and  was  a  man  apt  to  remember  his  likings. 
"  If  you  won't  come  in,  good-by,"  and  he  gave  Johnny  his 
hand. 

"  Good  evening,  my  lord,"  said  Johnny. 

"  And  remember  this;  it  is  the  deuce  of  a  thing  to  have 
rheumatism  in  your  loins.  I  wouldn't  go  to  sleep  under  a 
tree,  if  I  were  you, — not  in  October.  But  you're  always 
welcome  to  go  anj^vhere  about  the  place." 

"  Thank  you,  my  lord." 

"And  if  you  should  take  to  shooting, — but  I  dare  say  you 
Vi'ou't ;  and  if  you  come  to  trouble,  and  want  advice,  or  that 
sort  of  thing,  write  to  me.  I  knew  your  father  well."  And  so 
they  parted,  Eames  returning  on  his  road  towards  Guestwiek. 

For  some  reason,  which  he  could  not  define,  he  felt  better 
after  his  interview  with  the  earl.  There  had  been  some- 
thing about  the  fat,  good-natured,  sensible  old  man,  which 
had  cheered  him,  in  spite  of  his  sorrow.  "  Pheasants  for 
dinner  are  rubbish, — mere  rubbish,"  he  said  to  himself,  over 
and  over  again,  as  he  went  along  the  road  ;  and  they  were 
the  first  words  which  he  spoke  to  his  mother,  after  entering 
the  house. 

"  I  wish  we  had  some  of  that  sort  of  rubbish,"  said  she. 

"  So  you  will,  to-morrow  ;  "  and  then  he  described  to  her 
his  interview. 

"  The  earl  was,  at  any  rate,  quite  right  about  lying  upon 
the  ground.  I  wonder  you  can  be  so  foolish.  And  he  is 
right  about  your  poor  lather  too.  But  you  have  got  to  change 
your  boots  ;  and  we  shall  be  ready  for  dinner  almost  imme- 
diately." 

But  Johnny  Eames,  before  he  sat  down  to  dinner,  did 
wi'ite  his  letter  to  Amelia,  and  did  go  out  to  post  it  with  his 
own  hands, — much  to  his  mother's  annoyance.  But  the  letter 
would  not  get  itself  written  in  that  strong  and  appropriate 
language  which  had  come  to  him  as  he  was  roximing  through 
the  woods.  It  was  a  bald  letter,  and  somewhat  cowardly 
withal. 
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Dkau  Amelia  (the  letter  ran), — I  have  received  both  of  vours;  ami 
did  not  answer  the  first  because  I  felt  that  there  was  a  difficulty  in 
expressing  what  I  wish  to  say;  and  now  it  will  be  better  that  you 
should  allow  the  subject  to  stand  over  till  I  am  back  in  town.  I  shall 
be  there  in  ten  days  from  this.  I  have  been  quite  well,  and  am  so; 
but  of  course  am  much  obliged  by  your  imiuiiies.  I  know  you  will 
think  this  very  cold;  but  when  I  tell  you  everything,  you  will  a.Tce 
with  me  that  it  is  best  If  I  were  to  marry,  I  know  that  we  should  be 
unh:ii>iiy,  liccause  we  >houkl  have  nothiufj  to  live  on.  If  I  have  ever 
said  anything;  to  deceive  you,  I  bej;  your  pardon  with  all  my  heart; — 
but  jirhaps  it  will  be  better  to  let  the  subject  remain  tdl  we  shall  meet 
a^n  in  London. 

Believe  me  to  be 

Your  most  sincere  friend. 

And  I  may  say  admirer, — [Oh,  John  Eames  I] 
Joux  Eames. 


CHAPTER    XV. 

THE   LAST   DAY. 


Last  days  are  wretched  days ;  and  so  are  last  moments 
wretched  moments.  It  is  not  the  fact  that  the  parting  is 
coming  which  makes  these  days  and  moments  so  wretched, 
but  the  feeling  that  something  special  is  expected  from  them, 
which  something  they  always  fail  to  produce.  Spasmodic 
periods  of  pleasure,  of  atiection,  or  even  of  study,  seldom  fail 
of  disappointment  when  premeditated.  "\Mieii  last  days  are 
coming,  they  should  be  allowed  to  come  and  to  glide  away 
without  special  notice  or  mention.  And  as  for  last  moments, 
there  should  be  none  such.  Let  them  ever  be  ended,  even 
before  their  presence  has  been  acknowledged. 

But  Lily  Dale  had  not  yet  been  taught  these  lessons  by 
her  world's  experience,  and  she  expected  that  this  sweetest 
cup  of  which  she  had  ever  drank  should  go  on  being  sweet — 
sweeter  and  still  sweeter — as  long  as  she  could  press  it  to  her' 
lips.  How  the  dregs  had  come  to  mix  themselves  with  the 
last  drops  we  have  already  seen ;  and  on  that  same  day — 
on  the  Monday  evening — the  bitter  tusk  still  remained ;  for 
Crosbie,  as  they  walked  about  through  the  gardens  in  the 
evening,  found  other  subjects  on  which  he  thought  it  necessary 
to  give  her  sumlry  hints,  intended  for  her  edification,  which 
came  to  her  with  much  of  the  savour  of  a  lectiu-e.  A  girl, 
when  she  is  thoroughly  in  love,  as  surely  was  the  case  with 
Lily,  likes  to  receive  hints  as  to  her  future  life  from  the  man 
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to  whom  she  is  devoted ;  but  she  would,  I  think,  prefer  that 
such  hints  should  be  short,  and  that  the  lesson  should  be 
implied  rather  than  declared  ; — that  they  should,  in  fact,  be 
hints  and  not  lectures.  Crosbie,  who  was  a  man  of  tact,  who 
understood  the  world  and  had  been  dealing  with  women  for 
many  years,  no  doubt  understood  all  this  as  well  as  we  do. 
But  he  had  come  to  entertain  a  notion  that  he  was  an  injured 
man,  that  he  was  giving  very  much  more  than  was  to  be  given 
to  him,  and  that  therefore  he  was  entitled  to  take  liberties 
which  might  not  fairly  be  within  the  reach  of  another  lover. 
My  reader  will  say  that  in  all  this  he  was  ungenerous.  Well ; 
he  was  ungenerous.  I  do  not  know  that  I  have  ever  said  that 
much  generosity  was  to  be  expected  from  him.  He  had  some 
principles  of  right  and  vrrong  under  the  guidance  of  which  it 
may  perhaps  be  hoped  that  he  will  not  go  utterly  astray  ;  but 
his  past  life  had  not  been  of  a  nature  to  make  him  unselfish. 
He  was  ungenerous,  and  Lily  felt  it,  though  she  would  not 
acknowledge  it  even  to  herself.  She  had  been  very  open  with 
him, — acknowledging  the  depth  of  her  love  for  him ;  telling 
him  that  he  was  now  all  in  all  to  her ;  that  life  without  his 
love  would  be  impossible  to  her :  and  in  a  certain  way  he  took 
advantage  of  these  strong  avowals,  treating  her  as  though  she 
were  a  creature  utterly  in  his  power ; — as  indeed  she  was. 

On  that  evening  he  said  no  more  of  Johnny  Eames,  but 
said  much  of  the  difficulty  of  a  man  establishing  himself  with 
a  wife  in  London,  who  had  nothing  but  his  own  moderate 
income  on  which  to  rely.  He  did  not  in  so  many  words  tell 
her  that  if  her  fi-iends  could  make  up  for  her  two  or  three 
thousand  pounds, — that  being  much  less  .than  he  had  expected 
when  he  first  made  his  offer, — this  terrible  difficulty  would  bo 
removed ;  but  he  said  enough  to  make  her  understand  that  the 
world  would  call  him  very  imprudent  in  taking  a  girl  who  had 
nothing.  And  as  he  spoke  of  these  things,  Lily  remaining  for 
the  most  part  silent  as  he  did  so,  it  occurred  to  him  that  he 
might  talk  to  her  freely  of  his  past  life, — more  freely  than  he 
would  have  done  had  he  feared  that  he  might  lose  her  by  any 
such  disclosures.  He  had  no  fear  of  losing  her.  Alas  !  might 
it  not  be  possible  that  he  had  some  such  hope  ! 

He  told  her  that  his  past  life  had  been  expensive  ;  that, 
though  he  was  not  in  debt,  he  had  lived  up  to  every  shilling 
that  he  had,  and  that  he  had  contracted  habits  of  expendi- 
ture which  it  would  be  almost  impossible  for  him  to  lay  aside 
at  a  day's  notice.     Then  he  spolio  of  entanglements,  meaning, 
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as  he  (lid  so,  to  explain  more  fully  what  were  their  nature, — 
but  not  dariug  to  do  so  when  he  found  that  Lily  was  altogether 
in  the  dark  as  to  what  he  meant.  No  ;  he  was  not  a  {,'enerous 
man, — a  very  ungenerous  man.  And  yet,  during  all  this  time, 
he  thought  that  he  was  guided  by  principle.  "  It  will  be  best 
that  I  should  be  honest  with  her,"  he  said  to  himself.  And 
then  he  told  himself,  scores  of  times,  that  when  making  his 
oHer  he  had  expected,  and  had  a  right  to  expect,  that  she 
would  not  be  penniless.  Under  those  circumstances  he  had 
duue  the  best  he  could  for  her — ofleriug  her  his  heart  honestly, 
with  a  quick  readiness  to  make  her  his  own  at  the  earliest  day 
that  she  might  think  possible.  Had  he  been  more  cautious, 
he  need  not  have  fallen  into  this  cruel  mistake  ;  but  she,  at 
any  rate,  could  not  quarrel  with  him  for  his  imprudence. 
And  still  he  was  determined  to  stand  by  his  engagement  and 
willing  to  many  her,  although,  as  he  the  more  thought  of  it, 
he  felt  the  more  strongly  that  he  would  thereby  ruin  his  pros- 
pects, and  thrust  beyond  his  own  reach  all  those  good  things 
which  he  had  hoped  to  win.  As  he  continued  to  talk  to  her  he 
gave  himself  special  credit  for  his  generosity,  and  felt  that  he 
was  only  doing  his  duty  by  her  in  pointing  out  to  her  all  the 
ditliculties  which  lay  in  the  way  of  their  marriage. 

At  first  Lily  said  some  words  intended  to  convey  an 
assm-ance  that  she  would  be  the  most  economical  wife  that 
man  ever  had,  but  she  soon  ceased  from  such  promises  as 
these.  Her  perceptions  were  keen,  and  she  discovered  that 
the  difRculties  of  which  he  was  afi-aid  were  those  which  he 
must  overcome  before  his  marriage,  not  any  which  might  be 
expected  to  overhelm  him  after  it.  "A  cheap  and  nasty  menage 
would  be  my  aversion,"  he  said  to  her.  "  It  is  that  which  I 
want  to  avoid, — chietly  for  your  sake."  Then  she  promised 
him  that  she  would  wait  patiently  for  his  time — "  even  though 
it  should  be  for  seven  years,"  she  said,  looking  up  into  his  face 
and  trjing  to  find  there  some  sign  of  approbation.  "  That's 
nonsense,"  he  said.  "  People  are  not  patriarchs  now-a-days. 
I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  wait  two  years.  And  that's  a  deuce 
of  a  bore, — a  teirible  bore."  And  there  was  that  in  the  tone 
of  his  voice  which  grated  on  her  feelings,  aud  made  her 
wretched  for  the  moment. 

As  he  paited  with  her  for  the  night  on  her  o^\•n  side  of  the 
little  bridge  which  led  from  one  garden  to  the  other,  he  put 
his  arm  round  her  to  embrace  her  and  kiss  her,  as  he  had 
often  done  at  that  spot.     It  had  become  a  habit  with  them  to 
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say  their  evening  farewells  there,  and  the  secluded  little  nook 
amongst  the  shrubs  was  inexpressibly  dear  to  Lily.  But  on 
the  present  occasion  she  made  an  effort  to  avoid  his  caress. 
She  turned  from  him — very  slightly,  but  it  was  enough,  and 
he  felt  it.  "  Are  you  angry  with  me  ?  "  he  said.  "  Oh,  no  ! 
Adolphus ;  how  can  I  be  angiy  with  you  ?  "'  And  then  she 
turned  to  him  and  gave  him  her  face  to  kiss  almost  before  he 
had  again  asked  for  it.  "  He  shall  not  at  any  rate  think  that 
I  am  unkind  to  him, — and  it  v/ill  not  matter  now,"  she  said 
to  herself,  as  she  walked  slowly  across  the  lawn,  in  the  dark, 
up  to  her  mother's  di-awing-room  window. 

"  AVell,  dearest,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  who  was  there  alone; 
"  did  the  beards  wag  meny  in  the  Great  Hall  this  evening '?" 
That  was  a  joke  with  them,  for  neither  Crosbie  nor  Bernard 
Dale  used  a  razor  at  his  toilet. 

"  Not  specially  merry.  And  I  think  it  was  my  fault,  for 
I  have  a  headache.  Mamma,  I  beheve  I  will  go  at  once  to 
bed." 

"  My  darling,  is  there  anything  wrong  ?  " 

"Nothing,  mamma.  But  we  had  such  a  long  ride;  and 
then  Adolphus  is  going,  and  of  course  we  have  so  much  to 
say.  To-morrow  will  be  the  last  day,  for  I  shall  only  just  see 
him  on  Wednesday  morning ;  and  as  I  want  to  be  well,  if  pos- 
sible, I'll  go  to  bed."     And  so  she  took  her  candle  and  went. 

When  Bell  came  up,  Lily  was  still  awake,  but  she  begged 
her  sister  not  to  disturb  her,  "  Don't  talk  to  me,  Bell,"  she 
said.  "  I'm  trying  to  make  myself  quiet,  and  I  half  feel  that 
I  should  get  childish  if  I  went  ou  talking.  I  have  almost 
more  to  think  of  than  I  know  how  to  manage."  And  she 
strove,  not  altogether  unsuccessfully,  to  speak  with  a  cheery 
tone,  as  though  the  cares  which  weighed  upon  her  were  not 
unpleasant  in  their  nature.  Then  her  sister  kissed  her  and 
left  her  to  her  thoughts. 

And  she  had  great  matter  for  thinking;  so  great,  that 
many  hours  sounded  in  her  ears  from  the  clock  on  the  stahs 
before  she  brought  her  thoughts  to  a  shape  that  satisfied  her- 
self. She  did  so  bring  them  at  last,  and  then  she  slept.  She 
did  so  bring  them,  toiling  over  her  work  with  tears  that  made 
her  pillow  wet,  with  heart-burning  and  almost  with  heart- 
breaking, with  much  doubting,  and  many  anxious,  eager  in- 
quiries within  her  own  bosom  as  to  that  which  she  ought  to 
do,  and  that  which  she  could  endure  to  do.  But  at  last  her 
resolve  was  taken,  and  then  she  slept. 
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It  had  been  afrrceJ  between  them  that  Crosbie  should  come 
down  to  the  Small  House  on  the  next  day  after  breakfast, 
and  remain  there  till  the  time  came  for  riding.  But  Lily  deter- 
mined to  alter  this  arrangement,  and  accordingly  put  on  her  hat 
immediately  after  breakfast,  and  posted  herself  at  the  bridge, 
so  as  to  intercept  her  lover  as  he  came.  He  soon  appeared 
with  his  friend  l>alc,  and  she  at  once  told  him  her  pui-pose. 

"  I  want  to  have  a  talk  with  you,  Adolphus,  before  you  go 
in  to  manmia  ;  so  come  with  me  into  the  field." 

"  All  right,"  said  he. 

"  And  Bernard  can  finish  his  cigar  on  the  lawn.  Mamma 
and  Bell  will  join  him  there." 

"  All  right,"  said  Beniard.  So  they  separated ;  and 
Crosbie  went  awav  with  Lily  into  the  field  where  thev  had  first 
learned  to  know  each  other  in  those  haymaking  days. 

She  did  not  say  much  till  they  were  well  away  from  the 
house  ;  but  answered  what  words  he  chose  to  speak, — not 
knowing  very  well  of  what  he  spoke.  But  when  she  con- 
sidered that  they  had  reached  the  proper  spot,  she  began  very 
abruptly. 

•'  Adolphus,"  she  said,  "  I  have  something  to  say  to  you, 
— something  to  which  you  must  listen  very  carefully."  Then 
he  looked  at  her,  and  at  once  knew  that  she  was  in  earnest. 

"  This  is  the  last  day  on  which  I  could  say  it,"  she  con- 
tinued ;  "  and  I  am  very  glad  that  I  have  not  let  the  last  day 
go  by  without  saying  it.  I  should  not  have  known  how  to  put 
it  in  a  letter." 

"^^^latisit,  Lily?" 

"  And  I  do  not  know  that  I  can  say  it  properly;  but  I  hope 
that  you  will  not  be  hard  upon  me.  Adolphus,  if  you  wish 
that  all  this  between  us  should  be  over,  I  will  consent." 

"  Lily !  " 

"  I  mean  what  I  say.  If  you  wish  it,  I  will  consent ;  and 
when  I  have  said  so,  proposing  it  myself,  you  may  be  quitt^ 
sure  that  I  shall  never  blame  you,  if  you  take  me  at  my  word.  ' 

"  Are  you  tired  of  me,  Lily  ?  " 

"  No.  I  shall  never  be  tired  of  you, — never  wear}-  with 
loving  y(ju.  I  did  not  wish  to  say  so  now ;  but  I  will  answer 
your  question  boldly.  Tired  of  you !  I  fancy  that  a  pirl  can 
never  grow  tired  of  her  lover.  But  I  would  sooner  die  in  the 
struggle  than  be  the  cause  of  your  ruin.  It  would  be  better, 
— in  every  way  better." 

"  I  have  said  nothing  of  being  ruined.' 
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"  But  listen  to  me.  I  should  not  die  if  you  left  me, — 
not  be  utterly  broken-hearted.  Nothing  on  earth  can  I  ever 
love  as  I  have  loved  you.  But  I  have  a  God  and  a  Saviour 
that  will  be  enough  for  me.  I  can  turn  to  them  with  content, 
if  it  be  well  that  you  should  leave  me.     I  have  gone  to  them, 

and "     But  at  this  moment  she  could  utter  no  more  words. 

She  had  broken  down  in  her  effort,  losing  her  voice  through 
the  strength  of  her  emotion.  As  she  did  not  choose  that  he 
should  see  her  overcome,  she  turned  from  him  and  walked 
away  across  the  grass. 

Of  course  he  followed  her ;  but  he  was  not  so  quick  after 
her,  but  that  time  had  been  given  to  her  to  recover  herself. 
*'  It  is  true,"  she  said.  "  I  have  the  strength  of  which  I  tell 
you.  Though  I  have  given  myself  to  you  as  your  wife,  I  can 
bear  to  be  divorced  from  you  now, — now.  And,  my  love, 
though  it  may  sound  heartless,  I  would  sooner  be  so  divorced 
from  you,  than  cling  to  you  as  a  log  that  must  drag  you  down 
under  the  water,  and  di'own  you  in  trouble  and  care.  I  would ; 
— indeed  I  would.  If  you  go,  of  course  that  kind  of  thing  is 
over  for  me.  But  the  world  has  more  than  that, — much  more ; 
and  I  would  make  myself  happy ; — yes,  my  love,  I  would  be 
happy.     You  need  not  fear  that." 

*'  But,  Lily,  why  is  all  this  said  to  me  here  to-day  ?  " 

"  Because  it  is  my  duty  to  say  it.  I  understand  all  your 
position  now,  though  it  is  only  now.  It  never  flashed  on  me 
till  yesterday.  When  you  proposed  to  me,  you  thought  that 
I, — that  I  had  some  fortune." 

"  Never  mind  that  now,  Lily." 

"  But  you  did.  I  see  it  all  now.  I  ought  perhaps  to  have 
told  you  that  it  was  not  so.  There  has  been  the  mistake,  and 
we  are  both  sufferers.  But  we  need  not  make  the  sufiering 
deeper  than  needs  be.  My  love,  you  are  free, — from  this 
moment.  And  even  my  heart  shall  not  blame  you  for  accepting 
vour  freedom." 

"  And  are  you  afraid  of  poverty  ?"  he  asked  her. 

"  I  am  afraid  of  poverty  for  you.  You  and  I  have  lived 
differently.  Luxuries,  of  which  I  know  nothing,  have  been 
your  daily  comforts.  I  tell  you  I  can  bear  to  part  with  you, 
but  I  cannot  bear  to  become  the  source  of  your  unhappiuess. 
Yes  ;  I  will  bear  it ;  and  none  shall  dare  in  my  hearing  to 
speak  against  you.  I  have  brought  you  here  to  say  the  word ; 
nay,  more  than  that, — to  advise  you  to  say  it." 

He  stood  silent  for  a  moment,  during  which  he  held  her 
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by  the  hand.  She  was  looking  into  his  face,  bnt  he  was 
looking  away  into  the  clouds  ;  striving  to  appear  as  though 
he  was  the  master  of  the  occasion.  But  during  those  moments 
his  mind  was  wTacked  with  doubt.  "What  if  he  should  take 
her  at  her  word  '?  Some  few  would  say  bitter  things  against 
him,  but  such  bitter  things  had  been  said  against  many  another 
man  without  harming  him.  "Would  it  not  be  well  for  both  if 
he  should  take  her  at  her  word  '?  She  would  recover  and  love 
again,  as  other  girls  had  done  ;  and  as  for  him,  he  would  thus 
escape  from  the  niin  at  which  he  had  been  gazing  for  the  last 
week  past.  For  it  was  ruin, — utter  ruin.  He  did  love  her  ; 
so  he  declared  to  himself.  But  was  he  a  man  who  ought  to 
throw  the  world  away  for  love  *?  Such  men  there  were  ;  but 
was  he  one  of  them  '?  Could  he  be  happy  in  that  small  house, 
somewhere  near  the  New  Road,  with  five  chililren  and  horrid 
misgivings  as  to  the  baker's  bill '?  Of  all  men  linng,  was  not 
he  the  last  that  should  have  allowed  himself  to  fall  into  such 
a  trap  '?  All  this  passed  through  his  mind  as  he  turned  his 
face  up  to  the  clouds  with  a  look  that  was  intended  to  be 
grand  and  noble. 

"  Speak  to  me,  Adolphus,  and  say  that  it  shall  be  so." 

Then  his  heart  misgave  him,  and  he  lacked  the  courage 
to  extricate  himself  from  bis  trouble  ;  or,  as  he  aftenvards  said 
to  himself,  he  had  not  the  heart  to  do  it.  "  If  I  understand 
you,  rightly,  Lily,  all  this  comes  from  no  want  of  love  on  your 
own  part  ?  " 

'•  Want  of  love  on  my  part  ?  But  you  should  not  ask 
me  that." 

••  Until  you  tell  me  that  there  is  such  a  want,  I  will  agi-ee 
to  no  parting."  Then  he  took  her  hand  and  put  it  within  his 
arm.  '•  No,  Lily  ;  whatever  may  be  our  cares  and  troubles, 
we  are  bound  together, — indissolublv." 

"  Are  we  ?  "  said  she  ;  and  as  she  spoke,  her  voice  trembled, 
and  her  hand  shook. 

''  Much  too  firmly  for  any  such  divorce  as  that.  No,  Lily, 
I  claim  the  right  to  tell  you  all  my  troubles  ;  but  I  shall 
not  let  you  go." 

"  But,  Adolphus — "  and  the  hand  on  his  arm  was  begin- 
ning to  cling  to  it  again. 

"  Adoli^hua,"  said  he,  "  has  got  nothing  more  to  say  ou 
that  subject.  He  exercises  the  right  which  he  believes  to  bo 
his  ovra,  and  chooses  to  retain  the  prize  which  he  has  won." 

She  was  now  clinging  to  him  in  very  truth.      "  Oh,  my 
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love !  "  she  saitl.     "I  do  not  know  how  to  say  it  again.     It  is 
01  you  that  I  am  thinking  ; — of  you,  of  you  !  " 

•'  I  know  you  arc ;  hut  vou  have  misunderstood  me  a 
little  ;  that's  all." 

"  Have  I?  Then  listen  to  me  again,  once  more,  my  heart's 
own  darling,  my  love,  my  hushand,  my  lord !  If  I  cannot  be 
to  you  at  once  like  Ruth,  and  never  cease  from  coming  after 
you,  my  thoughts  to  you  shall  be  like  those  of  Ruth  : — if  aught 
but  death  part  thee  and  me,  may  God  do  so  to  me  and  more 
also."     Then  she  fell  upon  his  breast  and  wept. 

He  still  hardly  understood  the  depth  of  her  character.  He 
was  not  himself  deep  enough  to  comprehend  it  all.  But  yet 
he  was  awed  by  her  great  love,  and  exalted  to  a  certain 
solemnity  of  feeling  which  for  the  time  made  him  rejoice  in  his 
late  decision.  For  a  few  hours  he  was  minded  to  throw  the 
world  behind  him,  and  wear  this  woman,  as  such  a  woman 
should  be  worn, — as  a  comforter  to  him  in  all  things,  and  a 
strong  shield  against  great  troubles.  "  Lily,"  he  said,  "  my 
own  Lily  ! " 

"  Yes,  your  own,  to  take  when  you  please,  and  leave  un- 
taken  while  you  please  ;  and  as  much  your  own  in  one  way  I 
as  in  the  other."     Then  she  looked  up  again,  and  essayed  to 
laugh  as  she  did  so.      "  You  will  think  I  am  frantic,  but  I  am] 
so  happy.     I  don't  care  about  your  going  now  :  indeed  I  don't. 
There  ;  you  may  go  now,  this  minute,  if  you  like  it."   And  she! 
withdrew  her  hand  from  him.     "  I  feel  so  differently  from  what] 
I  have  done  for  the  last  few  days.     I  am  so  glad  you  have 
spoken  to  me  as  you  did.     Of  course  I  ought  to  bear  all  those 
things  with  you.     But  I  cannot  be  unhappy  about  it  now.     I 
wonder  if  I  went  to  work  and  made  a  lot  of  things,  whether  j 
that  woukl  help  ?  " 

"  A  set  of  shu'ts  for  me,  for  instance  ?  " 

"  I  could  do  that,  at  any  rate." 

"  It  may  come  to  that  yet,  some  of  these  days." 

"  I  pray  God  that  it  may."  Then  again  she  was  serious, 
and  the  tears  came  once  more  into  her  eyes.  "  I  pray  God 
that  it  may.  To  be  of  use  to  you, — to  work  for  you, — to  do 
something  for  you  that  may  have  in  it  some  sober,  earnest 
purport  of  usefulness ; — that  is  what  I  want  above  all  things. 
I  want  to  be  with  you  at  once  that  I  may  be  of  semce  to 
you.  Would  that  you  and  I  were  alone  together,  that  I  might 
do  cveiytliiug  for  you.  I  sometimes  think  that  a  very  poor 
man's  wife  is  the  happiest,  because  she  does  do  everything." 
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"  You  shall  do  even-thing  very  soon,"  said  he  ;  and  then 
they  sauntered  along  pleasantly  through  the  morning  hours, 
ami  when  they  again  appeared  at  Mrs.  Dale's  tahle,  Mrs. 
Dale  and  Bell  were  astonished  at  Lily's  hrightness.  AH  her 
old  ways  had  seemed  to  retuni  to  her,  and  she  made  her  little 
saucy  speeches  to  Mr.  Croshie  as  she  had  used  to  do  when  he 
was  first  hecoming  fascinated  by  her  sweetness.  "  You  know 
that  you'll  be  such  a  swell  when  you  get  to  that  countess's 
house  that  you'll  forget  all  about  Alliugton." 

"  Of  course  I  shall,"  said  he. 

"  And  the  paper  you  write  upon  will  be  all  over  coronets, 
— that  is,  if  ever  you  do  write.  Perhaps  you  will  to  Bernard 
some  day,  just  to  show  that  you  are  staying  at  a  castle." 

"  You  certainly  don't  deserve  that  he  should  wi-ite  to  you," 
said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  don't  expect  it  for  a  moment, — not  till  he  gets  back 
to  London  and  finds  th:it  he  has  nothing  else  to  do  at  his 
otfice.  But  I  should  so  like  to  see  how  you  and  Lady  Julia  get 
on  together.  It  was  quite  clear  that  she  regarded  you  as  an 
ogre  ;  didn't  she.  Bell  ?  " 

"  So  many  people  are  ogres  to  Lady  Julia,"  said  Bell. 

"  I  believe  Lady  Julia  to  be  a  very  good  woman,"  said  Mrs. 
Dale,  "  and  I  wont  have  her  abused." 

"  Particularly  before  poor  Bernard,  who  is  her  pet  nephew," 
said  Lily.  "  I  dare  say  Adolphus  will  become  a  pet  too  when 
she  has  been  a  week  with  him  at  Courcy  Castle.  Do  try  and 
cut  Bcniard  out." 

From  all  which  ^Irs.  Dale  learned  that  some  care  which 
had  sat  hea\T  on  Lily's  heart  was  now  Ughtened,  if  not  alto- 
gether removed.  She  had  asked  no  questions  of  her  daughter, 
but  she  had  perceived  during  the  past  few  days  that  Lily  was 
in  trouble,  and  she  knew  that  such  trouble  had  arisen  from  her 
engagement.  She  had  asked  no  questions,  but  of  course  she 
had  been  told  what  was  ilr.  Crosbie's  income,  and  had  been 
made  to  understand  that  it  was  not  to  be  considered  as  amply 
sufficient  for  all  the  wants  of  matrimony.  There  was  little 
ditficulty  in  guessing  what  was  the  source  of  Lily's  care,  and 
as  little  in  now  perceiving  that  something  had  been  said  between 
them  by  which  that  care  had  been  relieved. 

After  that  they  all  rode,  and  the  afternoon  went  by  pleasantly. 
It  was  the  last  day  indeed,  but  Lily  had  determiued  that  she 
would  not  be  sad.  She  had  told  him  that  he  might  go  now, 
and  that  she  would  not  be  discontented  at  his  going.     She 
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knew  that  the  morrow  would  be  very  blank  to  her ;  but  she 
struggled  to  live  up  to  the  spkit  of  her  promise,  and  she 
succeeded.  They  all  dined  at  the  Great  House,  even  Mrs. 
Dale  doing  so  upon  this  occasion.  When  they  had  come  in 
from  the  garden  in  the  evening,  Croshie  talked  more  to  Mrs. 
Dale  than  he  did  e^en  to  Lily,  while  Lily  sat  a  little  distant, 
listening  with  all  her  ears,  sometimes  saying  a  low-toned  word, 
and  happy  beyond  expression  in  the  feeling  that  her  mother 
and  her  lover  should  understand  each  other.  And  it  must 
be  understood  that  Croshie  at  this  time  was  fully  determined 
to  conquer  the  difficulties  of  which  he  had  thought  so  much, 
and  to  fix  the  earliest  day  which  might  be  possible  for  his 
man'iage.  The  solemnity  of  that  meeting  in  the  field  still  hung 
about  him,  and  gave  to  his  present  feehngs  a  manliness  and 
a  truth  of  pui'pose  which  were  too  generally  wanting  to  them. 
If  only  those  feelings  would  last !  But  now  he  talked  to  Mrs. 
Dale  about  her  daughter,  and  about  their  future  prospects, 
in  a  tone  which  he  could  not  have  used  had  not  his  mind 
for  the  time  been  trae  to  her.  He  had  never  spoken  so  freely 
to  Lily's  mother,  and  at  no  time  had  Mrs.  Dale  felt  for  him 
so  much  of  a  mother's  love.  He  apologized  for  the  necessity 
of  some  delay,  arguing  that  he  could  not  endure  to  see  his 
young  wife  without  the  comfort  of  a  home  of  her  own,  and 
that  he  was  now,  as  he  always  had  been,  afraid  of  incurring  debt. 
Mrs.  Dale  disliked  waiting  engagements, — as  do  all  mothers, 
— but  she  could  not  answer  unkindly  to  such  pleading  as  this. 

"Lily  is  so  very  young,"  she  said,  "that  she  may  well 
wait  for  a  year  or  so." 

"  For  seven  years,"  said  Lily,  jumping  up  and  whisper- 
ing into  her  mother's  ear.  "  I  shall  hardly  be  six-and- twenty 
then,  which  is  not  at  all  too  old." 

And  so  the  evening  passed  away  veiy  pleasantly. 

"God  bless  you,  Adolphus  !"  Mrs.  Dale  said  to  him,  as 
she  parted  with  him  at  her  own  door.  It  was  the  first  time 
that  she  had  called  him  by  his  Christian  name.  "  I  hope  you 
understand  how  much  we  are  trusting  to  you." 

"I  do, — I  do,"  said  he,  as  he  pressed  her  hand.  Then 
as  he  walked  back  alone,  he  swore  to  himself,  binding  himself 
to  the  oath  with  all  his  heart,  that  he  would  be  time  to  those 
women, — both  to  the  daughter  and  to  the  mother ;  for  the 
solemnity  of  the  morning  was  still  upon  him. 

He  was  to  start  the  next  morning  before  eight,  Bernard 
having  undertaken  to  drive  him  over  to  the  railway  at  Guest- 
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wick.  The  brcakfiist  was  on  tho  table  shortly  after  seven  ;  and 
just  as  the  two  men  had  como  down,  Lily  entered  tho  room, 
with  her  hat  and  shawl.  "  I  said  I  would  be  in  to  pour 
out  your  tea,"  said  she ;  and  then  she  sat  herself  down  over 
against  the  teapot. 

It  was  a  silent  meal,  for  people  do  not  know  what  to  say  in 
those  last  minutes.  And  Bernard,  too,  was  there  ;  proving' 
how  true  is  the  adage  which  says,  that  two  ai-e  company,  but 
that  three  are  not.  I  think  that  Lily  was  wrong  to  come  up 
on  that  last  morning  ;  but  she  would  not  hear  of  letting  him 
start  without  seeing  him,  when  her  lover  had  begged  her  not 
to  put  herself  to  so  much  trouble.  Trouble  !  Would  she  not 
have  sat  up  all  night  to  see  even  the  last  of  the  top  of  his  hat '? 

Then  Bernard,  muttering  something  about  the  horse,  went 
away.  "  I  have  only  one  minute  to  speak  to  you,"  said  she, 
jumping  up,  "  and  I  have  been  thmkiug  all  night  of  what  I  had 
to  say.     It  is  so  easy  to  think,  and  so  hard  to  speak." 

"  My  darling,  I  understand  it  all." 

'*  But  you  must  understand  this,  that  I  will  never  distrust 
you.  I  will  never  ask  you  to  give  me  up  again,  or  say  that  I 
could  be  happy  without  you.  I  could  not  live  without  you ; 
that  is,  without  the  knowledge  that  you  are  mine.  But  I  will 
never  be  impatient,  never.  Pray,  pray  believe  me  !  Nothing 
shall  make  me  distrust  you." 

"  Dearest  Lily,  I  will  endeavour  to  give  you  no  cause." 

"  I  know  you  will  not;  but  I  specially  wanted  to  tell  you 
that.     And  you  will  write, — veiy  soon  ?" 

"Directly  I  get  there." 

"  And  as  often  as  you  can.  But  I  won't  bother  you ;  only 
your  letters  will  make  me  so  happy.  I  shall  bo  so  proud  when 
they  come  to  me.  I  shall  be  aft-aid  of  WTitiug  too  much  to  you, 
for  fear  I  should  tire  you.  ' 

"  You  will  never  do  that." 

"  Shall  I  not?  But  you  must  write  first,  you  know.  If 
you  could  only  understand  how  I  shall  live  upon  your  letters  ! 
And  now  good-by.  There  are  the  wheels.  God  bless  you, 
my  own,  my  own ! "  And  she  gave  herself  np  into  his  arms, 
as  she  had  given  herself  up  into  his  heart. 

She  stood  at  the  door  as  the  two  men  got  into  the  gig,  ami, 
as  it  passed  down  through  the  gate,  she  hurried  out  upon  tht; 
terrace,  from  whence  she  could  see  it  for  a  few  yards  down  the 
lane.  Then  she  ran  from  the  terrace  to  tho  gate,  and,  hurrj'- 
ing  through  the  gate,  made  her  way  into  the  churchvard,  from 
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the  farther  corner  of  which  she  could  see  the  heads  of  the  two 
men  till  they  had  made  the  turn  into  the  main  road  beyond 
the  parsonage.  There  she  remained  till  the  very  sound  of  the 
•wheels  no  longer  reached  her  ears,  stretching  her  eyes  in  the 
direction  they  had  taken.  Then  she  turned  roxmd  slowly  and 
made  her  way  out  at  the  churchyard  gate,  which  opened  on  to 
the  road  close  to  the  fi-ont  door  of  the  Small  House. 

"  I  should  like  to  punch  his  head,"  said  Hopkins,  the 
gardener,  to  himself,  as  he  saw  the  gig  diiven  away  and  saw 
Lily  trip  after  it,  that  she  might  see  the  last  of  him  whom  it 
carried.  "  And  I  wouldn't  think  nothing  of  doing  it ;  no  more 
I  wouldn't,"  Hopkins  added  in  his  soliloquy.  It  was  generally 
thought  about  the  place  that  Miss  lily  was  Hopkins's  favourite  ; 
though  he  showed  it  chiefly  by  snubbing  her  more  frequently 
than  he  snubbed  her  sister. 

Lily  had  evidently  intended  to  retui'n  home  through  the 
fi'ont  door ;  but  she  changed  her  pui-pose  before  she  reached 
the  house,  and  made  her  way  slowly  back  through  the  chui-ch- 
yard,  and  by  the  gate  of  the  Great  House,  and  by  the  garden 
at  the  back  of  it,  till  she  crossed  the  little  bridge.  But  on  the 
bridge  she  rested  awhile,  leaning  against  the  railing  as  she  had 
often  leant  ^vith  him,  and  thinking  of  all  that  had  passed  since 
that  July  day  on  which  she  had  first  met  him;  On  no  spot 
had  he  so  often  told  her  of  his  love  as  on  this,  and  nowhere 
had  she  so  eagerly  sworn  to  him  that  she  would  be  his  own 
dutiful  loving  wife. 

"  And  by  God's  help  so  I  will,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  she 
walked  fiimiy  up  to  the  house.  "  He  has  gone,  mamma,"  she 
said,  as  she  entered  the  breakfast-room.  "And  now  we'll  go 
back  to  our  work-a-day  ways ;  it  has  been  all  Sunday  for  me 
for  the  last  six  weeks." 


CHAPTER    XAT:. 


MR.   CROSBIE   MEETS  AN   OLD  CLEEGYJIAN    ON    HIS  WAY  TO 

COURCY  CASTLE. 

For  the  first  mile  or  two  of  their  jom-ney  Crosbie  and  Beraard 
Dale  sat,  for  the  most  part,  silent  in  their  gig.  Lily,  as  she 
ran  doAvn  to  the  churchyard  comer  and  stodd  there  looking 
after  them  with  her  loving  eyes,  had  not  been  seen  by  them. 
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Bat  the  spii-it  of  her  devotion  was  still  strong  upon  them  both, 
and  they  felt  that  it  would  not  be  well  to  strike  at  once  into 
any  ordiuan,-  topic  of  conversation.  And,  moreover,  we  may 
presume  that  Crosbie  did  feel  much  at  thus  parting  from  such 
a  girl  as  Lily  Dale,  with  whom  he  had  lived  in  close  inter- 
course for  the  last  six  weeks,  and  whom  he  loved  with  all  his 
heart, — with  ail  the  heaii  that  he  had  for  such  purposes.  In 
those  doubts  as  to  his  marriage  which  had  troubled  him  he  had 
never  expressed  to  himself  any  disapproval  of  Lily.  He  had 
not  taught  himself  to  think  that  she  was  other  than  he  would 
have  her  be,  that  he  might  thus  give  himself  an  excuse  for 
parting  fi-om  her.  Not  as  yet,  at  any  rate,  had  he  had  recourse 
to  that  practice,  so  common  with  men  who  wish  to  free  them- 
selves from  the  bonds  with  which  they  have  permitted  them- 
selves to  be  bound.  Lily  had  been  too  sweet  to  his  eyes,  to 
his  touch,  to  all  his  senses  for  that.  He  had  enjoyed  too 
keenly  the  pleasure  of  being  with  her,  and  of  hearing  her  tell 
him  that  she  loved  him,  to  allow  of  his  being  personally  tired 
nf  her.  He  had  not  been  so  spoilt  by  his  club  Ufe  but  that  he 
had  taken  exquisite  pleasure  in  all  her  nice  countiy  ways,  and 
soft,  kind-hearted,  womanly  humour.  He  was  by  no  means 
tired  of  LUy.  Better  than  any  of  his  London  pleasures  was 
this  pleasure  of  making  love  in  the  gi'een  fields  to  Lily  Dale. 
It  was  the  consequences  of  it  that  atirighted  him.  Babies  with 
their  belongings  would  come ;  and  dull  evenings,  over  a  dull 
fire,  or  else  the  pining  grief  of  a  disappointed  woman.  He 
would  be  driven  to  be  careful  as  to  his  clothes,  because  the 
ordering  of  a  new  coat  would  entail  a  serious  expenditui'e.  He 
could  go  no  more  among  countesses  and  their  daughters, 
because  it  would  be  out  of  the  question  that  his  wife  should 
visit  at  their  houses.  All  the  victories  that  he  had  ever  won 
must  be  given  np.  He  was  thinking  of  this  even  while  the 
:ig  was  going  round  the  corner  near  the  parsonage  house,  and 
vhile  Lily's  eyes  were  still  blessed  with  some  view  of  his 
leparting  back  ;  but  he  was  thinking,  also,  that  moment,  that 
there  might  be  other  victory  in  store  for  him  :  that  it  might  be 
possible  for  him  to  learn  to  like  that  fireside,  even  though 
babies  should  be  there,  and  a  woman  opposite  to  him  intent 
»a  babv  cares.  He  was  struijsling  as  best  he  knew  how :  for 
t'  '  Minity  which  Lily  had  imparted  to  him  had  not  yet 
^         -I  from  his  spirit. 

'•  I  hope  that,  upon  the  whole,  you  feel  contented  with 
your  visit  ?  "  said  Bernard  to  him,  at  last. 
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"  Contented  ?     Of  course  I  do." 

"  That  is  easily  said;  and  civility  to  me,  perliaps,  demands 
as  much.  But  I  know  that  you  have,  to  some  extent,  been 
disappointed." 

"  Well ;  yes.  I  have  been  disappointed  as  regards  money. 
It  is  of  no  use  denying  it." 

"  I  should  not  mention  it  now,  only  that  I  want  to  laiow 
that  3'ou  exonerate  me." 

"I  have  never  blamed  you; — neither  you,  nor  anybody 
else ;  unless,  indeed,  it  has  been  myself." 

"  You  mean  that  you  regret  what  you've  done  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  don't  mean  that.  I  am  too  devotedly  attached  to 
that  dear  gii-1  whom  we  have  just  left  to  feel  any  regret  that  I 
have  engaged  myself  to  her.  But  I  do  think  that  had  I 
managed  better  with  your  uncle  things  might  have  been 
different." 

"I  doubt  it.  Indeed  I  know  that  it  is  not  so;  and  can 
assure  you  that  you  need  not  make  yourself  unhappy  on  that 
score.  I  had  thought,  as  you  well  know,  that  he  would  have 
done  something  for  Lily ; — something,  though  not  as  much  as 
he  always  intended  to  do  for  Bell.  But  you  may  be  sure  of 
this ;  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  as  to  what  he  would  do. 
Nothing  that  you  or  I  could  have  said  would  have  changed 
him." 

"Well;  we  won't  say  anything  more  about  it,"  said 
Crosbie. 

Then  they  went  on  again  in  silence,  and  arrived  at  Guest- 
wick  in  ample  time  for  the  train. 

"Let  me  know  as  soon  as  you  get  to  town,"  said 
Crosbie. 

"  Oh,  of  course.     I'U  write  to  you  before  that," 

And  so  they  parted.  As  Dale  turned  and  went,  Crosbie 
felt  that  he  liked  him  less  than  he  had  done  before ;  and 
Bernard,  also,  as  he  was  driving  him,  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  Crosbie  would  not  be  so  good  a  fellow  as  a  brother-in-law 
as  he  had  been  as  a  chance  friend.  "  He'll  give  us  trouble, 
in  some  way ;  and  I'm  soiTy  that  I  brought  him  down." 
That  was  Dale's  inward  conviction  in  the  matter. 

Crosbie's  way  from  Guestwick  lay,  by  i-ailway,  to  Bar- 
chestcr,  the  cathedral  city  lying  in  the  next  county,  from 
whence  he  purposed  to  have  himself  conveyed  over  to  Courcy. 
There  had,  in  truth,  been  no  cause  for  his  very  early 
departure,  as  he  was  aware  that  all  arrivals  at  country  houses 
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should  take  place  at  some  hour  not  much  previous  to  dinner. 
He  had  been  determined  to  be  so  soon  upon  the  road  by  a 
t'ocling  that  it  would  be  well  for  him  to  get  over  those  last 
hours.  Thus  he  found  himself  in  Barchester  at  eleven  o'clock, 
with  nothing  on  his  hands  to  do ;  and,  having  nothing  else 
to  do,  he  went  to  church.  There  was  a  full  service  at  the 
cathoilral,  and  as  the  verger  marshalled  him  up  to  one  of 
the  empty  stalls,  a  little  spare  old  man  was  beginning  to 
chant  the  Litany.  "  I  did  not  mean  to  fall  in  for  all  this," 
said  Crosbie,  to  himself,  as  he  settled  himself  with  his  arms 
on  the  cushion.  But  the  peculiar  charm  of  that  old  man's 
voice  soon  attracted  him ; — a  voice  that,  though  tremulous, 
was  yet  strong ;  and  he  ceased  to  regret  the  saint  whose 
honour  and  glon*  had  occasioned  the  length  of  that  dav's 
special  service. 

"  And  who  is  the  old  gentleman  who  chanted  the  Litany?  " 
he  asked  the  verger  afterwai-ds,  as  he  allowed  himself  to  be 
shown  round  the  monuments  of  the  cathedral. 

"  That's  our  precentor,  sir ;  Mr.  Harding.  You  must 
have  heard  of  Mr.  Harding."  But  Crosbie,  with  a  full  apology, 
confessed  his  ignorance. 

"  Well,  sir;  he's  pretty  well  known  too,  tho'  he  is  so  shy 
like.  He's  father-in-law  to  our  dean,  sir;  and  father-in-law 
to  Archdeacon  Grantly  also." 

"  His  daughters  have  all  gone  into  the  profession, 
then?" 

"  \N\v,  yes;  but  Miss  Eleanor — for  I  remember  her 
before  she  was  married  at  all, — when  they  lived  at  the 
hospital " 

"  At  the  hospital  ?  " 

"  Hiram's  hospital,  sir.  He  was  warden,  you  know.  You 
should  go  and  see  the  hospital,  sir,  if  you  never  was  there 
before.  Well,  Miss  Eleanor, — that  was  his  youngest, — she 
married  !Mr.  Bold  as  her  first.  But  now  she's  the  dean's 
lady." 

'"  Oh ;  the  dean's  lady,  is  she  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed.  And  what  do  you  think,  sir  ?  Mr.  Harding 
might  have  been  dean  himself  if  he'd  liked.  They  did  od'er  it 
to  him." 

"And  he  refused  it?" 

"  Indeed  he  did,  sir." 

**  Nolo  decanari.  I  never  heard  of  that  before.  What 
made  him  so  modest  ?  " 
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"  Just  that,  sir ;  because  he  is  modest.  He's  past  his 
seventy  now, — ever  so  much ;  but  he's  just  as  modest  as  a 
young  girl,  A  deal  more  modest  than  some  of  them.  To 
see  him  and  his  granddaughter  together  !  " 

"  And  who  is  his  gi-anddaughter  ?  " 

"  Why,  Lady  Dumbello,  as  will  be  the  Marchioness  of 
Hartletop." 

"I  know  Lady  Dumbello,"  said  Crosbie ;  not  meaning, 
however,  to  boast  to  the  verger  of  his  noble  acquaintance. 

"  Oh,  do  you,  sir  ?  "  said  the  man,  unconsciously  touching 
his  hat  at  this  sign  of  greatness  in  the  stranger ;  though  in 
truth  he  had  no  love  for  her  ladyship.  .  "  Perhaps  you're 
going  to  be  one  of  the  partv  at  Courcy  Castle." 

"  Well,  I  believe  I  am.'" 

"  You'll  find  her  ladyship  there  before  you.  She  lunched 
with  her  aunt  at  the  deaneiy  as  she  went  through,  yesterday ; 
finding  it  too  much  trouble  to  go  out  to  her  father's,  at  Plum- 
stead.  Her  father  is  the  archdeacon,  you  know.  They  do 
say, — but  her  ladyship  is  your  fiiend !  " 

"  No  friend  at  all  ;  only  a  very  slight  acquaintance. 
She's  quite  as  much  above  my  line  as  she  is  above  her 
father's." 

"  Well,  she  is  above  them  all.  They  say  she  would  hardly 
as  much  as  speak  to  the  old  gentleman." 

"What,  her  father?" 

"  No,  Mr.  Harding  ;  he  that  chanted  the  Litany  just  now. 
There  he  is,  sir,  coming  out  of  the  deanery." 

They  were  now  standing  at  the  door  leading  out  from  one 
of  the  transepts,  and  Mr.  Harding  passed  them  as  they  were 
speaking  together.  He  was  a  little,  mthered,  shambling  old 
man,  with  bent  shoulders,  di'essed  in  knee-breeches  and  long 
black  gaiters,  which  hung  rather  loosely  about  his  poor  old 
legs, — nibbing  his  hands  one  over  the  other  as  he  went.  And 
yet  he  walked  quickly ;  not  tottering  as  he  walked,  but  with 
an  uncertain,  doubtful  step.  The  verger,  as  Mr.  Harding 
passed,  put  his  hand  to  his  head,  and  Crosbie  also  raised 
his  hat.  Whereupon  Mr.  Harding  raised  his,  and  bowed,  and 
turned  round  as  though  he  were  about  to  speak.  Crosbie 
felt  that  he  had  never  seen  a  face  on  which  traits  of  human 
kindness  wei*e  more  plainly  written.  But  the  old  man  did  not 
speak.  He  turned  his  body  half  round,  and  then  shambled 
back,  as  though  ashamed  of  his  intention,  and  passed  on. 
"  He  is  of  that  sort  that  they  make  the  angels  of,"  said 
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the  verger.  "  But  they  can't  make  many  if  they  want  them 
all  as  good  as  he  is.  I'm  much  obliged  to  you,  sir."  And 
he  pocketed  the  half-crown  which  Crosbie  gave  him. 

"  So  that's  Lady  Dumbello's  gi-andfather,"  said  Crosbie, 
to  himself,  as  he  walked  slowly  round  the  close  towards  the 
hospital,  by  the  path  which  the  verger  had  shown  him.  He 
had  no  great  love  for  Lady  I)umbello,  who  had  dared  to  snub 
him, — even  him.  "  They  may  make  an  angel  of  the  old 
gentleman,"  he  continued  to  say  ;  "  but  they'll  never  succeed 
in  that  way  with  the  gi-anddaughter." 

He  sauntered  slowly  on  over  a  little  bridge ;  and  at  the 
gate  of  the  hospital  he  again  came  upon  Mr.  Harding.  "  I 
was  going  to  venture  in,"  said  he,  "  to  look  at  the  place.  But 
perhaps  I  shall  be  intniding  ?  " 

"Xo,  no;  by  no  means,"  said  Mr.  Harding.  "Pray 
come  in.  I  cannot  say  that  I  am  just  at  home  here.  I  do 
not  live  here, — not  now.  But  I  know  the  ways  of  the  place 
well,  and  can  make  you  welcome.  That's  the  warden's  house. 
Perhaps  we  won't  go  in  so  early  in  the  day,  as  the  lady  has  a 
veri'  large  family.  An  excellent  lady,  and  a  dear  friend  of 
mine, — as  is  her  husband." 

"  And  he  is  warden,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Yes,  warden  of  the  hospital.  You  see  the  house,  sir. 
Very  pretty,  isn't  it  ?  Very-  pretty.  To  my  idea  it's  the 
prettiest  built  house  I  ever  saw." 

"  I  won't  go  quite  so  far  as  that,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  But  you  would  if  you'd  lived  there  twelve  years,  as  I 
did.  I  lived  in  that  house  twelve  years,  and  I  don't  think 
there's  so  sweet  a  spot  on  the  earth's  sui-face.  Did  you  ever 
Bee  such  turf  as  that  ?  " 

"  Very  nice  indeed,"  said  Crosbie,  who  began  to  make  a 
comparison  with  Mrs.  Dale's  turf  at  the  Small  House,  and  to 
4etenuine  that  the  Allington  turf  was  better  than  that  of  the 
hospital. 

'•  I  had  that  turf  laid  down  myself.  There  were  borders 
there  when  I  first  came,  with  hollyhocks,  and  those  sort  of 
things.     The  turf  was  an  improvement." 

"  There's  no  doubt  of  that,  I  should  say." 

"  The  turf  was  an  improvement,  certainly.  And  I  planted 
those  shrubs,  too.  There  isn't  such  a  Portugal  lauixd  as  that 
in  the  county." 

"Were  you  warden  here,  sir?"  And  Crosbie,  as  he 
:.3ked  the  question,  remembered  that,  in  his  verj*  young  days, 
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he  had  heard  of  some  newspaper  quarrel  which   had  taken 
place  about  Hmim's  hospital  at  Barchester. 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  was  warden  here  for  twelve  years.  Dear, 
dear,  dear!  If  they  had  put  any  gentleman  here  that  was 
not  on  h'iendly  terms  with  me  it  would  have  made  me  very 
unhappy, — very.     But,  as  it  is,  I  go  in  and  out  just  as  I  like  ; 

almost  as  much  as  I  did  before  they But  they  didn't 

turn  me  out.     There  were  reasons  which  made  it  best  that  I 
should  resign." 

"  And  you  live  at  the  deanery  now,  Mr.  Harding  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  live  at  the  deanery  now.  But  I  am  not  dean,  you 
know.  My  son-in-law,  Dr.  Ai'abin,  is  the  dean.  I  have 
another  daughter  married  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  can  truly 
say  that  my  lines  have  fallen  to  me  in  pleasant  places." 

Then  he  took  Crosbie  in  among  the  old  men,  into  all  of 
whose  rooms  he  went.  It  was  an  almshouse  for  aged  men  of 
the  city,  and  before  Crosbie  had  left  him  Mr.  Harding  had 
explained  all  the  circumstances  of  the  hospital,  and  of  the  way 
in  which  he  had  left  it.  "I  didn't  Hke  going,  you  know;  I 
thought  it  would  break  my  heart.  But  I  could  not  stay  when 
they  said  such  things  as  that ; — I  couldn't  stay.  And,  what 
is  more,  I  should  have  been  wrong  to  stay.  I  see  it  all  now. 
But  when  I  went  out  under  that  arch,  Mr.  Crosbie,  leaning 
on  my  daughter's  arm,  I  thought  that  my  heart  would  have 
broken."  And  the  tears  even  now  ran  down  the  old  man's 
cheeks  as  he  spoke. 

It  was  a  long  story,  and  it  need  not  be  repeated  here. 
And  there  was  no  reason  why  it  should  have  been  told  to 
Mr.  Crosbie,  other  than  this, — that  Mr.  Harding  was  a  fond 
gaiTulous  old  man,  who  loved  to  indulge  his  mind  in  reminis- 
.cences  of  the  past.  But  this  was  remai'ked  by  Crosbie  ;  that, 
in  telling  his  story,  no  word  was  said  by  Mr.  Harding  injurious 
to  any  one.  And  yet  he  had  been  injured, — injured  very 
deeply.  "  It  was  all  for  the  best,"  he  said  at  last ;  "  especially 
as  the  happiness  has  not  been  denied  to  me  of  making  myself 
at  home  at  the  old  place.  I  would  take  you  into  the  house, 
which  is  very  comfortable, — very ;  only  it  is  not  always  con- 
venient early  in  the  day,  where  there's  a  large  family."  In 
hearing  which  Crosbie  was  again  made  to  think  of  his  own 
future  homo  and  limited  income. 

He  had  told  the  old  clergyman  who  he  was,  and  that  he 
was  on  his  way  to  Courcy.  "  Where,  as  I  understand,  I  shall 
meet  a  granddaughter  of  yours." 
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"  Yes,  yes ;  she  is  my  grandchild.  She  and  I  have  got 
into  ditlbrcut  walks  of  life  now,  so  that  I  don't  see  much  of 
her.  They  tell  me  that  she  does  her  duty  well  in  that  sphere 
of  life  to  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  call  her." 

"That  depends,"  thought  Crosbie,  "on  what  the  duties 
of  a  viscountess  may  be  supposed  to  be."  But  he  wished  his 
new  friend  good-by,  ■\\-ithout  saying  anything  further  as  to 
Lady  Dumbello,  and,  at  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  had 
himself  diiven  up  under  the  portico  of  Courcy  Castle. 


CHAPTER  XYII. 
COURCY     CASTLE. 


Courcy  Castle  was  very  full.  In  the  first  place,  there  was  a 
great  gathering  there  of  all  the  Courcy  family.  The  earl  was 
there, — and  the  countess,  of  course.  At  this  period  of  the 
year  Lady  De  Courcy  was  always  at  home ;  but  the  presence 
of  the  earl  himself  had  heretofore  been  by  no  means  so  certain. 
He  was  a  man  who  had  been  much  given  to  royal  visitings  and 
attendances,  to  parties  in  the  Highlands,  to — no  doubt  neces- 
sary— prolongations  of  the  London  season,  to  sojouniings  at 
certain  German  watering-places,  convenient,  probably,  in  order 
that  he  might  study  the  ways  and  ceremonies  of  Geiman 
Courts, — and  to  various  other  absences  from  home,  occasioned 
by  a  close  pursuit  of  his  own  special  aims  in  life ;  for  the 
Earl  De  Courcy  had  been  a  great  courtier.  But  of  late  gout, 
lumbago,  and  perhaps  also  some  diminution  in  his  powers  of 
making  himself  generally  agreeable,  had  reconciled  him  to 
domestic  duties,  and  the  earl  spent  much  of  his  time  at  home. 
The  countess,  in  former  days,  had  been  heard  to  complain  of 
her  lord's  frequent  absence.  But  it  is  hard  to  please  some 
women, — and  now  she  would  not  always  be  satisfied  with  his 
presence. 

And  all  the  sons  and  daughters  were  there, — excepting 
Lord  Porlock,  the  eldest,  who  never  met  his  father.  The  earl 
and  Lord  Porlock  were  not  on  terms,  and  indeed  hated  each 
other  as  onlv  such  fathers  and  such  sons  can  hate.  The 
Honourable  George  De  Courcy  was  there  with  his  bride,  he 
having  lately  performed  a  manifest  duty,  in  having  married  a 
young  woman  with  money.     Veiy  young  she  was  not, — having 
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reached  some  years  of  her  life  in  advance  of  thirty  ;  but  then, 
neither  was  the  Honourable  George  veiy  young ;  and  in  this 
respect  the  two  were  not  ill-sorted.  The  lady's  money  had  not 
been  very  much, — perhaps  thirty  thousand  pounds  or  so.  But 
then  the  Honourable  George's  money  had  been  absolutely 
none.  Now  he  had  an  income  on  which  he  could  live,  and 
therefore  his  father  and  mother  had  forgiven  him  all  his  sins, 
and  taken  him  again  to  their  bosom.  And  the  marriage  was 
matter  of  great  moment,  for  the  elder  scion  of  the  house  had 
not  yet  taken  to  himself  a  wife,  and  the  De  Courcy  family 
might  have  to  look  to  this  union  for  an  heir.  The  lady  herself 
was  not  beautiful,  or  clever,  or  of  imposing  manners — nor  was 
she  of  high  birth.  But  neither  was  she  ugly,  nor  unbearably 
stupid.  Her  manners  were,  at  any  rate,  innocent ;  and  as  to 
her  birth, — seeing  that,  from  the  first,  she  was  not  supposed 
to  have  had  any, — no  disappointment  was  felt.  Her  father  had 
been  a  coal-merchant.  She  was  always  called  Mrs.  George, 
and  the  eflbrt  made  respecting  her  by  everybody  in  and  about 
the  family  was  to  treat  her  as  though  she  were  a  figure  of  a 
woman,  a  large  well-dressed  resemblance  of  a  being,  whom  it 
was  necessary  for  certain  purposes  that  the  De  Courcys  should 
carry  in  their  train.  Of  the  Honourable  George  we  may 
further  observe,  that,  having  been  a  spendthrift  all  his  life, 
he  had  now  become  strictly  parsimonious.  Having  reached 
the  discreet  age  of  forty,  he  had  at  last  learned  that  beggary 
was  objectionable ;  and  he,  therefore,  devoted  eveiy  energy  of 
his  mind  to  saving  shillings  and  pence  wherever  pence  and 
shillings  might  be  saved.  When  first  this  turn  came  upon 
him  both  his  father  and  mother  were  delighted  to  observe  it ; 
but,  although  it  had  hardly  yet  lasted  over  twelve  months, 
some  evil  results  were  beginning  to  appear.  Though  possessed 
of  an  income,  he  would  take  no  steps  towards  possessing  him- 
self of  a  house.  He  hung  by  the  paternal  mansion,  either  in 
town  or  countiy ;  drank  the  paternal  wines,  rode  the  paternal 
horses,  and  had  even  contrived  to  obtain  his  wife's  dresses 
from  the  maternal  milliner.  In  the  completion  of  which  little 
last  success,  however,  some  slight  family  dissent  had  showed 
itself. 

The  Honourable  John,  the  third  son,  was  also  at  Courcy. 
He  had  as  yet  taken  to  himself  no  wife,  and  as  he  had  not 
hitherto  made  himself  conspicuously  useful  in  any  special  walk 
of  life  his  fiimily  were  beginning  to  regard  him  as  a  burden. 
Having  no  income  of  his  own  to  save,  he  had  not  copied  his 
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brother's  virtue  of  parsimony ;  and,  to  tell  the  tnith  plainly, 
had  made  himself  so  generally  troublesome  to  his  ftither,  that 
he  had  been  on  more  than  one  occasion  threatened  with  expul- 
sion from  the  family  roof.  But  it  is  not  easy  to  expel  a  sou. 
Human  fledp;lings  cannot  be  driven  out  of  the  nest  like  young 
birds.  An  Honourable  John  turned  adrift  into  absolute  poverty 
will  make  himself  heard  of  in  the  world. — if  in  no  other  way, 
by  his  ugliness  as  he  star\-cs.  A  thorough-going  ne'er-do-well 
in  the  upper  classes  has  eminent  advantages  on  his  side  in  the 
battle  winch  he  fights  against  respectability.  He  can't  be  sent 
to  Australia  against  his  will.  He  can't  be  sent  to  the  poor- 
house  without  the  knowledge  of  all  the  world.  He  can't  be 
kept  out  of  tradesmen's  shops ;  nor,  without  temble  scandal, 
can  he  be  kept  away  from  the  paternal  properties.  The  earl 
had  thi'eatened,  and  snarled,  and  shown  his  teeth  ;  he  was  an 
angry  man,  and  a  man  who  could  look  very  angiy  ;  with  eyes 
which  could  almost  become  red,  and  a  brow  that  winkled 
itself  in  perjDendicular  wrinkles,  sometimes  very  terrible  to 
behold.  But  he  was  an  inconstant  man,  and  the  Honourable 
John  had  learned  to  measure  his  father,  and  in  an  accurate 
balance. 

I  have  mentioned  the  sons  first,  because  it  is  to  be  pre- 
sumed that  they  were  the  elder,  seeing  that  their  names  were 
mentioned  before  those  of  their  sisters  in  all  the  peerages. 
But  there  were  four  daughters, — the  Ladies  Amelia,  Rosina, 
Margaretta,  and  Alexandrina.  They,  we  may  say,  were  the 
flowers  of  the  familv,  having  so  lived  that  thev  had  created 
none  of  those  family  feuds  which  had  been  so  frequent  between 
their  father  and  their  brothers.  They  were  discreet,  high- 
bred women,  thinking,  perhaps,  a  little  too  much  of  their  o\\ti 
position  in  the  world,  and  somewhat  apt  to  put  a  wrong  value 
nn  those  advantages  which  they  possessed,  and  on  those  which 
they  did  not  possess.  The  Lady  Amelia  was  already  married, 
having  made  a  substantial  if  n< 4  a  brilliant  match  with  !Mr. 
Mortimer  Gazebec.  a  flourishing  solicitor,  belonging  to  a  firm 
vhich  had  for  many  years  acted  as  agents  to  the  De  Courcy 
property.  Mortimer  Gazebee  was  now  member  of  Parliament 
for  Barchestor,  partly  tlu'ough  the  influence  of  liis  fatlicr-in- 
law.  That  this  should  be  so  was  a  matter  of  gi'eat  disgust  to 
the  Honourable  George,  who  thought  that  the  seat  should 
have  belonged  to  him.  But  as  Mr.  Gazebee  had  paid  the  veiT 
heavy  expenses  of  the  election  out  of  his  own  pocket,  and  as 
George  De  Coui'cy  certainly  could  not  have  paid  them,  the 
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justice  of  his  claim  may  be  questionable.  Mrs.  Gazebee  was 
now  the  happy  mother  of  many  babies,  whom  she  was  wont  to 
cany  with  her  on  her  visits  to  Courcy  Castle,  and  had  become 
an  excellent  partner  to  her  husband.  He  would  perhaps  have 
liked  it  better  if  she  had  not  spoken  so  frequently  to  him  of 
her  own  high  position  as  the  daughter  of  an  earl,  or  so  fre- 
quently to  others  of  her  low  position  as  the  wife  of  an  attorney. 
But,  on  the  whole,  they  did  very  well  together,  and  Mr.  Gazebee 
had  gotten  from  his  marriage  quite  as  much  as  he  expected 
when  he  made  it. 

The  Lady  llosina  was  veiy  religious ;  and  I  do  not  know 
that  she  was  conspicuous  in  any  other  way,  unless  it  might  be 
that  she  somewhat  resembled  her  father  in  her  temper.  It  was 
of  the  Lady  Rosina  that  the  servants  were  afraid,  especially 
with  reference  to  that  so-called  day  of  rest  which,  under  her 
dominion,  had  become  to  many  of  them  a  day  of  restless 
toiTnent.  It  had  not  always  been  so  with  the  Lady  Eosina  ; 
but  her  eyes  had  been  opened  by  the  wife  of  a  great  church 
dignitaiy  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  she  had  undergone  rege- 
neration. How  great  may  be  the  misery  inflicted  by  an 
energetic,  unmarried,  healthy  woman  in  that  condition, — a 
woman  with  no  husband,  or  children,  or  duties,  to  distract 
her  from  her  work — I  pray  that  my  readers  may  never  know. 

The  Lady  Margaretta  was  her  mother's  favourite,  and  she 
was  like  her  mother  in  all  things, — except  that  her  mother 
had  been  a  beauty.  The  world  called  her  proud,  disdainful, 
and  even  insolent ;  but  the  world  was  not  aware  that  in  all  that 
she  did  she  was  acting  in  accordance  with  a  principle  which 
had  called  for  much  self-abnegation.  She  had  considered  it  her 
duty  to  be  a  De  Courcy  and  an  carl's  daughter  at  all  times ; 
and  consequently  she  had  sacrificed  to  her  idea  of  duty  all 
popularity,  adulation,  and  such  admiration  as  would  have  been 
awarded  to  her  as  a  well-dressed,  tall,  foshionable,  and  by  no 
means  stupid  young  woman.  To  be  at  all  times  in  something 
higher  than  they  who  were  manifestly  below  her  in  rank, — ■ 
that  was  the  effort  that  she  was  ever  making.  But  she  had 
been  a  good  daughter,  assisting  her  mother,  as  best  she  might, 
in  all  family  troubles,  and  never  repining  at  the  cold,  colour- 
less, unlovely  life  which  had  been  vouchsafed  to  her. 

Alexandi-ina  was  the  beauty  of  the  family,  and  was  in  tmth 
the  youngest.  But  even  she  was  not  very  young,  and  was 
beginning  to  make  her  friends  uneasy  lest  she,  too,  should  let 
the  precious  season  of  hay-harvest  run  by  without  due  use  of 


I 


COURCY   CASTLE.  159 

ber  summer's  sun.  Slic  had,  perhaps,  counted  too  much  on 
her  beauty,  which  had  been  beauty  accordiug  to  law  rather 
than  beauty  according  to  taste,  and  had  looked,  probably,  for 
too  bounteous  a  harvest.  That  her  forehead,  and  nose,  and 
cheeks,  and  chin  were  well-fonued,  no  man  could  deny.  Her 
hair  wiis  soft  and  plentiful.  Her  teeth  were  good,  and  her 
eyes  were  long  and  oval.  But  the  fault  of  her  face  was  this, — 
that  when  you  left  her  you  could  not  remember  it.  After  a 
first  acquaintance  you  could  meet  her  again  and  not  know  her. 
After  many  meetings  you  would  fail  to  carry  away  with  you  any 
portrait  of  her  features.  But  such  as  she  had  been  at  twenty, 
such  was  she  now  at  thirty.  Years  had  not  robbed  her  face  of 
its  regularity,  or  raffled  the  smoothness  of  her  too  even  fore- 
head. Rumour  had  declared  that  on  more  than  one,  or  perhaps 
more  than  two  occasions,  Lady  Alexandrina  had  been  already 
induced  to  plight  her  troth  in  return  for  proflered  love ;  but  we 
all  know  that  Rumour,  when  she  takes  to  such  topics,  exag- 
gerates the  trath,  and  sets  do\A'n  much  in  malice.  The  lady 
was  once  engaged,  the  engagement  lasting  for  two  years,  and 
the  engagement  had  been  broken  off,  owing  to  some  money 
ditSculties  between  the  gentlemen  of  the  families.  Since  that 
she  had  become  somewhat  queralous,  and  was  supposed  to  be 
uneasy  on  that  subject  of  her  haymaking.  Her  glass  and  her 
maid  assured  her  that  her  sun  shone  still  as  brightly  as  ever  ; 
but  her  spirit  was  becoming  weary  Mith  waiting,  and  she 
di'eaded  lest  she  should  become  a  teiTor  to  all,  as  was  her 
sister  Rosina,  or  an  object  of  interest  to  none,  as  was  Mar- 
garetta.  It  was  frum  her  especially  that  this  message  had 
been  sent  to  our  fi-iend  Crosbie  ;  for,  during  the  last  spring  in 
London,  she  and  Crosbie  had  known  each  other  well.  Yes, 
my  gentle  readers  ;  it  is  tmc,  as  your  heart  suggests  to  you. 
Under  such  circumstances  Mr.  Crosbie  should  not  have  gone  to 
Coui'cy  Castle. 

Such  was  the  family  circle  of  the  De  Courcys.  Among 
their  present  guests  I  need  not  enumerate  many.  First  and 
foremost  in  all  respects  was  Lady  Dumbello,  of  whose  parentage 
and  position  a  few  words  were  said  in  the  last  chapter.  She 
"Was  a  lady  still  very  young,  having  as  yet  been  little  more  than 
two  years  married.  But  in  those  two  years  her  triumphs  had 
been  many ; — so  many,  that  in  the  great  world  lior  standing 
already  equalled  that  of  her  celebrated  mother-in-law,  the 
^larchioness  of  Hartletop,  who,  for  twenty  years,  had  owned 
uo  greater  potentate  than  herself  in  the  realms  of  fashiou. 
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But  Lady  Dumbello  was  every  incli  as  great  as  she  ;  and  meu 
said,  and  women  also,  that  the  daughter-in-law  would  soon  ne 
the  greater.  .   ,, 

"  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  can  understand  how  she  does  it,  a 
certain  noble  peer  had  once  said  to  Crosbie,  standing  at  the 
door  of  Sebright's,  during  the  latter  days  of  the  last  season. 
"  She  never  says  anything  to  any  one.  She  won't  speak  ten 
words  a  whole  night  thi-ough."  _ 

"  I  don't  think  she  has  an  idea  in  her  head,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  Let  me  tell  you  that  she  must  be  a  very  clever  woman," 
continued  the  noble  peer.  "No  fool  could  do  as  she  does. 
Remember,    she's    only    a   parson's   daughter;    and   as   for 

beauty- " 

""l  don't  admire  her  for  one,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  I  don't  want  to  mn  away  with  her,  if  you  mean  that," 
said  the  peer;  "but  she  is  handsome,  no  doubt.  I  wonder 
whether  Dumbello  likes  it." 

Dumbello  did  like  it.  It  satisfied  his  ambition  to  be  led 
about  as  the  senior  lacquey  in  his  wife's  train.  He  believed 
himself  to  be  a  gi-eat  man  because  the  world  fought  for  his 
wife's  presence  ;  and  considered  himself  to  be  distinguished 
even  among  the  eldest  sons  of  marquises,  by  the  greatness 
reflected  from  the  parson's  daughter  whom  he  had  married. 
He  had  now  been  brought  to  Courcy  Castle,  and  felt  hunself 
proud  of  his  situation  because  Lady  Dumbello  had  made  con- 
siderable  difficulty  in   according  this  week  to  the  Countess 

De  Courcy.  ,      •  .       r 

And  Lady  Julia  De  Guest  was  akeady  there,  the  sister  ot 
the  other  old  earl  who  lived  in  the  next  county.  She  had 
only  arrived  on  the  day  before,  but  had  been  quick  in  spread- 
ing the  news  as  to  Crosbie' s  engagement.  "  Engaged  to  one 
of  "the  Dales,  is  he?"  said  the  countess,  with  a  pretty  Uttle 
smile,  which  showed  plainly  that  the  matter  was^  one  of  no 
interest  to  herself.     "  Has  she  got  any  money  ?  " 

"  Not  a  shilling,  I  should  think,"  said  the  Lady  Juha. 

"  Pretty,  I  suppose  ?  "  suggested  the  countess. 

"  Why,  yes  ;  she  is  pretty — and  a  nice  gu'l.  I  don't  know 
whether  her  mother  and  uncle  were  veiy  wise  in  encouraging 
Mr.  Crosbie.  I  don't  hear  that  he  has  anything  special  to 
recommend  hun,— in  the  way  of  money  I  mean." 

"  I  dare  say  it  will  come  to  nothing,"  said  the  countess, 
who  liked  to  hear  of  girls  being  engaged  and  then  losing  their 
promised  husbands.     She  did  not  know  that  she  liked  it,  but 
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she  did  ;  and  already  had  pleasure  in  anticipating  poor  Lily's 
discomfiture.  But  not  the  less  was  she  angry  with  Crosbie, 
feeling  that  he  was  making  his  way  into  her  house  under  lalse 
pretences. 

And  Alexandrina  also  was  angry  when  Lady  Julia  repeated 
the  same  tidings  in  her  heai'ing.  "I  really  don't  think  we 
care  very  much  about  it,  Lady  Julia,"  said  she,  with  a  little 
toss  of  her  head.  "  That's  three  times  we've  been  told  of  Miss 
Dale's  good  fortune." 

"  The  Dales  are  related  to  you,  I  think?"  said  Margaretta . 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Lady  Julia,  bristling  up.  *'  The  lady 
whom  Mr.  Crosbie  proposes  to  marr}-  is  in  no  way  connected 
with  us.  Her  cousin,  who  is  the  heir  to  the  Allington  pro- 
perty, is  my  nephew  by  his  mother."  And  then  the  subject 
was  dropped. 

Crosbie,  on  his  arrival,  was  shown  up  into  his  room,  told 
the  hour  of  dinner,  and  left  to  his  devices.  He  had  been  at 
the  castle  before,  and  Icnew  the  ways  of  the  house.  So  he  sat 
himself  down  to  his  table,  and  began  a  letter  to  Lily.  But 
he  had  not  proceeded  far,  not  ha-viug  as  yet  indeed  made  up 
his  mind  as  to  the  form  in  which  he  would  commence  it,  but 
was  sitting  idly  with  the  pen  in  his  hand,  thinking  of  Lily,  and 
thinking  also  how  such  houses  as  this  in.  which  he  now  found 
himself  would  be  soon  closed  against  him,  when  there  came  a 
rap  at  his  door,  and  before  he  could  answer  the  Honourable 
John  entered  the  room. 

"  AVell,  old  fellow,"  said  the  Honourable  John,  "how  are 
you  ?  " 

Crosbie  had  been  intimate  with  John  De  Courcy,  but  never 
felt  for  him  either  friendship  or  liking.  Crosbie  did  not  like 
such  men  as  John  De  Courcy ;  but  nevertheless,  they  called 
each  other  old  fellow,  poked  each  other's  ribs,  and  were  very 
intimate. 

"  Heard  you  were  here,"  continued  the  Honoui'able  John  ; 
•  so  I  thought  I  would  come  up  and  look  after  you.     Goiug  to 
be  married,  ain't  you  ?  " 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  Come,  we  know  better  than  that.  The  women  have  been 
talking  about  it  for  the  last  three  days.  I  had  her  name  quite 
pat  yesterday,  but  I've  forgot  it  now.  Hasn't  got  a  tanner ; 
has  she  ?"  And  the  Honourable  John  had  now  seated  himself 
upon  the  table. 

"  You  seem  to  know  a  great  deal  more  about  it  tiian  I  do." 
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"It  is  that  old  woman  from  Guestwick  who  told  us,  then. 
The  women  will  be  at  you  at  once,  you'll  find.     If  there's 

nothing  in  it,  it's  what  I  call  a  d shame.     Why  should 

they  always  pull  a  fellow  to  pieces  in  that  way  ?     They  were 
going  to  marry  me  the  other  day  !  " 

"  Were  they  indeed,  though  ?  " 

"  To  Harriet  Twistleton.  You  know  Harriet  Twistleton  ? 
Aa  uncommon  fine  girl,  you  know.  But  I  wasn't  going  to  be 
caught  like  that.  I'm  very  fond  of  Hamet, — in  my  way,  you 
know ;  but  they  don't  catch  an  old  bird  like  me  with  chaff." 

"  I  condole  with  Miss  Twistleton  for  what  she  has  lost." 

"  I  don't  know  about  condoling.  But  upon  my  word  that 
getting  married  is  a  very  slow  thing.  Have  you  seen  George's 
wife  ?'" 

Crosbie  declared  that  he  had  not  as  yet  had  that  pleasure. 

"  She's  here  now,  you  know.  I  wouldn't  have  taken  her, 
not  if  she'd  had  ten  times  thirty  thousand  pounds.  By  Jove, 
no.  But  he  likes  it  well  enough.  Would  you  believe  it  now  ? 
— he  cares  for  nothing  on  earth  except  money.  You  never 
saw  such  a  fellow.  But  I'll  tell  you  what,  his  nose  wiU  be 
out  of  joint  yet,  for  Porlock  is  going  to  many.  I  heard  it 
from  Colcpepper,  who  almost  lives  with  Porlock.  As  soon  as 
Porlock  heard  that  she  was  in  the  familyway  he  immediately 
made  up  his  mind  to  cut  him  out." 

"  That  was  a  great  sign  of  brotherly  love,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  I  knew  he'd  do  it,"  said  John;  "  and  so  I  told  George 
before  he  got  himself  spliced.  But  he  would  go  on.  If  he'd 
remained  as  he  was  for  four  or  five  years  longer  there  would 
have  been  no  danger ; — for  Porlock,  you  know,  is  leading  the 
deuce  of  a  life.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  he  didn't  reform  now, 
and  take  to  singing  psalms  or  something  of  that  sort." 

"  There's  no  knowing  what  a  man  may  come  to  in  this 
world." 

"  By  George,  no.  But  I'll  toll  yoa  what,  they'll  find  no 
change  in  me.  If  I  many  it  will  not  be  with  the  intention  of 
giving  up  life.     I  say,  old  fellow,  have  you  got  a  cigar  here  ?  " 

"  What,  to  smoke  up  here,  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  why  not  ?  we're  ever  so  far  from  the  women." 

"  Not  whilst  I  am  occupier  of  this  room.  Besides,  it's 
time  to  dress  for  dinner." 

"  Is  it  ?  So  it  is,  by  George  !  But  I  mean  to  have  a 
smoke  first,  I  can  tell  you.  So  it's  all  a  lie  about  youi-  being 
engaged  ;  eh  ? " 
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"  As  far  as  I  know,  it  is,"  said  Crosbie.  And  then  his 
fiiend  left  him. 

What  was  he  to  do  at  once,  now,  this  very  day,  as  to  his 
engagement  ?  He  had  felt  sure  that  the  report  of  it  would 
be  carried  to  Courcy  by  Lady  Julia  De  Guest,  but  he  had  not 
settled  down  upon  any  resolution  as  to  what  he  would  do  in 
consequence.  It  had  not  occurred  to  him  that  he  would  imme- 
diately be  charged  with  the  offence,  and  called  upon  to  plead 
guilty  or  not  guilty.  He  had  never  for  a  moment  meditated 
any  plea  of  not  guilty,  but  he  was  aware  of  an  aversion  on 
his  part  to  declare  himself  as  engaged  to  Lilian  Dale.  It 
seemed  that  by  doing  so  he  would  cut  himself  off  at  once  from 
all  pleasure  at  such  houses  as  Courcy  Castle  ;  and,  as  he 
argued  to  himself,  why  should  he  not  enjoy  the  little  remnant 
of  his  bachelor  life  ?  As  t<)  his  denying  his  engagement  to 
John  De  Courcv, — that  was  nothing.  Anv  one  would  under- 
stand  that  he  would  be  justified  in  concealing  a  fact  concerning 
himself  from  such  a  one  as  he.  The  denial  repeated  from 
John's  month  would  amount  to  nothing, — even  among  John's 
own  sisters.  But  now  it  was  necessary  that  Crosbie  should 
make  up  his  mind  as  to  what  he  would  say  when  questioned 
by  the  ladies  of  the  house.  K  he  were  to  deny  the  fact  to 
them  the  denial  would  be  very  serious.  And,  indeed,  was  it 
possible  that  he  should  make  such  denial  with  Lady  Julia 
opposite  to  him '? 

Make  such  a  denial !  And  was  it  the  fact  that  he  could 
wish  to  do  so, — that  he  should  think  of  such  falsehood,  and 
even  meditate  on  the  perpetration  of  such  cowardice  ?  He 
bad  held  that  young  girl  to  his  heart  on  that  very  morning. 
He  had  sworn  to  her,  and  had  also  sworn  to  himself,  that  she 
should  have  no  reason  for  distrusting  him.  He  had  acknow- 
ledged most  solemnly  to  himself  that,  whether  for  good  or  for 
ill,  he  was  bound  to  her ;  and  could  it  be  that  he  was  already 
calculating  as  to  the  practicability  of  disowning  her  ?  In 
doing  so  must  he  not  have  told  himself  that  he  was  a  villain  '? 
But  in  truth  he  made  no  such  calculation.  His  object  was  to 
banish  the  subject,  if  it  were  possible  to  do  so ;  to  think  of 
Bome  answer  by  which  he  might  create  a  doubt.  It  did  not 
occur  to  him  to  tell  the  countess  boldly  that  there  was  no 
truth  whatever  in  the  report,  and  that  Miss  Dale  was  nothing 
to  him.  But  might  he  not  skilfully  laugh  off  the  subject,  even 
in  the  presence  of  Lady  Julia  ?  Men  who  were  engaged  did 
80  usually,  and  whv  shuuld  not  he  ?     It  was  generallv  thought 
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that  solicitude  for  the  lady's  feelings  should  prevent  a  man 
from  talking  openly  of  his  own  engagement.  Then  he  remem- 
bered the  easy  freedom  ■with  which  his  position  had  been 
discussed  throughout  the  whole  neighbourhood  of  Ailington, 
and  felt  for  the  first  time  that  the  Dale  family  had  been  almost 
indelicate  in  their  want  of  reticence.  ''  I  suppose  it  was  done 
to  tie  me  the  faster,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  pulled  out  the 
ends  of  his  cravat.  "  What  a  fool  I  was  to  come  here,  or 
indeed  to  go  anywhere,  after  settling  myself  as  I  have  done." 
And  then  he  went  down  into  the  drawing-room. 

It  was  almost  a  relief  to  him  when  he  found  that  he  was 
not  charged  with  his  sin  at  once.  He  himself  had  been  so  fuU 
of  the  subject  that  he  had  expected  to  be  attacked  at  the 
moment  of  his  entrance.  He  was,  however,  greeted  without 
any  allusion  to  the  matter.  The  countess,  in  her  ov/n  quiet 
way,  shook  hands  with  him  as  though  she  had  seen  him  only 
the  day  before.  The  carl,  who  was  seated  in  his  arm-chair, 
asked  some  one,  out  loud,  who  the  stranger  was,  and  then, 
vath  two  fingers  put  forth,  muttered  some  apology  for  a  wel- 
come. But  Crosbie  was  quite  up  to  that  kind  of  thing. 
"  How  do,  my  lord  ?  "  he  said,  turning  his  face  away  to  some 
one  else  as  he  spoke ;  and  then  he  took  no  further  notice  of 
the  master  of  the  house.  "  Not  know  him,  indeed !  "  Crippled 
though  he  v/as  by  his  matrimonial  bond,  Crosbie  felt  that,  at 
any  rate  as  yet,  he  was  the  earl's  equal  in  social  importance. 
After  that,  he  found  himself  in  the  back  part  of  the  drQ,wing- 
room,  away  from  the  elder  people,  standing  with  Lady 
Alexandi-ina,  with  Miss  Gresham,  a  cousin  of  the  De  Courcys, 
and  sundry  other  of  the  younger  portion  of  the  assembled 
community. 

"  So  you  have  Lady  Dumbello  here  ?  "  said  Crosbie. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  the  dear  creature  !  "  said  Lady  Margaretta. 
"  It  was  so  good  of  her  to  come,  you  know." 

"  She  positively  refused  the  Duchess  of  St.  Bungay,"  said 
Alexandrina.  "  I  hope  you  perceive  how  good  we've  been  to  you 
in  getting  you  to  meet  her.  People  have  actually  asked  to  come." 

"  I  am  grateful ;  but,  in  truth,  my  gratitude  has  more  to 
do  with  Courcy  Castle  and  its  habitual  inmates,  than  with 
Lady  Dumbello.     Is  ho  here  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes !  he's  in  the  room  somewhere.  There  he  is, 
standing  up  by  Lady  Clandidlem.  He  always  stands  in  that 
way  before  dinner.  In  the  evening  he  sits  down  much  aftel 
the  same  fashion." 
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Crosbie  haH  seen  him  on  first  entering  the  room,  and  had 
seen  every  individual  in  it.  He  knew  better  than  to  omit  the 
duty  of  that  scrutinizing  glance  ;  but  it  sounded  well  in  his 
line  not  to  have  obserA'cd  Lord  Dumbello. 

"  And  her  ladyship  is  not  down  ?  "  said  he. 

"  She  is  generally  last,"  said  Lady  Margaretta. 

"  And  yet  she  has  always  thi-ce  women  to  dress  her,"  said 
Alexandrina. 

"  But  when  finished,  what  a  success  it  is  !  "  said  Crosbie. 

"  Indeed  it  is  !  "  said  Margaretta,  with  energy.  Then  the 
door  was  opened,  and  Lady  Dumbello  entered  the  room. 

There  was  immediately  a  commotion  among  them  all. 
Even  the  gouty  old  lord  shufiled  up  out  of  his  chair,  and 
tried,  with  a  grin,  to  look  sweet  and  pleasant.  The  countess 
came  forward,  looking  very  sweet  and  pleasant,  making  Httle 
complimentary  speeches,  to  which  the  viscountess  answered 
simply  by  a  gracious  smile.  Lady  Clandidlem,  though  she 
was  verj-  fat  and  hea\T,  left  the  viscount,  and  got  up  to  join 
the  gioup.  Baron  Potsneuf,  a  diplomatic  German  of  great 
celebrity,  crossed  his  hands  upon  his  breast  and  made  a  low 
bow.  The  Honourable  George,  who  had  stood  silent  for  the 
last  quarter  of  an  hour,  suggested  to  her  ladyship  that  she 
must  have  found  the  air  rather  cold  ;  and  the  Ladies  Margaretta 
and  Alexandrina  fluttered  up  with  little  complimentar}'  speeches 
to  their  dear  Lady  Dumbello,  hoping  this  and  beseeching  that, 
as  though  the  "  Woman  in  White  "  before  them  had  been  the 
dearest  friend  of  their  inf^mcy. 

She  was  a  woman  in  white,  being  dressed  in  white  silk, 
with  white  lace  over  it,  and  with  no  other  jewels  upon  her 
person  than  diamonds.  Very  beautifully  she  was  dressed ; 
doing  infinite  credit,  no  doubt,  to  those  three  artists  who  had, 
between  them,  succeeded  in  turning  her  out  of  hand.  And 
her  face,  also,  was  beautiful,  with  a  certain  cold,  inexpressive 
beauty.  She  walked  up  the  room  very  slowly,  smiling  here 
and  smiling  there  ;  but  still  with  verj'  faint  smiles,  and  took 
the  place  which  her  hostess  indicated  to  her.  One  word  she 
said  to  the  countess  and  two  to  the  earl.  Beyond  that  she  did 
not  open  hor  lips.  All  the  homage  paid  to  her  she  received  as 
though  it  were  clearly  her  due.  She  was  not  in  the  least 
embarrassed,  nor  did  she  show  herself  to  be  in  the  slightest 
degree  ashamed  of  her  own  silence.  She  did  not  look  like  i 
fool,  nor  was  she  even  taken  lor  a  fool ;  but  she  contributed 
nothing  to  society  but  her  cold,  hard  beauty,  her  gait,  and  hor 
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dress.     We  may  say  that  she  contributed  enough,  for  society 
acknowledged  itself  to  be  deeply  indebted  to  her. 

The  only  person  in  the  room  who  did  not  niove  at  Lady 
Dumbello's  entrance  was  her  husband.  But  he  remained 
unmoved  from  no  want  of  enthusiasm.  A  spark  of  pleasure 
actually  beamed  in  his  eye  as  he  saw  the  triumphant  entrance 
of  his  wife.  He  felt  that  he  had  made  a  match  that  was 
becoming  to  him  as  a  great  nobleman,  and  that  the  world 
w-as  acknowledging  that  he  had  done  his  duty.  And  yet  Lady 
Dumbello  had  been  simply  the  daughter  of  a  country  parson, 
of  a  clergyman  who  had  reached  no  higher  rank  than  that  of 
an  archdeacon.  "  How  wonderfully  well  that  woman  has 
educated  her,"  the  countess  said  that  evening  in  her  dressing- 
room,  to  Margaretta.  The  woman  alluded  to  was  Mrs.  Grantly, 
the  wife  of  the  parson  and  mother  of  Lady  Dumbello. 

The  old  earl  was  very  cross  because  destiny  and  the  table 
of  precedence  requii'ed  him  to  take  out  Lady  Clandidlem  to 
dinner.  He  almost  insulted  her,  as  she  kindly  endeavoured  to 
assist  him  in  his  infirm  step  rather  than  to  lean  upon  him. 

"  Ugh  !  "  he  said,  "it's  a  bad  arrangement  that  makes  two 
old  people  like  you  and  me  be  sent  out  together  to  help  each 
other." 

"  Speak  for  yourself,"  said  her  ladyship,  with  a  laugh. 
"I,  at  any  rate,  can  get  about  without  any  assistance," — 
which,  indeed,  was  true  enough. 

"It's  well  for  you  !  "  growled  the  earl,  as  he  got  himself 
into  his  seat. 

And  after  that  he  endeavoured  to  solace  his  pain  by  a 
flii'tation  with  Lady  Dumbello  on  his  left.  The  eai-l's  smiles 
and  the  earl's  teeth,  when  he  whispered  naughty  little  nothings 
to  pretty  young  women,  were  phenomena  at  which  men  might 
marvel.  Whatever  those  naughty  nothings  were  on  the  present 
occasion.  Lady  Dumbello  took  them  all  with  placidity,  smiling 
graciously,  but  speaking  hardly  more  than  monosyllables. 

Lady  Alexandrina  fell  to  Crosbie's  lot,  and  he  felt  gratified 
that  it  was  so.  It  might  be  necessary  for  him,  as  a  married 
man,  to  give  up  such  acquaintances  as  the  De  Courcys,  but 
he  should  like,  if  possible,  to  maintain  a  friendship  -ndth  Lady 
Alexandrina.  What  a  friend  Lady  Alexandrina  would  be  for 
Lily,  if  any  such  friendship  were  only  possible  !  What  an 
fidvantage  would  such  an  alliance  confer  upon  -that  dear  little 
^;irl  ;: — for,  after  all,  though  the  dear  little  girl's  attractions 
were  very  great,  he  could  not  but  admit  to  himself  that  she 
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wanted  a  something, — a  way  of  holding  herself  and  of  speaking, 
which  some  people  call  style.  Lily  might  certainly  learu  a 
great  deal  from  Lady  Alcxandrina  ;  and  it  was  this  conviction, 
no  doubt,  which  made  him  so  sedulous  in  pleasing  that  lady 
on  the  pi'esent  occasion. 

And  she,  as  it  seemed,  was  well  inclined  to  he  pleased. 
She  said  no  woi'd  to  him  during  dinner  about  Lily  ;  and  yet 
she  spoke  about  the  Dales,  and  about  Allington,  shomng  that 
she  knew  in  what  quarters  he  had  been  staying,  and  then  she 
alluded  to  their  last  parties  in  London, — those  occasions  on 
which,  as  Crosbie  now  remembered,  the  intercourse  between 
them  had  almost  been  tender.  It  was  manifest  to  him  that  at 
any  rate  she  did  not  wish  to  quarrel  with  him.  It  was 
manifest,  also,  that  she  had  some  little  hesitation  in  speaking 
to  him  about  his  engagement.  He  did  not  for  the  moment 
doubt  that  she  was  aware  of  it.  And  in  this  way  matters 
went  on  between  them  till  the  ladies  left  the  room. 

"  So  you're  going  to  be  married,  too,"  said  the  Honourable 
George,  by  whose  side  Crosbie  found  himself  seated  when  the 
ladies  were  gone.  Ci'osbie  was  employing  himself  upon  a 
walnut,  and  did  not  find  it  necessary  to  make  any  answer. 

"  It's  the  best  thing  a  fellow  can  do,"  continued  George  ; 
"  that  is,  if  he  has  been  careful  to  look  to  the  main  chance, — 
if  he  hasn't  been  caught  napping,  you  know.  It  doesn't  do  for 
a  man  to  go  hanging  on  by  nothing  till  he  finds  himself  an  old 
man." 

"  You've  feathered  your  own  nest,  at  any  rate." 

"  Yes  ;  I've  got  something  in  the  scramble,  and  I  mean  to 
keep  it.  WTiere  will  John  be  when  the  governor  goes  off  the 
hooks  ?  Porlock  wouldn't  give  him  a  bit  of  bread  and  cheese 
and  a  glass  of  beer  to  save  his  life  ; — that  is  to  say,  not  if  he 
•wanted  it." 

"  I'm  told  your  elder  brother  is  going  to  be  married." 

"  You've  heard  that  from  John.  He's  spreading  that  about 
everywhere  to  take  a  rise  out  of  me.  I  don't  believe  a  word 
of  it.  Porlock  never  was  a  marr^'ing  man  ; — and,  what's  more, 
from  all  I  hear,  I  don't  think  hell  live  long." 

In  this  way  Crosbie  escaped  from  his  own  difficulty  ;  and 
■when  he  rose  from  the  dinner-table  had  not  as  yet  been  driven 
to  confess  anything  to  his  own  discredit. 

But  the  evening  was  not  yet  over.  "VMien  he  returned  to 
the  drawing-room  he  endeavoured  to  avoid  any  conversation 
with  the  countess  herself,  believing  that  the  attack  would  more 
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probably  come  from  her  than  from  ber  daughter.  He,  there- 
fore, got  into  conversation  first  with  one  and  then  with  another 
of  the  girls,  till  at  last  he  found  himself  again  alone  with 
Alexandrina. 

"  Mr.  Crosbie,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  as  they  were 
standing  together  over  one  of  the  distant  tables,  with  their 
backs  to  the  rest  of  the  company,  "I  \vant  you  to  tell  me 
something  about  Miss  Lilian  Dale." 

"  About  Miss  Lilian  Dale  !  "  he  said,  repeating  her  words. 

"  Is  she  veiy  pretty  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  she  certainly  is  pretty." 

"  And  very  nice,  and  attractive,  and  clever, — and  all  that 
is  delightful  ?     Is  she  perfect  ?  " 

"  She  is  very  attractive,"  said  he ;  "  but  I  don't  think 
she's  perfect." 

"  And  what  are  her  faults  ?  " 

"  That  question  is  hardly  fair,  is  it  ?  Suppose  any  one 
were  to  ask  me  what  were  your  faults,  do  you  think  I  should 
answer  the  question  ?  " 

"  I  am  quite  sure  you  would,  and  make  a  very  long  list  of 
them,  too.  But  as  to  Miss  Dale,  you  ought  to  think  her 
perfect.  If  a  gentleman  were  engaged  to  me.  I  should  expect 
him  to  swear  before  aU  the  world  that  I  was  the  very  pink  of 
perfection." 

"  But  supposing  the  gentleman  were  not  engaged  to 
you?" 

"  That  would  be  a  different  thing." 

"  I  am  not  engaged  to  you,"  said  Crosbie.  "  Such  happi- 
ness and  such  honour  are,  I  fear,  veiy.far  beyond  my  reach. 
But,  nevertheless,  I  am  prepared  to  testify  as  to  your  perfection 
anywhere." 

"  And  what  would  Miss  Dale  say  ?  " 

"  Allow  me  to  assure  you  that  such  opinions  as  I  may 
choose  to  express  of  my  friends  will  be  my  own  opinions,  and 
not  depend  on  those  of  any  one  else." 

"  And  you  think,  then,  that  you  aro  not  bound  to  be 
enslaved  as  yet  ?  How  many  more  months  of  such  freedom 
are  you  to  enjoy  ?  " 

Crosbie  remained  silent  for  a  minute  before  he  answered, 
and  then  he  spoke  in  a  serious  voice.  "  Lady  Alexandrina," 
said  he,  "I  would  beg  from  j'ou  a  great  favour," 

"  What  is  the  favour,  Mr.  Crosbie  ?  " 

•'I  am  quite  in  earnest.     Will  you  be  good  enough,  kind 
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enough,  enongh  my  friend,  not  to  connect  my  name  again 
with  that  of  Miss  Dale  while  I  am  here  ?  " 

"  Has  tlicre  been  a  quarrel  ?  " 

"  No  ;  there  has  been  no  quarrel.  I  cannot  explain  to 
you  now  why  I  make  this  request ;  but  to  you  I  will  explain  it 
before  I  go." 

"Explain  it  to  mo!" 

**  I  have  regarded  you  as  more  than  an  acquaintance, — as 
a  friend.  In  days  now  past  there  were  moments  when  I  was 
almost  rash  enough  to  hope  that  I  might  have  said  even  more 
than  that.  I  confess  that  I  had  no  warrant  for  such  hopes, 
but  I  believe  that  I  may  still  look  on  you  as  a  friend  ? '' 

"  Oh,  yes,  certainly,"  said  Alexandriua,  in  a  veiy  low 
voice,  and  with  a  certain  amount  of  tenderness  in  her  tone. 
*'  I  have  always  regarded  you  as  a  friend." 

"And  therefore  I  venture  to  make  the  request.  The  sub- 
ject is  not  one  on  which  I  can  speak  openly,  without  rcgi'et,  at 
the  present  moment.  But  to  you,  at  least,  I  promise  that  I 
will  explain  it  all  before  I  leave  Courcy." 

He  at  any  rate  succeeded  in  mystifpng  Lady  Alexandrina. 
"  I  don't  believe  he  is  engaged  a  bit,"  she  said  to  Lady  AmeHa 
Gazebeo  that  night. 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear.  Lady  Julia  wouldn't  speak  of  it  in 
that  certain  way  if  she  didn't  know.  Of  course  he  doesn't 
wish  to  have  it  talked  about." 

"  If  ever  he  has  been  engaged  to  her,  he  has  broken  it  off 
again,"  said  Lady  Alexandrina. 

"  I  dare  say  he  will,  my  dear,  if  you  give  him  encourage- 
ment," said  the  married  sister,  with  great  sisterly  good-nature. 


CHAPTER    XYIII. 

LILY   dale's   first   LOVE-LETTER. 

Cr.osBiE  was  rather  proud  of  himself  when  ho  went  to  bed. 
He  had  succeeded  in  baffling  the  charge  made  against  him, 
without  saying  anything  as  to  which  his  conscience  need  con- 
demn him.  So,  at  least,  he  then  told  himself.  The  impression 
left  by  what  he  had  said  would  bo  that  there  had  been  some 
question  of  an  engagement  between  him  and  Lilian  Dale,  but 
that  nothing  at  this  moment  was  absolutely  hxed.      But  in 
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the  morning  his  conscience  was  not  quite  so  clear.  What 
■would  Lily  think  and  say  if  she  knew  it  all  ?  Could  he  dare  to 
tell  to  her,  or  to  tell  any  one  the  real  state  of  his  mind  ? 

As  he  lay  in  hed,  knowing  that  an  hour  remained  to  him 
before  he  need  encounter  the  perils  of  his  tub,  he  felt  that  he 
hated  Courcy  Castle  and  its  inmates.  Who  was  there,  among 
them  all,  that  was  comparable  to  Mrs.  Dale  and  her  daughters  '? 
He  detested  both  George  and  John.  He  loathed  the  earl. 
As  to  the  countess  herself,  he  was  perfectly  indifierent,  regard- 
ing her  as  a  woman  whom  it  was  well  to  know,  but  as  one  only 
to  be  known  as  the  mistress  of  Courcy  Castle  and  a  house  in 
London.  As  to  the  daughters,  he  had  ridiculed  them  all  from 
time  to  time — even  Alexandrina,  whom  he  now  professed  to 
love.  Perhaps  in  some  sort  of  way  he  had  a  weak  fondness 
for  her ; — but  it  was  a  fondness  that  had  never  touched  his 
lieart.  He  could  measure  the  whole  thing  at  its  worth, — 
Courcy  Castle  mth  its  privileges.  Lady  Dumbello,  Lady 
Clandidlem,  and  the  whole  of  it.  He  knew  that  he  had  been 
happier  on  that  lawn  at  Allington,  and  more  contented  with 
himself,  than  ever  he  had  been  even  under  Lady  Hartletop's 
splendid  roof  in  Shropshire.  Lady  Dumbello  was  satisfied  with 
these  things,  even  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  her  soul ;  but  he 
■was  not  a  male  Lady  Dumbello.  He  knew  that  there  was 
something  better,  and  that  that  something  was  ■within  his 
reach. 

But,  nevertheless,  the  air  of  Courcy  was  too  much  for  him. 
In  arguing  the  matter  ■with  himself  he  regarded  himself  as  one 
infected  with  a  leprosy  from  which  there  could  be  no  recovery, 
and  who  should,  therefore,  make  his  whole  life  suitable  to  the 
circumstances  of  that  leprosy.  It  was  of  no  use  for  him  to 
tell  himself  that  the  Small  House  at  Allington  was  better  than 
Courcy  Castle.  Satan  knew  that  heaven  was  better  than  hell ; 
b'ut  he  found  himself  to  be  fitter  for  the  latter  place.  Crosbie 
ridiculed  Lady  Dumbello,  even  there  among  her  friends,  with 
all  the  cutting  words  that  his  wit  could  find  ;  but,  nevertheless, 
the  privilege  of  staying  in  the  same  house  with  her  was  dear 
to  him.  It  was  the  line  of  life  into  which  he  had  fallen,  and 
he  confessed  inwardly  that  the  struggle  to  extricate  himself 
would  be  too  much  for  him.  All  that  had  troubled  him  while 
he  was  yet  at  Allington,  but  it  overwhelmed  him  almost  with 
dismay  beneath  the  hangings  of  Courcy  Castle. 

Had  he  not  better  run  from  the  place  at  once  ?  He  had 
almost  acknowledged  to  himself  that  he  repented  his  engage- 
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mint  ■with  Lilian  Dale,  but  he  still  was  resolved  that  he  would 
fulfil  it.  He  was  bound  iu  honour  to  many  "  that  little  girl," 
and  he  looked  sternly  up  at  the  drapeiy  over  his  head,  as  he 
assured  himself  that  he  was  a  man  of  honour.  Yes  ;  he  wuuld 
sacrifice  himself.  As  he  had  been  induced  to  pledge  his  word, 
he  would  not  go  back  from  it.  He  was  too  much  of  a  man  for 
that! 

But  had  he  not  been  wrong  to  refuse  the  result  of  Lily's 
wisdom  when  she  told  him  iu  the  field  that  it  would  be  better 
for  them  to  part  ?  He  did  not  tell  himself  that  he  had  refused 
her  ofler  merely  because  he  had  not  the  courage  to  accept  it 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  No.  "  He  had  been  too  good 
to  the  poor  girl  to  take  her  at  her  word."  It  was  thus  he 
argued  on  the  matter  within  his  own  breast.  He  had  been 
too  true  to  her ;  and  now  the  eti'ect  would  be  that  they  would 
both  be  unhappy  for  life  !  He  could  not  live  in  content  with 
a  family  upon  a  small  income.  He  was  well  aware  of  that. 
No  one  could  be  hiu'der  upon  him  in  that  matter  than  was  he 
himself.  But  it  was  too  late  now  to  remedy  the  ill  eflects 
of  an  early  education. 

It  was  thus  that  he  debated  the  matter  as  he  lay  in  bed, — 
contradicting  one  argument  by  another  over  and  over  again  ; 
but  still  in  all  of  them  teaching  himself  to  think  that  this 
engagement  of  his  was  a  misfortune.  Poor  Lily !  Her  last 
words  to  him  had  conveyed  an  assurance  that  she  would  never 
distrust  him.  And  she  also,  as  she  lay  wakeful  in  her  bed  on 
this  the  first  moi-uing  of  his  absence,  thou^lit  much  of  their 
mutual  vows.  How  true  she  would  be  to  them  !  How  she 
would  be  his  wife  with  all  her  heart  and  spirit !  It  was  not 
only  that  she  would  love  him ; — but  in  her  love  she  would 
sen-e  him  to  her  utmost ;  serve  him  as  regarded  this  world, 
and  if  possible  as  regarded  the  next. 

"  Bell,"  she  said,  "I  wish  you  were  going  to  be  married 
too." 

"  Thank'ye  dear,"  said  Bell.    "  Perhaps  I  shall  some  day." 

"Ah  ;  but  I'm  not  joking.  It  seems  such  a  serious  thing. 
And  I  can't  expect  you  to  talk  to  me  about  it  now  as  you  would 
if  you  were  in  the  same  position  youi'self.  Do  you  think  I  shall 
make  him  happy?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do,  certainly." 

"  Happier  than  he  would  be  with  any  one  else  that  he 
light  meet '?  I  dare  not  think  that.  I  think  I  could  give 
him  up  to-morrow,  if  I  could  see  any  one  that  would-  suit  him 


r 


172       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

better."  What  would  Lily  have  said  had  she  been  made 
acquainted  with  all  the  fascinations  of  Lady  Alexandrina  De 
Courcy  ? 

The  countess  was  very  civil  to  him,  saying  nothing  about 
his  engagement,  but  still  talking  to  him  a  good  deal  about  his 
sojourn  at  AUington.  Crosbie  was  a  pleasant  man  for  ladies 
in  a  large  house.  Though  a  sportsman,  he  was  not  so  keen  a 
sportsman  as  to  be  always  out  with  the  gamekeepers.  Though 
a  politician,  he  did  not  sacrifice  his  mornings  to  the  perusal  of 
blue-books  or  the  preparation  of  party  tactics.  Though  a  reading 
man,  he  did  not  devote  himself  to  study.  Though  a  horseman, 
he  was  not  often  to  be  found  in  the  stables.  He  could  sup- 
ply conversation  when  it  was  wanted,  and  could  take  himself 
out  of  the  way  when  his  presence  among  the  women  was  not 
needed.  Between  breakfast  and  lunch  on  the  day  following 
his  arrival  he  talked  a  good  deal  to  the  countess,  and  made 
himself  very  agreeable.  She  continued  to  ridicule  him  gently 
for  his  prolonged  stay  among  so  primitive  and  rural  a  tribe  of 
people  as  the  Dales,  and  he  bore  her  little  sarcasm  with  the 
utmost  good-humour. 

"  Six  weeks  at  AUington  without  a  move  !  Why,  Mr. 
Crosbie,  you  must  have  felt  yourself  to  be  growing  there." 

"  So  I  did — like  an  ancient  tree.  Indeed,  I  was  so  rooted 
that  I  could  hardly  get  away." 

"  Was  the  house  full  of  people  all  the  time  ?" 

"  There  was  nobody  there  but  Bernard  Dale,  Lady  Julia's 
nephew." 

"  Quite  a  case  of  Damon  and  Pythias.  Fancy  your  going 
down  to  the  shades  of  AUington  to  enjoy  the  uninterrupted 
pleasures  of  friendship  for  six  weeks." 

"  Friendship  and  the  partridges." 

"  There  was  nothing  else,  then  ?" 

"  Indeed  there  was.  There  was  a  widow  with  two  very 
nice  daughters,  living,  not  exactly  in  the  same  house,  but  on 
the  same  grounds." 

"  Oh,  indeed.  That  makes  such  a  difference  ;  doesn't  it  ? 
You  are  not  a  man  to  bear  much  privation  on  the  score  of 
partridges,  nor  a  great  deal,  I  imagine,  for  fiiendship.  But 
when  you  talk  of  pretty  girls " 

"  It  makes  a  difference,  doesn't  it  ?" 

"  A  very  gi-eat  diflerence.  I  think  I  have  heard  of  that 
Mrs.  Dale  before.     And  so  her  girls  are  nice  ?  " 

"  Very  nice  indeed." 
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"  Play  croquet,  I  suppose,  and  eat  syllabubs  on  tbe  \avra  ? 
But,  realiy,  didn't  you  get  very  tii-ed  of  it  ?" 

"  Oh  deal*,  U(i.     I  was  happy  as  the  day  was  long." 

"  Going  about  with  a  crook,  I  suppose  '?" 

"  Not  exactly  a  live  crook ;  but  doing  all  that  kind  of  thing. 
I  learned  a  great  deal  about  pigs." 

"  Under  tlie  guidance  of  Miss  Dale  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  under  the  guidance  of  Miss  Dale." 

"  I'm  sure  one  is  veiT  much  obliged  to  you  for  teaiing 
yourself  away  fi-om  such  charms,  and  coming  to  such  unro- 
mantic  people  as  we  are.  But  I  fancy  men  always  do  that  sort 
of  thing  once  or  twice  in  their  lives, — and  then  they  talk  of 
their  souvenirs.  I  suppose  it  won't  go  beyond  a  souvenir-  with 
you." 

This  was  a  dii-ect  question,  but  still  admitted  of  a  fencing 
answer.  "  It  has,  at  any  rate,  given  me  one,"  said  he, 
"which  will  last  me  my  life!" 

The  countess  was  quite  contented.  That  Lady  Julia's 
statement  was  altogether  time  she  had  never  for  a  moment 
doubted.  That  Crosbie  should  become  engaged  to  a  young 
lady  in  the  country,  whereas  he  had  shown  signs  of  being 
in  love  with  her  daughter  in  London,  was  not  at  all  wonderful. 
Nor,  in  her  eyes,  did  such  practice  amount  to  any  great  sin. 
Men  did  so  daily,  and  girls  were  prepared  for  their  so  doing. 
A  man  in  her  eyes  was  not  to  be  regarded  as  safe  fi'om  attack 
because  he  was  engaged.  Let  the  young  lady  who  took  upon 
herself  to  own  him  have  an  eye  to  that.  AVhou  she  looked 
back  on  the  past  careers  of  her  o\\ti  flock,  she  had  to  reckon 
more  than  one  such  disappointment  for  her  own  daughters. 
Others  besides  Alexanrb-ina  had  been  so  treated.  Lady  De 
Courcy  had  had  her  gi-and  hopes  respecting  her  girls,  and  after 
them  moderate  hopes,  and  again  after  them  bitter  disappoint- 
ments. Only  one  had  been  mairied,  and  she  was  married  to 
an  attorney.  It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  she  would  have 
any  very  high-toned  feelings  as  to  Lily's  rights  in  this  matter. 

Such  a  man  as  Crosbie  was  certainly  no  great  match  for  an 
carl's  daughter.  Such  a  man-iage,  indeed,  would,  one  may  say, 
be  but  a  poor  triumph.  When  the  countess,  during  the  last 
season  in  town,  had  observed  how  matters  were  going  witli 
Alexandi-ina,  she  had  cautioned  her  child,  taking  her  to  task 
for  her  imprudence.  But  the  child  had  been  at  this  work  for 
fourteen  years,  and  was  weaiy  of  it.  Her  sisters  had  been  at 
the  work  longer,  and  had  almost  given   it   up   in   despair. 
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Alexandrina  did  not  tell  her  parent  that  her  heart  was  now 
beyond  her  control,  and  that  she  had  devoted  herself  to  Crosbie 
for  ever  ;  but  she  pouted,  saying  that  she  knew  very  well  what 
she  was  about,  scolding  her  mother  in  return,  and  making  Lady 
De  Courcy  perceive  that  the  struggle  was  becoming  very  weary. 
And  then  there  were  other  considerations.  Mr.  Crosbie  had 
not  much  certainly  in  his  own  possession,  but  he  was  a  man  out 
of  whom  something  might  be  made  by  family  influence  and  his 
own  standing.  He  was  not  a  hopeless,  ponderous  man,  whom 
no  leaven  could  raise.  He  was  one  of  whose  position  in  society 
the  countess  and  her  daughters  need  not  be  ashamed.  Lady 
De  Courcy  had  given  no  expressed  consent  to  the  arrangement, 
but  it  had  come  to  be  understood  between  her  and  her  daughter 
that  the  scheme  was  to  be  entertained  as  admissible. 

Then  came  these  tidings  of  the  little  girl  down  at  Ailington. 
She  felt  no  anger  against  Crosbie.  To  be  angry  on  such  a 
subject  would  be  futile,  foolish,  and  almost  indecorous.  It  was 
a  part  of  the  game  which  was  as  natural  to  her  as  fielding  is  to 
a  cricketer.  One  cannot  have  it  all  winnings  at  any  game. 
Whether  Crosbie  should  eventually  become  her  own  son  in-law 
or  not  it  came  to  her  naturally,  as  a  part  of  her  duty  in  life,  to 
bowl  do\vn  the  stumps  of  that  young  lady  at  Ailington.  If 
Miss  Dale  knew  the  game  well  and  could  protect  her  own 
wicket,  let  her  do  so. 

She  had  no  doubt  as  to  Crosbie' s  engagement  with  Lilian 
Dale,  but  she  had  as  little  as  to  his  being  ashamed  of  that 
engagement.  Had  he  really  cared  for  Miss  Dale  he  would  not 
have  left  her  to  come  to  Courcy  Castle.  Had  he  been  really 
resolved  to  marry  her,  he  would  not  have  warded  all  questions 
respecting  his  engagement  with  fictitious  answers.  He  had 
amused  himself  with  Lily  Dale,  and  it  was  to  be  hoped  that 
the  young  lady  had  not  thought  very  seriously  about  it.  That 
was  the  most  charitable  liglit  in  Avhich  Lady  De  Courcy  was 
disposed  to  regard  the  question. 

It  behoved  Crosbie  to  write  to  Lily  Dale  before  dinner.  He 
had  promised  to  do  so  immediately  on  his  arrival,  and  he  was 
aware  that  he  would  be  regarded  as  being  already  one  day 
beyond  his  promise.  Lily  had  told  him  that  she  would  live 
upon  bis  letters,  and  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  he  should 
furnish  her  with  her  first  meal.  So  he  betook  himself  to  his 
room  in  sufficient  time  before  dinner,  and  got -out  his  pen,  ink, 
and  paper. 

He  got  out  his  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  then  he  found 
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that  his  difliculties  were  beginning.  I  beg  that  it  may  bo 
uuilerstood  that  Crosbie  was  not  altogether  a  villain.  He  could 
not  sit  down  and  \mte  a  letter  as  coming  from  his  heart,  of 
which  as  he  wrote  it  he  knew  the  words  to  be  false.  He  was 
an  ungenerous,  worldly,  inconstant  man,  very  prone  to  think 
well  of  himself,  and  to  give  himself  credit  for  virtues  whicli 
he  did  not  possess  ;  but  he  could  not  be  false  with  premeditated 
cruelty  to  a  woman  he  had  sworn  to  love.  He  could  not  wiite 
an  aflectionate,  warm-heai'ted  letter  to  Lily,  without  bringing 
himself,  at  any  rate  for  the  time,  to  feel  towards  her  in  an 
atlectionate,  warm-heaiied  way.  Therefore  he  now  sat  liim- 
self  to  work,  while  his  pen  yet  remained  diy  in  his  hand,  to 
remodel  his  thoughts,  which  had  been  turaed  against  Lily  and 
Allington  by  the  craft  of  Lady  De  Courcy.  It  takes  some  time 
before  a  man  can  do  this.  He  has  to  struggle  with  himself  in 
a  very  uncomfortable  way,  making  eflorts  which  are  often  un- 
successfiil.  It  is  sometimes  easier  to  lift  a  couple  of  hundred- 
weights than  to  raise  a  few  thoughts  in  ones  mind  which  at 
other  moments  will  come  galloping  in  without  a  whistle. 

He  had  just  written  the  date  of  his  letter  when  a  little  tap 
came  at  his  door,  and  it  was  opened. 

"  I  say,  Crosbie,"  said  the  Honourable  John,  "  didn't  ycu 
say  something  yesterday  about  a  cigar  before  dinner?  " 

"  Not  a  word,"  said  Crosbie,  in  rather  an  angry  tone. 

"  Then  it  must  have  been  me,"  said  John.  "  But  bring 
your  case  with  you,  and  come  down  to  the  harness-room,  if  you 
won't  smoke  here.  I've  had  a  regular  little  snuggery  fitted  up 
there  ;  and  we  can  go  in  and  see  the  fellows  making  up  the 
horses." 

Crosbie  wished  the  Honourable  John  at  the  mischief. 

"  I  have  letters  to  write,"  said  he.  "  Besides,  I  never 
smoke  before  dinner." 

"  That's  nonsense.  I've  smoked  hundreds  of  cigars  with 
you  before  dinner.  Are  you  going  to  turn  curmudgeon,  too, 
like  George  and  the  rest  of  them  ?  I  don't  know  what's  coming 
to  the  world !  I  suppose  the  fact  is,  that  little  gii'l  at  Ailing- 
ton  won't  let  you  smoke." 

"The  little  girl  at  Allington "    began    Crosbie;   and 

then  he  reflected  that  it  would  not  bo  well  for  him  to  say 
anj-thing  to  his  present  companion  about  that  httle  girl.  "  I'll 
t-II  you  what  it  is,"  said  he.  "  I  really  have  got  letters  to 
rite  which  must  go  by  this  post.  There's  my  cigai'-case  on 
the  dressing-table." 
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"  I  hope  it  will  be  long  before  I'm  brought  to  such  a  state," 
said  John,  taking  up  the  cigars  in  his  hand. 

"  Let  me  have  the  case  back,"  said  Crosbie. 

"A  present  from  the  little  girl,  I  suppose?"  said  John. 
**  All  right,  old  fellow!  you  shall  have  it." 

"  There  would  be  a  nice  brother-in-law  for  a  man,"  said 
Crosbie  to  himself,  as  the  door  closed  behind  the  retreating 
scion  of  the  De  Courcy  family.  And  then,  again,  he  took  up 
his  pen.  The  letter  must  be  written,  and  therefore  he  threw 
himself  upon  the  tabic,  resolved  that  the  words  should  come 
and  the  paper  be  filled. 

Courcy  Castle,  October,  186 — . 
Dearest  Lilt, — This  is  the  first  letter  I  ever  wrote  to  you,  except 
those  little  notes  when  I  sent  you  my  compliments  discreetly, — and  it 
sounds  so  odd.  You  will  tliink  that  this  does  not  come  as  soon  as  it 
should;  but  the  truth  is  that  after  all  I  only  j^ot  in  here  jnst  before 
dinner  yesterday.  I  stayed  ever  so  long  in  Barcliester,  and  came  across 
such  a  queer  character.  For  you  must  know  I  v.ent  to  church,  and 
afterwards  fraternized  with  the  clergyman  who  did  the  ser\'ice;  such 
a  gentle  old  soul, — and,  singularly  enough,  he  is  the  grandfatlier  of 
Lady  DumbcUo,  who  is  staying  here.  I  wonder  what  you'd  think  of 
Lady  Dumbello,  or  liow  you'd  like  to  be  shut  up  in  the  same  house 
with  licr  for  a  week  ? 

But  with  refcience  to  my  staying  at  Barchester,  I  must  tell  you 
the  truth  now,  though  I  was  a  gross  impostor  the  day  that  I  went 
away.  I  wanted  to  avoid  a  parting  on  that  last  morning,  and  therefore 
I  started  much  sooner  than  I  need  have  done.  I  know  you  will  be  very 
angry  with.niC;  but  open  confession  is  good  for  the  soul.  You  frustrated 
all  my  httlevplan  by  your  early  rising;  and  as  I  saw  you  standing  on 
the  terrace,  looking  after  us  as  we  went,  I  acknowledged  that  you  had 
been  right,  and  that  I  was  wrong.  When  the  time  came,  I  was  very 
glad  to  have  you  with  me  at  the  last  moment. 

My  own  dearest  Lily,  you  caimot  think  how  different  this  place  is 
from  the  two  houses  at  AUington,  or  how  much  I  prefer  the  sort  of  life 
which  belongs  to  the  latter.  I  know  that  I  ha^'e  been  what  the  world 
calls  worldly,  but  you  will  have  to  cure  me  of  that.  I  have  questioned 
myself  very  mi:ch  since  I  left  you,  and  I  do  not  think  that  I  am  quite 
beyond  the  reacii  of  a  cure.  At  any  rate,  I  will  put  myself  trustingly 
into  the  doctor's  hands.  I  know  it  is  hard  for  a  man  to  change  his  habits; 
Imtlcan  with  truth  say  this  for  myself,  that  I  was  happy  at  AUington, 
enjoying  every  hour  of  the  day,  and  that  here  I  am  eimuye  by  every- 
body and  nearly  by  everything.  One  of  the  girls  of  the  house  I  do  like; 
but  as  to  other  people,  I  can  hardly  find  a  companion  among  them,  let 
alone  a  friend.  However,  it  would  not  have  done  for  me  to  have  broken 
away  from  all  such  alliances  too  suddenly. 

When  I  get  up  to  London — and  now  I  really  am  anxious  to  get 
there — I  can  write  to  you  more  at  my  case,  and  more  freely  than  I  do 
here.  I  know  that  I  am  hardly  myself  among  these  people, — or  rather, 
I  am  hardly  myself  as  you  know  me,  and  as  I  hope  you  always  will  know 
mc.    But,  nc^xrthcless,  I  am  not  so  overcome  by  the  miasma  but  what 
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I  can  tell  you  how  tnily  I  love  yoii.  Even  though  my  spirit  should  he 
here,  which  it  is  not,  my  heart  would  be  on  the  AUinjjton  lawns.  That 
dear  lawn  and  that  dear  bridire  ! 

Give  my  kind  love  to  Boll  and  yonr  mother.  I  feel  already  that 
I  might  almost  say  my  mother.  And  Lily,  my  darling,  write  to  me  at 
once.  I  expect  your  letters  to  me  to  be  longer,  and  better,  and  brighter 
than  mine  to  you.  But  I  will  endeavour  to  make  mine  nicer  when  I 
get  back  to  to^vn. 

God  bless  you.    Yours,  with  all  my  heart,  A.  C. 

As  he  had  waxed  warm  with  his  writing  he  had  forced  him- 
self to  be  affectionate,  and,  as  he  flattered  himself,  frank  and 
candid.  Nevertheless,  he  was  pai'tly  conscious  tluit  he  was 
preparing  for  himself  a  mode  of  escape  in  those  allusions  of  his 
to  his  own  worldliness;  if  escape  should  ultimately  be  neces- 
sary. *'  I  have  tried,"  he  wonld  then  say ;  "I  have  struggled 
honestly,  with  my  best  efforts  for  success ;  but  I  am  not  good 
enough  for  such  success."  I  do  not  intend  to  sny  that  he 
wTote  with  a  premeditated  intention  of  thus  using  his  words  : 
but  as  he  vsTote  them  he  could  not  keep  himself  from  reflecting 
that  they  might  be  used  in  that  way. 

He  read  his  letter  over,  felt  satisfied  with  it,  and  resolved 
that  he  might  now  free  his  mind  from  that  consideration  for 
the  next  forty-eight  hours.  AVhatever  might  be  his  sins  he- 
had  done  his  duty  by  Lily  !  And  with  this  comfortable  reflection 
he  deposited  his  letter  in  the  Com-cy  Castle  letter-box. 


'J 


CHAPTER   XIX.  '*^ 

THE   SQUIRE  MAKES  A  VISIT   TO   THE   SMALL  HOUSE.      ' 

Mrs.  Dale  acknowledged  to  herself  that  she  had  not  much 
grotmd  for  hoping  that  she  should  ever  find  in  Crosbie's  house 
much  personal  happiness  for  her  future  life.  She  did  not  dis- 
like Mr.  Crosbie,  nor  in  any  great  degree  mistrust  him  ;  but 
she  had  seen  enough  of  him  to  make  her  certain  that  Lily's 
fature  home  in  London  could  not  be  a  home  for  her.  He  was 
worldly,  or,  at  least,  a  man  of  the  world.  He  would  be 
anxious  to  make  the  most  of  his  income,  and  his  life  would 
be  one  long  struggle,  not  perhaps  for  money,  but  for  those 
things  which  money  only  can  give.  There  are  men  to  whom 
eight  hundred  a  year  is  great  wealth,  and  houses  to  which  it 
brings  all  the  coroforts  that  life  requires.    But  Crosbie  was  not 
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sucli  a  man,  nor  would  his  house  be  such  a  house.  Mrs.  Dale 
hoped  that  Lily  would  be  happy  with  him,  and  satisfied  with 
his  modes  of  life,  and  she  strove  to  believe  that  such  would 
be  the  case  ;  but  as  regarded  herself  she  was  forced  to  confess 
that  in  such  a  marriage  her  child  would  be  much  divided  from 
her.  That  pleasant  abode  to  which  she  had  long  looked 
forward  that  she  might  have  a  welcome  there  in  coming  years 
should  be  among  fields  and  trees,  not  in  some  narrow  London 
street.  Lily  must  now  become  a  city  lady  ;  but  Bell  would 
still  be  left  to  her,  and  it  might  still  be  hoped  that  Bell  would 
find  for  herself  some  country  home. 

Since  the  day  on  which  Lily  had  first  told  her  mother  of 
her  engagement,  Mrs.  Dale  had  found  herself  talking  much 
more  fully  and  more  frequently  with  Bell  than  with  her  younger 
daughter.  As  long  as  Crosbie  was  at  Allington  this  was  natural 
enough.  He  and  Lily  were  of  course  together,  while  Bell 
remained  with  her  mother.  But  the  same  state  of  things  con- 
tinued even  after  Crosbie  was  gone.  It  was  not  that  there  was 
any  coolness  or  want  of  afi'ection  between  the  mother  and 
daughter,  but  that  Lily's  heart  was  fall  of  her  lover,  and  that 
Mrs.  Dale,  though  she  had  given  her  cordial  consent  to  the 
marriage,  felt  that  she  had  but  few  points  of  sjTnpathy  with  her 
future  son-in-law.  She  had  never  said,  even  to  herself,  that 
she  disliked  him  ;  nay,  she  had  sometimes  declared  to  herself 
that  she  was  fond  of  him.  But,  in  trath,  he  was  not  a  man 
after  her  own  heart.  He  was  not  one  who  could  ever  be  to 
her  as  her  o\\ti  son  and  her  ovra  child. 

But  she  and  Bell  would  pass  hours  together  talking  of 
Lily's  prospects.  "  It  seems  so  strange  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  Dale, 
"  that  she  of  all  girls  should  have  been  fancied  by  such  a  man 
as  Mr.  Crosbie,  or  that  she  should  have  liked  him.  I  cannot 
imagine  Lily  living  in  London." 

"  If  he  is  good  and  affectionate  to  her  she  will  be  happy 
wherever  he  is,"  said  Bell. 

"  I  hope  so  ; — I'm  sure  I  hope  so.  But  it  seems  as 
though  she  will  bo  so  far  separated  from  us.  It  is  not  the 
distance,  but  the  manner  of  life  which  makes  the  separation. 
I  hope  you'll  never  be  taken  so  far  from  me." 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  allow  myself  to  be  taken  up  to 
London,"  said  Bell,  laughing.  "  But  one  can  never  tell.  If 
I  do  you  must  follow  us,  mamma." 

"  I  do  not  want  another  Mr.  Crosbie  for  you,  dear," 

"  But  perhaps  I  may  want  one  for  myself.     You  need  not 
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tremble  quite  yet,  however.  Apollos  do  not  come  this  roau 
every  day." 

"  Poor  Lily  !  Do  you  rcmemher  when  she  first  called 
him  Apollo  ?  I  do,  well.  I  remember  his  coming  here  the 
day  after  Bernard  brought  him  down,  and  how  you  were 
placing  on  the  \&wa,  while  I  was  in  the  other  garden.  I  little 
thought  then  what  it  would  come  to." 

'*  But,  mamma,  you  don't  regivt  it  ?  " 

"  Not  if  it's  to  make  her  hapjiy.  K  she  can  be  happy  with 
him,  of  course  I  shall  not  regi-ot  it ;  not  though  he  were  to 
take  her  to  the  world's  end  away  from  us.  "What  else  have 
I  to  look  for  but  that  she  and  you  should  both  be  happy  ?  " 

"  Men  in  London  are  happy  with  their  wives  as  well  as 
men  in  the  country." 

"  Oh,  ves  ;  of  all  women  I  should  be  the  first  to  acknow- 
ledge that.*" 

'*  And  as  to  Adolphus  himself,  I  do  not  know  why  we 
should  distrust  him." 

"  No,  my  dear  ;  there  is  no  reason.  If  I  did  distrust  him, 
I  should  not  have  given  so  ready  an  assent  to  the  marriage. 
But,  nevertheless " 

"  The  truth  is,  you  don't  like  him,  mamma." 

"  Not  so  cordially  as  I  hope  I  may  like  any  man  whom  you 
may  choose  for  your  husband." 

And  Lily,  though  she  said  nothing  on  the  subject  to 
Mrs.  Dale,  felt  that  her  mother  was  in  some  degree  estranged 
from  her.  Crosbie's  name  was  fi-equently  mentioned  between 
them,  but  in  the  tone  of  Mrs.  Dale's  voice,  and  in  her  manner 
when  she  spoke  of  him,  there  was  lacking  that  enthusiasm  and 
heartiness  which  real  sympathy  would  have  produced.  Lily 
did  not  analyse  her  own  feelings,  or  closely  make  inquiry  as 
to  those  of  her  mother,  but  she  perceived  that  it  was  not  all 
as  she  would  have  wished  it  to  have  been.  "  I  know  mamma 
does  not  love  him,"  she  said  to  Bell  on  the  evening  of  the  day 
on  which  she  received  Crosbie's  first  letter. 

"  Not  as  you  do,  Lily  ;  but  she  does  love  him." 

"  Not  as  I  do  !  To  say  that  is  nonsense.  Bell ;  of  course 
she  does  not  love  him  as  I  do.  But  the  truth  is  she  does  not 
love  him  at  all.     Do  you  think  I  cannot  see  it  ?  " 

"  I'm  alj-aid  that  you  see  too  much." 

"  She  never  says  a  word  against  him  ;  but  if  she  really 
liked  him  she  would  sometimes  say  a  word  in  his  favour.  I 
do  not  think  she  would  ever  mention  his  name  unless  you  or 
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I  spoke  of  him  before  her.    If  she  did  not  approve  of  him,  why 
did  she  not  say  so  sooner?" 

"  That's  hardly  fair  upon  mamma,"  said  Bell,  with  some 
earnestness,  "  She  does  not  disapprove  of  him,  and  she  never 
did.  You  know  mamma  well  enough  to  he  sure  that  she  would 
not  interfere  with  us  in  such  a  matter  without  very  strong 
reason.  As  regards  Mr.  Crosbie,  she  gave  her  consent  without 
a  moment's  hesitation." 

"  Yes,  she  did." 

"  How  can  you  say,  then,  that  she  disapproves  of  him  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  find  fault  with  mamma.  Perhaps  it  will 
come  all  right." 

"  It  will  come  all  right."  But  Bell,  though  she  made  this 
very  satisfactoiy  promise,  was  as  well  aware  as  either  of  the 
others  that  the  family  would  be  divided  when  Crosbie  should 
have  manied  Lily  and  taken  her  off  to  London. 

On  the  following  morning  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell  were  sitting 
together.  Lily  was  above  in  her  own  room,  either  writing  to 
her  lover,  or  reading  his  letter,  or  thinking  of  him,  or  working 
for  him.  In  some  way  she  was  employed  on  his  behalf,  and 
with  this  objpct  she  was  alone.  It  was  now  the  middle  of 
October,  and  the  fire  was  Lit  in  Mrs.  Dale's  drawing-room. 
The  window  which  opened  upon  the  lawn  was  closed,  the  hea\7 
curtains  had  been  put  back  in  their  places,  and  it  had  been 
acknowledged  as  an  unwelcome  fact  that  the  last  of  the 
summer  was  over.  This  was  always  a  sorrow  to  Mrs.  Dale  ; 
but  it  is  one  of  those  sorrows  which  hardly  admit  of  open 
expression. 

*'  Bell,"  she  said,  looking  up  suddenly  ;  "  there's  your 
uncle  at  the  window.  Let  him  in."  For  now,  since  the 
putting  up  of  the  curtains,  the  window  had  been  bolted  as  well 
as  closed.  So  Bell  got  up,  and  opened  a  passage  for  the  squii-e's 
entrance.  It  was  not  often  that  he  came  down  in  this  way, 
and  when  he  did  do  so  it  was  generally  for  some  purpose  which 
had  been  expressed  before. 

"What!  fires  already?"  said  he.  "I  never  have  fires 
at  the  other  house  in  the  morning  till  the  first  of  November. 
I  like  to  see  a  spark  in  the  grate  after  dinner." 

"  I  like  a  fire  when  I'm  cold,"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  But  this 
was  a  subject  on  which  the  squire  and  his  sister-in-law  had 
differed  before,  and  as  Mr.  Dale  had  some  business  in  hand, 
he  did  not  now  choose  to  waste  his  energy  in  supporting  his 
own  views  on  the  question  of  fires. 
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"  Bell,  ray  dear,"  said  he,  "  I  want  to  speak  to  vour 
mother  for  a  minute  or  two  ou  a  matter  of  business.  You 
wouldn't  mind  leaving  us  for  a  little  while,  would  you  ?  " 
\Miercupon  Bell  collected  up  her  work  and  went  upstairs  to 
her  sister.  "  Uncle  Christopher  is  below  with  mamma,"  said 
she,  "  talking  about  business.  I  suppose  it  is  something  to 
do  with  your  marriage."  But  Bell  was  wrong.  The  squire's 
visit  had  no  reference  to  Lily's  marriage. 

^Irs.  Dale  did  not  move  or  speak  a  word  when  Boll  was 
gone,  though  it  was  evident  that  the  squire  paused  in  order 
that  she  might  ask  some  question  of  him.  "  Mary,"  said  he, 
at  last,  "I'll  tell  you  what  it  is  that  I  have  come  to  say  to 
you."  Whereupon  she  put  the  piece  of  needlework  which  was 
in  her  bauds  down  upon  the  work-basket  before  her,  and 
settled  herself  to  listen  to  him. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  about  Bell." 

"About  Bell?"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  as  though  much  sur- 
prised that  he  should  have  anything  to  say  to  her  respecting 
her  eldest  daughter. 

"  Yes,  about  Bell.  Here's  Lily  going  to  be  married,  and 
it  will  be  well  that  Bell  should  be  married  too." 

"  I  don't  see  that  at  all,"  said  ]\Irs.  Dale.  "  I  am  by  no 
means  in  a  hurry  to  be  rid  of  her." 

"  No,  I  dare  say  not.  But,  of  course,  you  only  regard  her 
welfare,  and  I  can  truly  say  that  I  do  the  same.  There  would 
be  no  necessity  for  huriy  as  to  a  marriage  for  her  under 
ordinary  circumstances,  but  there,  may  be  circumstances  to 
make  such  a  thing  desirable,  and  I  think  that  there  are." 
It  was  e^•ident  from  the  squire's  tone  and  manner  th:  t  he 
was  very  much  in  earnest ;  but  it  was  also  evident  that  he 
found  some  difficulty  in  opening  out  the  budget  with  which 
he  had  prepared  himself.  He  hesitated  a  little  in  his  voice, 
and  seemed  to  be  almost  nervous.  Mrs.  Dale,  with  some 
little  spice  of  ill-nature,  altogether  abstained  from  assisting 
him.  She  was  jealous  of  interference  from  him  about  her 
girls,  and  though  she  was  of  course  bound  to  listen  to  him,  she 
did  so  with  a  prejudice  against  and  almost  with  a  resolve  to 
oppose  anything  that  he  might  say.  ^Vhen  he  had  finished 
his  little  speech  about  circumstances,  the  squire  paused 
again  ;  but  ilrs.  Dale  still  sat  silent,  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
his  face. 

"  I  love  your  children  very  dearly,"  said  he,  "  though  I 
beheve  you  hardly  give  me  credit  for  doing  so." 
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"  I  am  sure  you  do,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  "  and  they  are  both 
well  aware  of  it." 

"  And  I  am  veiy  anxious  that  they  should  be  comfortably 
established  in  life.  I  have  no  children  of  my  owa,  and  thoso 
of  my  two  brothers  are  evei-jiihing  to  me." 

]\irs.  Dale  had  always  considered  it  as  a  matter  of  course 
that  Bernard  should  be  the  squu-e's  heir,  and  had  never  lelt 
that  her  daughters  had  any  claim  on  that  score.  It  was  a 
well-understood  thing  in  the  family  that  the  senior  male  Dale 
should  have  all  the  Dale  property  and  all  the  Dale  money. 
She  fully  recognized  even  the  propriety  of  such  an  aiTangement. 
But  it  seemed  to  her  that  the  squire  was  almost  guilty  of 
hypocrisy  in  naming  his  nephew  and  his  two  nieces  together, 
as  though  they  were  the  joint  heirs  of  his  love.  Bernard  was 
his  adopted  son,  and  no  one  had  begrudged  to  the  uncle  the 
right  of  making  such  adoption.  Bernard  was  everj-tliing  to 
him,  and  as  being  his  heir  was  bound  to  obey  him  in .  man)' 
things.  But  her  daughters  were  no  more  to  him  than  any 
nieces  might  be  to  any  uncle.  He  had  nothing  to  do  with 
their  disposal  in  maniage  ;  and  the  mother's  spirit  was  already 
up  in  arms  and  prepared  to  do  battle  for  her  ov,m  independence, 
and  for  that  of  her  children.  "  If  Bernard  would  marry  well," 
said  she,  "  I  have  no  doubt  it  would  be  a  comfort  to  you," — 
moaning  to  imply  thereby  that  the  squire  had  no  right  to 
trouble  himself  about  any  other  marriage. 

"  That's  just  it,"  said  the  squire.  "It  would  be  a  great 
comf  )i-t  to  me.  And  if  he  and  Bell  could  make  up  their  minds 
togetlier,  it  would,  I  should  think,  be  a  great  comfoii  to  you  also." 

"  Bernard  and  Bell!  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dale.  No  idea  of 
such  a  union  had  ever  yet  come  upon  her,  and  now  in  her 
surprise  she  sat  silent.  She  had  always  liked  Bernard  Dale, 
having  felt  for  him  more  family  aflection  than  for  any  other  of 
the  Dale  family  beyond  her  own  hearth.  He  had  been  very 
intimate  in  her  house,  having  made  himself  almost  as  a  brother 
to  her  gu-ls.  But  she  had  never  thought  of  him  as  a  husband 
for  either  of  them.. 

"  Then  Bell  has  not  spoken  to  you  about  it,"  said  the 
squire. 

"  Never  a  word." 

"  And  you  had  never  thought  about  it  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  I  have  thought  about  it  a  great  deal.  For  some  years 
I  Lave  always  beeu  thinking  of  it.     I  have  set  my  heart  upon 


THE    SQUraE    VISITS   THE    SMALL    HOUSE.  183 

it,  and  shall  be  very  unhappy  if  it  cannot  be  brought  about. 
They  are  both  ver}-  dear  to  me, — dearer  than  anybody  else. 
If  I  could  see  them  man  and\\'ife,  I  should  not  much  care  then 
how  soon  I  left  the  old  place  to  them." 

There  was  a  purer  touch  of  feeling  in  this  than  the  squire 
had  ever  before  shown  in  his  sister-in-law's  presence,  and  more 
heartiness  than  she  had  given  him  the  credit  of  possessing. 
And  she  could  not  but  acknowledge  to  herself  that  her  own 
ihild  was  included  in  this  unexpected  warmth  of  love,  and  that 
t-he  was  bound  at  any  rate  to  entertain  some  gratitude  for 
such  kindness. 

"  It  is  good  of  you  to  think  of  her,"  said  the  mother ;  "  vei-v 
good." 

'*  I  think  a  great  deal  about  her,"  said  the  squire.  "  But 
that  does  not  much  matter  now.  The  fact  is,  that  she  has 
declined  Bernard's  ofl'er." 

"  Has  Bernard  offered  to  her  ?  " 

"So  he  tells  me  ;  and  she  has  refused  him.  It  may 
perhaps  be  natural  that  she  should  do  so,  never  having  taught 
h.rseLf  to  look  at  him  in  the  light  of  a  lover.  I  don't  blame 
her  at  all.     I  am  not  angr}-  with  her." 

"  Angry  with  her !  No.  You  can  hardly  be  angry  with 
her  for  not  being  in  love  with  her  cousin." 

'•  I  say  that  I  am  not  angry  with  her.  But  I  think  she 
might  undertake  to  consider  the  question.  You  would  like 
such  a  match,  would  you  not  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  did  not  at  first  make  any  answer,  but  began  to 
revolve  the  thing  in  her  mind,  and  to  look  at  it  in  various 
points  of  view.  There  was  a  great  deal  in  such  an  arrange- 
ment which  at  the  first  sight  recommended  it  to  her  veiy 
strongly.  All  the  local  circumstances  were  in  its  favour.  As 
regarded  herself  it  would  promise  to  her  all  that  she  had  ever 
desired.  It  would  give  her  a  prospect  of  seeing  verv'  much 
of  LUy  ;  for  if  Bell  were  settled  at  the  old  family  house,  Crosbie 
would  naturally  be  much  with  his  friend.  She  liked  Bernard 
also ;  and  for  a  moment  or  two  fancied,  as  she  turned  it  all 
over  in  her  mind,  that,  even  yet,  if  such  a  marriage  were  to 
take  place,  there  might  gi-ow  up  something  like  true  regard 
between  her  and  the  old  squire.  How  happy  would  be  her  old 
age  in  that  Small  House,  if  Bell  with  her  children  were  living 
60  close  to  hor  ! 

"  Well  ■?"  said  the  squire,  who  was  looking  very  intently 
into  her  face. 
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"  I  was  thinking,"  said  Mrs,  Dale.  "  Do  you  say  that 
she  has  already  refused  him  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  she  has  ;  hut  then  you  know " 

"  It  must  of  course  he  left  for  her  to  judge." 

**  If  you  mean  that  she  cannot  he  made  to  marry  her 
cousin,  of  course  we  all  know  she  can't." 

"  I  mean  rather  more  than  that." 

"  T\Tiat  do  you  mean,  then  ?  " 

"  That  the  matter  must  be  left  altogether  to  her  own 
decision  ;  that  no  persuasion  must  be  used  by  you  or  me.  If 
he  can  persuade  her,  indeed " 

"  Yes,  exactly.  He  must  persuade  her.  I  quite  agree 
with  you  that  he  should  have  liberty  to  plead  his  own  cause. 
But  look  you  here,  Maiy ; — she  has  always  beeu  a  very  good 
child  to  you " 

"Indeed  she  has." 

"  And  a  word  from  you  would  go  a  long  way  with  her, 
— as  it  ought.  If  she  knows  that  you  would  like  her  to  marry 
her  cousin,  it  will  make  her  think  it  her  duty " 

"  Ah !  but  that  is  just  what  I  cannot  irj  to  make  her  think." 

"Will  you  let  me  speak,  Mary?  You  take  me  up  and 
scold  me  before  the  words  are  half  out  of  my  mouth.  Of 
course  I  know  that  in  these  days  a  young  lady  is  not  to  be 
compelled  into  raam'ing  anybody ; — not  but  that,  as  far  as 
I  can  see,  they  did  better  than  tliey  do  now  when  they  had 
not  quite  so  much  of  their  own  way." 

"  I  never  would  take  upon  myself  to  ask  a  child  to  marry 
any  man." 

"  But  you  may  explain  to  her  that  it  is  her  duty  to  give 
such  a  proposal  much  thought  before  it  is  absolutely  refused. 
A  girl  either  is  in  love  or  she  is  not.  If  she  is,  she  is 
ready  to  jump  dovra  a  man's  throat ;  and  that  was  the  case 
with  Lily.'" 

"  She  never  thought  of  the  man  till  he  had  proposed  to  her 
fully." 

"  Well,  never  mind  now.  But  if  a  girl  is  not  in  love,  she 
thinks  she  is  bound  to  swear  and  declare  that  she  never  will 
be  so." 

"  I  don't  think  Bell  ever  declared  anything  of  the  kind." 

"  Yes,  she  did.  She  told  Bernard  that  she  didn't  love 
him  and  couldn't  love  him, — and,  in  fact,  that  she  wouldn't 
think  anything  more  about  it.  Now,  Mar}',  that's  what  I 
call  being  headstrong  and  positive.     I  don't  want  to  drive 
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her,  and  I  don't  want  you  to  drive  her.  But  here  is  an 
an-angemont  which  for  her  will  he  a  veiy  good  one  ;  you  must 
admit  that.  We  all  know  that  she  is  on  excellent  terms 
with  Beniard.  It  isn't  as  though  they  had  been  foiling  out 
and  hating  each  other  all  their  lives.  She  told  him  that 
she  was  very  fond  of  him,  and  talked  nonsense  about  being 
his  sister,  and  all  that." 

"  I  don't  see  that  it  was  nonsense  at  all." 

"  Yes,  it  was  nonsense, — on  such  an  occasion.  If  a  man 
asks  a  girl  to  many  him,  he  doesn't  want  her  to  talk  to  him 
about  being  his  sister.  I  think  it  is  nonsense.  K  she  would 
only  consider  about  it  properly  she  would  soon  learn  to  love 
him." 

"  That  lesson,  if  it  be  learned  at  all,  must  be  learned 
without  any  tutor." 

"  You  won't  do  anything  to  help  me  then  ?  " 

"  I  will,  at  any  rate,  do  nothing  to  mar  you.  And,  to 
tell  the  truth,  I  must  think  over  the  matter  fully  before  I 
can  decide  what  I  had  better  say  to  Bell  about  it.  From  her 
not  speaking  to  me " 

"  I  think  she  ought  to  have  told  you." 

"  No,  Mr.  Dale.  Had  she  accepted  him,  of  course  she 
would  have  told  me.  Had  she  thought  of  doing  so  she  might 
probably  have  consulted  me.  But  if  she  made  up  her  mind 
that  she  must  reject  him " 

"  She  oughtn't  to  have  made  up  her  mind." 

"  But  if  she  did,  it  seems  natural  to  me  that  she  should 
speak  of  it  to  no  one.  She  might  probably  think  that  Bernard 
would  be  as  well  pleased  that  it  should  not  be  known." 

"  Psha, — known! — of  course  it  will  be  known.  As  yon 
want  time  to  consider  of  it,  I  will  say  nothing  more  now.  If 
she  were  my  daughter,  I  should  have  no  hesitation  in  telling 
her  what  I  thought  best  for  her  welfare." 

"  I  have  none  ;  though  I  may  have  some  in  making  up  my 
mind  as  to  what  is  best  for  her  welfare.  But,  Mr.  Dale,  you 
may  be  sure  of  this  ;  I  will  speak  to  her  very  earnestly  of  your 
kindness  and  love  for  her.  And  I  wish  you  would  believe  that 
I  feel  your  regard  for  her  veiy  strongly." 

In  answer  to  this  he  merely  shook  his  head,  and  hummed 
and  hawed.  "  You  would  be  glad  to  see  them  married,  as 
regards  yourself?  "  he  asked. 

"  Certainly  I  would,"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  I  have  always 
liked  Bernard,  and  I  believe  my  girl  would  be  safe  with  him. 
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But  then,  you  see,  it's  a  question  on  whicli  my  own  likings  or 
dislikings  should  not  have  any  bearing." 

And  so  they  parted,  the  squire  making  his  way  back  again 
through  the  drawing-room  \\dndow.  He  was  not  above  half 
pleased  with  his  interview ;  but  then  he  was  a  man  for  whom 
half-pleasure  almost  sufficed.  He  rarely  indulged  any  expec- 
tation that  people  would  make  themselves  agreeable  to  him. 
Mrs.  Dale,  since  she  had  come  to  the  Small  House,  had  never 
been  a  source  of  satisfaction  to  him,  but  he  did  not  on  that 
account  regret  that  he  had  brought  her  there.  He  was  a 
constant  man ;  urgent  in  canying  out  his  oviii  plans,  but  not 
sanguine  in  doing  so,  and  by  no  means  apt  to  expect  that  all 
things  would  go  smooth  with  him.  He  had  made  up  his  mind 
that  his  nephew  and  his  niece  should  be  married,  and  should 
he  ultimately  fail  in  this,  such  failure  would  probably  embitter 
his  future  life  ; — but  it  was  not  in  the  nature  of  the  man  to  be 
angi-y  in  the  meantime,  or  to  fume  and  scold  because  he  met 
with  opposition.  He  had  told  Mrs.  Dale  that  he  loved  Bell 
dearly.  So  he  did,  though  he  seldom  spoke  to  her  with  much 
show  of  special  regard,  and  never  was  soft  and  tender  \vith 
her.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  he  did  not  now  love  her  the  less 
because  she  opposed  his  wishes.  He  was  a  constant,  unde- 
monstrative man,  given  rather  to  brooding  than  to  thinking ; 
harder  in  his  words  than  in  his  thoughts,  with  more  of  heart 
than  others  believed,  or  than  he  himself  knew ;  but,  above  all, 
he  was  a  man  who  having  once  desired  a  thing  would  desire  it 
always. 

Mrs.  Dale,  when  she  was  left  alone,  began  to  turn  over  the 
question  in  her  mind  in  a  much  fuller  manner  than  the  squire's 
l-resence  had  as  yet  made  possible  for  her.  Would  not  such  a 
marriage  as  this  be  for  them  all  the  happiest  domestic  arrange- 
ment which  circumstances  could  afford  ?  Her  daughter  would 
have  no  foiiune,  but  here  would  be  prepared  for  her  all  the 
comforts  which  fortune  can  give.  She  would  be  received  into 
her  uncle's  house,  not  as  some  penniless,  portionless  bride 
whom  Bernard  might  have  married  and  brought  home,  but 
as  the  wife  whom  of  all  others  Bernard's  friends  had  thought 
desirable  for  him.  And  then,  as  regarded  Mrs.  Dale  herself, 
there  would  be  nothing  in  such  a  marriage  which  would  not  be 
delightful  to  her.  It  would  give  a  reahzation  to  all  her  dreams 
of  future  happiness. 

But,  as  she  said  to  herself  over  and  over  again,  all  that 
must  go  for  nothing.     It  must  be  for  Bell,  and  for  her  onl^, 
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to  answer  Bernard's  (juestion.  In  her  mind  there  was  some- 
thinoj  sacred  in  that  idea  of  love.  She  would  regard  her 
daughter  almost  as  a  castaway  if  she  were  to  many  any  man 
without  absolutely  loviug  him, — loving  him  as  Lily  loved  her 
lover,  with  all  her  heart  and  all  her  strength. 

With  such  a  conviction  as  this  strong  upon  her,  she  felt 
that  she  could  not  say  much  to  Bell  that  would  be  of  any 
service. 


CHAPTER     XX. 

DR.   CROFTS. 


If  ■there  was  anything  in  the  world  as  to  which  Isabella  Dale 
was  quite  certain,  it  was  this — that  she  was  not  in  love  Anth 
Dr.  Crofts.  As  to  being  in  love  with  her  cousin  Bernard, 
she  had  never  had  occasion  to  ask  herself  any  question  on 
that  head.  She  liked  him  very  well,  but  she  had  never 
thought  of  marrying  him ;  and  now,  when  he  made  his  pro- 
posal, she  could  not  bring  herself  to  think  of  it.  But  as 
regards  Dr.  Crofts,  she  had  thought  of  it,  and  had  made  up 
her  mind ; — in  the  manner  above  described. 

It  may  be  said  that  she  could  not  have  been  justified  in 
discussing  the  matter  even  within  her  own  bosom,  unless 
authorized  to  do  so  by  Dr.  Crofts  himseK.  Let  it  then  be 
considered  that  Dr.  Crofts  had  given  her  some  such  authority. 
This  may  be  done  in  more  ways  than  one  ;  and  Miss  Dale 
n.uld  not  have  found  herself  asking  herself  questions  about 
jiim,  unless  there  had  been  fitting  occasion  for  her  to  do  so. 

The  profession  of  a  medical  man  in  a  small  provincial  to^Mi 
is  not  often  one  which  gives  to  its  owner  in  early  life  a  large 
income.  Perhaps  in  no  career  has  a  man  to  work  harder  for 
what  he  earns,  or  to  do  more  work  without  earning  anything. 
It  has  sometimes  seemed  to  me  as  though  the  young  doctors 
rjid  the  old  doctors  had  agreed  to  divide  between  them  the 
diilfrent  rosults  of  their  profession, — the  young  doctors  doing 
all  the  work  and  the  old  doctors  taking  all  the  money.  If 
this  be  so  it  may  account  for  that  ai)pearance  of  pn  luaturo 
gravity  which  is  borne  by  so  many  of  the  medical  profession. 
Under  such  an  arrangement  a  man  may  be  excused  for  a  dcsiro 
to  put  away  childish  things  very  early  in  life. 
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Dr.  Crofts  had  now  been  practising  in  Guestwick  nearly 
seven  years,  having  settled  himself  in  that  town  when  he  was 
twenty-three  years  eld,  and  being  at  this  period  about  thirty. 
Puriug  those  seven  years  his  skill  and  industry  had  been  so 
fully  admitted  that  he  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  medical 
care  of  all  the  paupers  in  the  union,  for  which  work  he  was 
paid  at  the  rate  of  one  hundred  pounds  a  year.  He  was  also 
assistant-surgeon  at  a  small  hospital  which  was  maintained  in 
that  town,  and  held  two  or  three  other  similar  public  positions, 
all  of  which  attested  his  respectability  and  general  proficiency. 
They,  moreover,  thoroughly  saved  him  from  any  of  the  dangers 
of  idleness  ;  but,  unfortunately,  they  did  not  enable  him  to 
regard  himself  as  a  successful  professional  man.  Whereas  old 
Dr.  GrulTeu,  of  whom  but  few  people  spoke  well,  had  made  a 
fortune  in  Guestvrick,  and  even  still  drew  from  the  ailments  of 
the  to'mi  a  considerable  and  hardly  yet  decreasing  income. 
Now  this  Avas  hard  upon  Dr.  Crofts  —  unless  there  was 
existing  some  such  well-understood  arrangement  as  that  above 
named. 

He  had  been  kno^Ti  to  the  family  of  the  Dales  long  previous 
to  bis  settlement  at  Guestwick,  and  had  been  very  intimate 
with  them  from  that  time  to  the  present  day.  Of  all  the  men, 
young  or  old,  whom  Mrs.  Dale  counted  among  her  intimate 
friends,  he  was  the  one  whom  she  most  trusted  and  admired. 
And  he  was  a  man  to  be  trusted  by  those  who  knew  him  well. 
He  was  not  bright  and  always  ready,  as  was  Crosbie,  nor  had 
he  all  the  practical  worldly  good  sense  of  Bernard  Dale.  In 
mental  power  I  doubt  whetlicr  he  was  superior  to  John  Eamcs  ; 
— to  John  Eames,  such  as  he  might  become  when  the  period 
of  his  hobbledehoyhood  should  have  altogether  passed  away. 
But  Crofts,  compared  with  the  other  three,  as  they  all  were  at 
present,  was  a  man  more  to  be  trusted  than  any  of  them. 
xVud  there  was,  moreover,  about  him  an  occasional  dash  of 
humour,  without  which  Mrs.  Dale  would  hardly  have  regarded 
him  with  that  thorough  liking  which  she  had  for  him.  But  it 
was  a  quiet  humour,  apt  to  show  itself  when  he  had  but  one 
friend  with  him,  rather  than  in  general  society.  Crosbie,  on 
the  other  hand,  would  be  much  more  bright  among  a  dozen, 
than  he  could  with  a  single  companion.     Bernard  Dale  was 

never  bright ;    and  as  for  Johnny  Eames ;    but  in  this 

matter  of  brightness,  Johnny  Eames  had  not  yet  shown  to  tho 
world  what  his  character  might  be. 

It  was  now  two  years  since  Crofts  had  been  called  upon  for 
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medical  advice  on  belialf  of  his  I'rieud  IMis.  Dale.  She  hud 
then  been  ill  for  a  long  period — some  two  or  three  months, 
and  Dr.  Crofts  had  been  frequent  in  his  visits  at  Allington. 
At  tliat  time  ho  became  very  intimate  with  Mrs.  Dale's 
daughters,  and  especially  so  with  the  eldest.  Young  un- 
married doctors  ought  perhaps  to  be  excluded  from  houses 
in  which  thi-re  are  young  ladies.  I  know,  at  any  rate,  that 
many  sage  matrons  hold  veiy  strongly  to  that  opinion,  thinking, 
no  doubt,  that  doctors  ought  to  get  themselves  married  before 
they  venture  to  begin  working  for  a  living.  Mrs.  Dale,  per- 
haps, regarded  her  own  girls  as  still  merely  children,  for  Bell, 
the  elder,  was  then  hariUy  eighteen  ;  or  perhaps  she  held 
imprudent  and  heterodox  opinions  on  this  subject ;  or  it  may 
be  that  she  selfishly  preferred  Dr.  Crofts,  with  all  the  danger 
to  htr  children,  to  Dr.  Gruflen,  with  all  the  danger  to  herself. 
];ut  the  result  was  that  the  young  doctor  one  day  informed 
liimself,  as  he  was  riding  back  to  Guestwick,  that  much  of 
his  happiness  in  this  world  would  depend  on  his  being  able 
to  marry  Mrs.  Dale's  eldest  daughter.  At  that  time  his  total 
income  amounted  to  little  more  than  two  hundred  a  year,  and 
he  had  resolved  within  his  o^vu  mind  that  Dr.  Gruffen  was 
esteemed  as  much  the  better  doctor  by  the  general  public 
opinion  of  Guesi^\'ick,  and  that  Dr.  Gruflen's  sandy-haired 
assistant  would  even  have  a  bettor  chance  of  success  in  the 
tov.n  than  himself,  should  it  ever  come  to  pass  that  the 
doctor  was  esteemed  too  old  for  personal  practice.  Crofts 
had  no  fortune  of  his  own,  and  he  was  aware  that  Miss 
l>ale  had  none.  Then,  under  those  circumstances,  what  was 
he  to  do  ? 

It  is  not  necessary  that  we  should  inquire  at  any  great 
length  into  those  love  passages  of  the  doctor's  life  which  took 
place  three  years  before  the  commencement  of  this  narrative. 
He  made  no  declaration  to  Bell ;  but  Bell,  young  as  she  was, 
iiiiilcrstood  well  that  he  would  fain  have  done  so,  had  not  his 
courage  failed  him,  or  rather  had  not  his  prudence  prevented 
him.  To  Mrs.  Dale  he  did  speak,  not  openly  avowing  his  lovo 
even  to  her,  but  hinting  at  it,  and  then  talking  to  her  of  his 
unsatisfied  hopes  and  professional  disappointments.  "It  is 
not  that  I  complain  of  being  poor  as  I  am,"  said  he ;  "  or  at 
any  rate,  not  so  poor  that  my  poverty  must  be  any  source  of 
discomfort  to  me ;  but  I  could  hardly  marry  with  such  an 
income  as  I  have  at  present." 

"  But  it  will  increase,  will  it  not  ?  ■'  said  'Mrs.  Dale. 
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"  It  may  some  day,  -when  I  am  becoming  an  old  man,"  lie 
said.     "  But  of  what  use  will  it  be  to  me  then  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  could  not  tell  him  that,  as  far  as  her  voice  in 
the  matter  went,  he  was  welcome  to  woo  her  daughter  and 
marry  her,  poor  as  he  was,  and  doubly  poor  as  they  would  both 
be  together  on  such  a  pittance.  He  had  not  even  mentioned 
Bell's  name,  and  had  he  done  so  she  could  only  have  bade  him 
wait  and  hope.  After  that  he  said  nothing  further  to  her  upon 
the  subject.  To  Bell  he  spoke  no  word  of  overt  love  ;  but  on 
an  autumn  day,  when  Mrs.  Dale  was  already  convalescent,  and 
the  repetition  of  his  professional  visits  had  become  unnecessaiy, 
he  got  her  to  walk  with  him  through  the  half- hidden  shrubbery 
paths,  and  then  told  her  things  which  he  should  never  have 
told  her,  if  he  really  wished  to  bind  her  heart  to  his.  He 
repeated  that  stoiy  of  his  income,  and  explained  to  her  that 
his  poverty  was  only  grievous  to  him  in  that  it  prevented 
him  from  thinking  of  marriage.  "  I  suppose  it  must,"  said 
Bell.  "  I  should  think  it  WTong  to  ask  any  lady  to  share  such 
an  income  as  mine,"  said  he.  Whereupon  Bell  had  suggested 
to  him  that  some  ladies  had  incomes  of  their  own,  and  that 
he  might  in  that  way  get  over  the  difficulty.  "  I  should  be 
afraid  of  myself  in  marrjdng  a  girl  with  money,"  said  he ; 
"  besides,  that  is  altogether  out  of  the  question  now."  Of 
course  Bell  did  not  ask  him  why  it  was  out  of  the  question, 
and  for  a  time  they  went  on  walking  in  silence.  "  It  is  a  hard 
thing  to  do,"  he  then  said, — not  looking  at  her,  but  looking 
at  the  gi-avel  on  which  he  stood.  "It  is  a  hard  thing  to  do, 
but  I  will  determine  to  think  of  it  no  further.  I  believe  a 
man  may  be  as  happy  single  as  he  may  married, — almost."' 
"  Perhaps  more  so,"  said  Bell.  Then  the  doctor  left  her,  and 
Bell,  as  I  have  said  before,  made  up  her  mind  with  gi'eat  firm- 
ness that  she  was  not  in  love  with  him.  I  may  certainly  say 
that  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  as  to  which  she  was  so 
certain  as  she  was  of  this. 

And  now,  in  these  days,  Dr.  Crofts  did  not  come  over  to 
AUington  very  often.  Had  any  of  the  family  in  the  Small 
House  been  ill,  he  would  have  been  there  of  course.  The 
squire  himself  employed  the  apothecary  in  the  village,  or  if 
higher  aid  was  needed,  would  send  for  Dr.  Grulien.  On  the 
occasion  of  Mrs.  Dale's  party.  Crofts  was  there,  having  been 
specially  invited ;  but  Mrs.  Dale's  special  iijvitations  to  her 
fi'iends  were  very  few,  and  the  doctor  was  well  aware  that 
he  must  himself  make  occasion  for  going  there  if  he  desired  to 
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see  the  inmates  of  the  house.  But  he  vciy  rarcl}'  made  such 
occasion,  perhaps  feeling  that  he  was  more  in  his  element  at 
the  workhouse  and  the  hospital. 

Just  at  this  time,  however,  he  made  one  very  great  and 
unexpected  step  towards  success  in  his  profession.  He  was 
uTeatly  sui-prised  one  morning  hy  heing  summoned  to  the  Manor 
House  to  attend  upon  Lord  De  Guest.  The  family  at  the 
Manor  had  employed  Dr.  Graflen  for  the  last  thii'ty  years,  and 
Crofts,  when  he  received  the  earl's  message,  could  hardly  believe 
the  words.  "  The  earl  ain't  vers'  bad,"  said  the  servant,  ''but 
he  would  be  glad  to  see  you  if  possible  a  little  before  dinner." 

"  You're  sure  he  wants  to  see  me  ?  "  said  Crofts. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  I'm  sure  enough  of  that,  su\" 

"  It  wasn't  Dr.  Gruffen  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  ;  it  wasn't  Dr.  Grufien.  I  believe  his  lordship's 
had  about  enough  of  Dr.  Gruli'en.  The  doctor  took  to  chaffing 
his  lordship  one  day." 

"  Chafl'ed  his  lordship  ; — his  hands  and  feet,  and  that  sort 
of  thing  ?  "  suggested  the  doctor. 

"  Hands  and  feet !  "  said  the  man.  "  Lord  bless  you,  sir, 
he  poked  his  fun  at  him,  just  as  though  he  was  nobody.  I 
didn't  hear,  but  Mrs.  Connor  says  that  my  lord's  back  was 
up  terribly  high."  And  so  Dr.  Crofts  got  on  his  horse  and 
rode  up  to  Guestwick  Manor. 

The  earl  was  alone.  Lady  Julia  having  ah-eady  gone  to 
Courcy  Castle.  "  How  d'ye  do,  how  d'ye  do  '?  "  said  the  eai'l. 
"  I'm  not  very  ill,  but  I  want  to  get  a  httle  advice  from  you. 
It's  quite  a  trifle,  but  I  thought  it  well  to  see  somebody." 
Whereupon  Dr.  Crofts  of  course  declared  that  he  was  happy 
to  wait  upon  his  lordship. 

"  I  know  all  about  you,  you  know,"  said  the  earl.  "  Your 
grandmother  Stoddard  was  a  very  old  friend  of  my  aunt's. 
You  don't  remember  Lady  Jemima  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Crofts.     *'  I  never  had  that  honour." 

"  An  excellent  old  woman,  and  knew  your  grandmother 
Stoddard  well.     You  see,  Grufl'en  has  been  attending  us  for  I 

don't  know  how  many  years  ;  but  upon  my  word  "  and 

then  the  earl  stopped  himself. 

"  It's  an  ill  vand  that  blows  nobody  any  good,"  said  Crofts, 
with  a  slight  laugh. 

"  Perhaps  it  "11  blow  me  some  good,  for  Gruflfea  never  did 
me  any.  The  fiict  is  this  ;  I'm  verj-  v.ell,  you  know ; — as 
strong  as  a  horse." 
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"  You  look  pretty  well." 

"Xo  man  could  be  better, — not  of  my  age.  I'm  sixty, 
you  know." 

"  You  don't  look  as  though  you  were  ailing." 

"  I'm  always  out  in  the  ojDen  air,  and  that,  I  take  it,  is  the 
best  thing  for  a  man." 

"  There's  nothing  like  plenty  of  exercise,  certainly." 

"  And  I'm  always  taking  exercise,"  said  the  earl.  "  There 
isn't  a  man  about  the  place  works  much  harder  than  I  do. 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  sir,  when  you  undertake  to  keep  six  or 
seven  hundred  acres  of  land  in  your  o^vn  hand,  you  must  look 
after  it,  unless  you  mean  to  lose  money  by  it." 

"  I've  always  heard  that  your  lordship  is  a  good  farmer." 

"  Well,  yes  ;  wherever  the  grass  may  grow  about  my  place, 
it  doesn't  grow  under  my  feet.  You  won't  often  find  me  in 
bed  at  six  o'clock,  I  can  tell  you." 

After  this  Dr.  Crofts  ventured  to  ask  his  lordship  as  to 
what  special  physical  deficiency  his  own  aid  was  invoked  at 
the  present  time. 

"  Ah,  I  was  just  coming  to  that,"  said  the  earl.  "  They 
tell  me  it's  a  very  dangerous  practice  to  go  to  sleep  after 
dinner." 

"  It's  not  very  uncommon  at  any  rate,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  I  suppose  not ;  but  Lady  Julia  is  always  at  me  about  it. 
And,  to  tell  the  trath,  I  think  I  sleep  almost  too  sound  when 
I  get  to  my  arm-chair  in  the  drawing-room.  Sometimes  my 
sister  really  can't  wake  me  ; — su,  at  least,  she  says." 

"  And  how's  your  appetite  at  dinner  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I'm  quite  right  there  I  never  eat  any  luncheon, 
you  know,  and  enjoy  my  dinner  thoroughly.  Then  I  drink 
three  or  four  glasses  of  port  wine " 

"  And  feel  sleepy  afterwards  7  " 

"  That's  just  it,"  said  the  earl'. 

It  is  not  perhaps  necessary  that  we  should  inquire  what 
was  the  exact  nature  of  the  doctor's  advice  ;  but  it  was,  at  any 
rate,  given  in  such  a  way  that  the  earl  said  he  would  be  glad 
to  see  him  again. 

"  And  look  here.  Doctor  Crofts,  I'm  all  alone  just  at 
present.  Suppose  you  come  over  and  dine  with  me  to-morrow ; 
then,  if  I  should  go  to  sleep,  you  know,  you'll  be  able  to  let 
me  know  whether  Lady  Julia  doesn't  exaggerate.  Just  between 
om-selves,  I  don't  quite  believe  all  she  says  about  my — my 
snoring,  you  know." 
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Wliether  it  was  that  the  earl  restrained  his  appetite  wheu 
at  (liuuer  under  the  doctor's  eyes,  or  whether  the  mid-day 
mutton  chop  which  had  heen  ordered  for  him  had  the  desired 
effect,  or  whether  tlie  doctor's  conversation  was  more  lively 
than  that  of  the  Lady  Julia,  we  will  not  say ;  but  the  earl,  on 
the  evening  in  question,  was  triumphant.  As  he  sat  in  his 
easy-chair  after  dinner  he  hardly  winked  above  once  or  twice ; 
and  when  he  had  taken  the  large  bowl  of  tea,  which  he 
usually  swallowed  in  a  semi-somnolent  condition,  he  was  quite 
lively. 

"  Ah,  yes,"  he  said,  jumping  up  and  inibbing  his  eyes ;  "  I 
think  I  do  feel  lighter.  I  enjoy  a  snooze  after  dinner ;  I  do 
indeed  ;  I  like  it ;  but  then,  when  one  comes  to  go  to  bed,  one 
does  it  in  such  a  sneaking  sort  of  way,  as  though  one  were 
in  disgrace !  And  my  sister,  she  thinks  it  a  crime — literally 
a  sin,  to  go  to  sleep  in  a  chair.  Nobody  ever  caught  her 
napping !  By-the-by,  Dr.  Crofts,  did  you  know  that  Mr. 
Crosbie  whom  Bernard  Dale  brought  down  to  Allington  ? 
Lady  Julia  and  he  are  staying  at  the  same  house  now." 

"  I  met  him  once  at  Mrs.  Dale's." 

"  Going  to  marr}'  one  of  the  girls,  isn't  he  ?  " 

Whereupon  Dr.  Crofts  explained  that  Llr.  Crosbie  was 
engaged  to  Lihan  Dale. 

"Ah,  yes;  a  nice  girl,  I'm  told.  You  know  all  those 
Dales  are  connections  of  ours.  My  sister  Fanny  married  their 
uncle  Orlando.  My  brother-in-law  doesn't  like  travelling,  and 
80  I  don't  see  ver,-  much  of  him ;  but  of  course  I'm  interested 
about  the  family." 

"  They're  very  old  friends  of  mine,"  said  Crofts. 

"  Yes,  I  daresav.     There  are  two  girls,  are  there  not  ?  " 

"Yes,  two." 

"  And  Miss  Lily  is  the  youngest.  There's  nothing  about 
the  elder  one  getting  married,  is  there  '?  " 

"  I've  not  heard  anytliing  of  it." 

"  A  verv'  pretty  girl  she  is,  too.  I  remember  seeing  her 
at  her  uncle's  last  year.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  she  were  to 
marry  her  cousin  Bernard.  He  is  to  have  the  property,  you 
know  ;  and  he's  my  nephew." 

"  I'm  not  quite  sure  that  it's  a  good  thing  for  cousins  to 
marry,"  said  Crofts. 

"  They  do.  you  know,  very  often ;  and  it  suits  some  family 
arrangements.  I  suppose  Dale  must  provide  for  them,  and 
that  would  take  one  off  his  hands  v.ithout  anv  trouble." 

13 
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Dr.  Crofts  didn't  exactly  see  the  matter  in  this  light,  but 
he  was  not  anxious  to  argue  it  very  closely  with  the  earl. 
"The  younger  one,"  he  said,  "has  provided  for  herself." 

"  What ;  by  getting  a  husband  ?  But  I  suppose  Dale  must 
give  her  something.  They're  not  married  yet,  you  know,  and, 
from  what  I  hear,  that  fellow  may  prove  a  slippery  customer. 
He'll  not  marry  her  unless  old  Dale  gives  her  something. 
You'll  see  if  he  does.  I'm  told  that  he  has  got  another  string 
to  his  bow  at  Courcy  Castle." 

Soon  after  this.  Crofts  took  his  horse  and  rode  homo, 
having  promised  the  earl  that  he  would  dine  with  him  again 
before  long. 

"It'll  be  a  great  convenience  to  me  if  you'd  come  about 
that  time,"  said  the  earl,  "and  as  you're  a  bachelor  perhaps 
you  won't  mind  it.  You'll  come  on  Thursday  at  seven,  will 
you  ?  Take  care  of  yourself.  It's  as  dark  as  pitch.  John, 
go  and  open  the  first  gates  for  Dr.  Crofts."  And  then  the 
earl  took  himself  off  to  bed. 

Crofts,  as  he  rode  home,  could  not  keep  his  mind  from 
thinking  of  the  two  girls  at  Allington.  "  He'll  not  marry  her 
unless  old  Dale  gives  her  something."  Had  it  come  to  that 
with  the  world,  that  a  man  must  be  bribed  into  keeping  his 
engagement  with  a  lady  ?  Was  there  no  romance  left  among 
mankind, — no  feeling  of  chivalry  ?  "  He's  got  another  string 
to  his  bow  at  Courcy  Castle,"  said  the  earl ;  and  his  lordship 
seemed  to  be  in  no  degree  shocked  as  he  said  it.  It  was  in 
this  tone  that  men  spoke  of  women  now-a-days,  and  yet  he 
himself  had  felt  such  awe  of  the  girl  he  loved,  and  such  a  fear 
lest  he  might  injure  her  in  her  worldly  position,  that  he  had 
not  dared  to  tell  her  that  he  loved  her. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


JOHN  EAMES  ENCOUNTERS  TWO  ADVENTURES,  AND  DISPLAYS 
GEEAT  COURAGE   IN   BOTH. 

Lily  thought  that  her  lover's  letter  was  all  that  it  should  be. 
She  was  not  quite  aware  what  might  be  the  course  of  post 
between  Courcy  and  AUington,  and  had  not,  therefore,  felt 
veiy  gi-ievously  disappointed  when  the  letter  did  not  come  on 
the  very  first  day.     She  had,  however,  in  the  course  of  the 
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morning  walked  down  to  the  post-office,  in  order  that  she 
might  be  sure  that  it  was  not  remaining  there. 

"  Why,  miss,  they  be  all  delivered  ;  you  know  that,"  said 
Mrs.  Crump,  the  post-mistress. 

*'  But  one  might  be  left  behind,  I  thought." 

"  John  Postman  went  up  to  the  house  this  very  day,  with 
a  newspaper  for  your  mamma.  I  can't  make  letters  for  people 
if  folks  don't  write  them." 

"  But  they  are  left  behind  sometimes,  Mrs.  Crump.  He 
wouldn't  come  up  with  one  letter  if  he'd  got  nothing  else  for 
anybody  in  the  street." 

"  Indeed  but  he  would  then.  I  wouldn't  let  him  leave  a 
letter  here  no  how,  nor  yet  a  paper.  It's  no  good  you're 
coming  down  here  for  letters,  Miss  Lily.  If  he  don't  write  to 
you,  I  can't  make  him  do  it."  And  so  poor  Lily  went  home 
discomforted. 

But  tlie  letter  came  on  the  next  moniing,  and  all  was  right. 
According  to  her  judgment  it  lacked  nothing,  either  in  fulness 
or  in  atlection.  When  he  told  her  how  he  had  planned  his 
early  departure  in  order  that  he  might  avoid  the  pain  of  parting 
with  her  on  the  last  moment,  she  smiled  and  pressed  the  paper, 
and  rejoiced  inwardly  that  she  had  got  the  better  of  him  as  to 
that  manoeuvre.  And  then  she  kissed  the  words  which  told 
her  that  he  had  been  glad  to  have  her  with  him  at  the  last 
moment.  When  he  declared  that  he  had  been  hai)pier  at 
Alliugton  than  he  was  at  Courcy,  she  believed  him  thoroughly, 
and  rejoiced  that  it  should  be  so.  And  when  he  accused  liim- 
Bclf  of  being  worldly,  she  excused  him,  persuading  herself  that 
he  was  nearly  perfect  in  this  respect  as  in  others.  Of  course 
a  man  living  in  London,  and  having  to  earn  his  bread  out  in 
the  world,  must  be  more  worldly  than  a  country  girl ;  but  the 
fact  of  his  being  able  to  love  such  a  girl,  to  choose  such  a  one 
for  his  wife, — was  not  that  alone  sufhcient  proof  that  the  world 
hail  not  enslaved  him  ?  "  My  heart  is  on  the  Allington  la\\iis," 
he  Slid ;  and  then,  as  she  read  the  words,  she  kisseJ  the  paper 
again. 

In  her  eyes,  and  to  her  ears,  and  to  her  heart,  the  letter 
was  a  beautiful  letter.  I  believe  there  is  no  bhss  greater  than 
that  which  a  thorough  love-letter  gives  to  a  girl  who  knows 
tliat  in  receiving  it  she  commits  no  fault, — who  can  open  it 
1  ofore  her  father  and  mother  with  nothing  more  than  the  slight 
lihish  which  the  consciousness  of  her  position  gives  her.  And 
of  all  love-letters  the  fiist  must  be  the  sweetest !     "WTiat  a 

13—2 
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value  there  is  in  eveiy  word !  How  each  expression  is  scanned 
and  turned  to  the  hest  account !  With  what  importance  are 
all  those  little  phrases  invested,  which  too  soon  become  mere 
phrases,  used  as  a  matter  of  course.  Crosbie  had  finished  his 
letter  by  bidding  God  bless  her ;  "  and  you  too,"  said  Lily, 
pressing  the  letter  to  her  bosom. 

"  Does  he  say  anythiug  particular  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Dale. 

**  Yes,  mamma  ;  it's  all  very  particular." 

"  But  there's  nothing  for  the  public  ear." 

"  He  sends  his  love  to  you  and  Bell." 

"  We  are  very  much  obliged  to  him." 

"  So  you  ought  to  be.  And  he  says  that  he  went  to  church 
going  tlu'ough  Barchester,  and  that  the  clergjTnan  was  the 
grandfather  of  that  Lady  Dumbello.  "WTien  he  got  to  Courcy 
Castle  Lady  Dumbello  was  there." 

"  What  a  singular  coincidence  !  "  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  won't  tell  you  a  word  more  about  his  letter,"  said  Lily. 
So  she  folded  it  up,  and  put  it  in  her  pocket.  But  as  soon  as 
she  found  herself  alone  in  her  own  room,  she  had  it  out  again, 
and  read  it  over  some  half-a-dozen  times. 

That  was  the  occupation  of  her  morning  ; — that,  and  the 
manufacture  of  some  very  intiicate  piece  of  work  which  was 
intended  for  the  adornment  of  Mr.  Crosbie's  person.  Her 
hands,  however,  were  vciy  full  of  work  ; — or,  rather,  she 
intended  that  they  should  be  full.  She  would  take  with  her 
to  her  new  home,  when  she  was  married,  all  manner  of  house- 
hold gear,  the  produce  of  her  own  industry  and  economy.  She 
had  declared  that  she  wanted  to  do  something  for  her  future 
husband,  and  she  would  begin  that  soruething  at  once.  And 
in  this  matter  she  did  not  belie  her  promises  to  herself,  or  allow 
her  good  intentions  to  evaporate  unaccomplished.  She  soon 
surrounded  herself  with  harder  tasks  than  those  embroidered 
slippers  with  which  she  indulged  herself  immediately  after  his 
departure.  And  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell, — though  in  their  gentle 
way  they  laughed  at  her, — nevertheless  they  worked  with  her, 
sitting  sternly  to  their  long  tasks,  in  order  that  Crosbie's 
house  might  not  be  empty  when  their  darling  should  go  to 
take  her  place  there  as  his  wife. 

But  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  the  letter  should  be 
answered.  It  would  in  her  eyes  have  been  a  great  sin  to  have 
let  that  day's  post  go  without  carrjing  a  letter  ft-om  her  to 
Courcy  Castle, — a  sin  of  which  she  felt  no  temptation  to  be 
guilty.     It  was  an  exquisite  pleasure  to  her  to  seat  herself  at 
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her  little  table,  with  her  neat  desk  auJ  small  a})purtenance3 
for  epistle-crait,  and  to  feel  that  she  had  a  letter  to  write  in 
which  she  had  truly  much  to  say.  Hitherto  her  con-espon 
dence  had  been  uninteresting  and  almost  weak  in  its  nature. 
From  her  mother  and  sister  she  had  hardly  vet  been  parted ; 
and  though  she  had  other  friends,  she  had  seldom  found  her- 
self with  \CTy  much  to  tell  them  by  post.  What  could  she 
communicate  to  MarvEames  at  Guestsvick,  which  should  be  in 
itself  exciting  as  she  WTote  it '?  When  she  wrote  to  John 
Eames,  and  told  "  Dear  John  "  that  mamma  hoped  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  to  tea  at  such  an  hour,  the  work  of 
WTiting  was  of  little  moment  to  her,  though  the  note  when 
Avritten  became  one  of  the  choicest  ti'easures  of  him  to  whom 
it  was  addressed. 

But  now  the  matter  was  very  different.  "^Tien  she  saw  the 
words  "  Dearest  Adolphus  "  on  the  paper  before  her,  she  was 
startled  with  their  significance.  "  And  four  months  ago  I  had 
never  even  heai-d  of  him,"  she  said  to  herself,  almost  with  awe. 
And  now  he  was  more  to  her,  and  nearer  to  her,  than  even  was 
her  sister  or  her  mother  !  She  recollected  how  she  had 
laughed  at  him  behind  his  back,  and  called  him  a  swell  on  the 
first  day  of  his  coming  to  the  SmaU  House,  and  how,  also,  she 
had  stiiven,  in  her  innocent  way,  to  look  her  best  when  called 
upon  to  go  out  and  walk  with  the  stranger  from  Loudon.  Ho 
was  no  longer  a  stranger  now,  but  her  own  dearest  friend- 
She  had  put  down  her  pen  that  she  might  think  of  all  this — 
by  no  means  for  the  first  time — and  then  resumed  it  with  a 
sudden  start  as  though  fearing  that  the  postman  might  be  in 
the  village  before  her  letter  was  finished.  "  Dearest  Adolphus, 
I  need  not  tell  you  how  delighted  I  was  when  your  letter  was 
brought  to  me  this  morning."  But  I  will  not  repeat  the  whole 
of  her  letter  here.  She  had  no  incident  to  relate,  none  even 
80  interesting  as  that  of  Mr.  Crosbie's  encounter  with  Mr. 
Harding  at  Barchester.  She  had  met  no  Lady  Dumbello,  and 
had  no  counterpart  to  Lady  Alexandi'ina,  of  whom,  as  a  fiicnd, 
she  could  say  a  word  in  praise.  John  Eames's  name  she  did 
not  mention,  knowing  that  John  Eames  was  not  a  favoui'ite 
with  Mr.  Crosbie  ;  nor  had  she  anything  to  say  of  Jolm  Eames, 
that  had  not  been  already  said.  He  had,  indeed,  promised  to 
come  over  to  Allington  ;  but  this  visit  had  not  been  made  when 
Lily  wrote  her  first  letter  to  Crosbie.  It  was  a  sweet,  good, 
honest  love-letter,  full  of  assurances  of  unalterable  atiection 
and  unlimited  confidence,  indulging  in  a  little  (juiet  fun  as  to 
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the  grandees  of  Courcy  Castle,  and  ending  with  a  promise  that 
she  would  be  happy  and  contented  if  she  might  receive  his  letters 
constantly,  and  live  with  the  hope  of  seeing  him  at  Christmas. 

"  I  am  in  time,  Mrs.  Crump,  am  I  not  ?  "  she  said,  as 
she  walked  into  the  post-ofRce. 

"  Of  course  you  be, — for  the  next  half- hour.  T'  postman 
— he  hain't  stiiTed  from  t'  ale'us  yet.  Just  put  it  into  t'  box, 
wuUye?" 

"  But  you  won't  leave  it  there  ?  " 

"  Leave  it  there  !  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  of  that  ?  If 
you're  afcared  to  put  it  in,  you  can  take  it  away ;  that's  all 
about  it.  Miss  Lily."  And  then  Mrs.  Crump  turned  away  to 
her  avocations  at  the  washing-tub.  Mrs.  Crump  had  a  bad 
temper,  but  perhaps  she  had  some  excuse.  A  separate  call 
was  made  upon  her  time  with  reference  to  almost  every  letter 
brought  to  her  office,  and  for  all  this,  as  she  often  told  her 
friends  in  profound  disgust,  she  received  as  salary  no  more 
than  "tuppence  fardeu  a  day.  It  don't  find  me  in  shoe- 
leather;  no  more  it  don't."  As  Mrs.  Crump  was  never  seen 
out  of  her  own  house,  unless  it  was  in  church  once  a  month, 
this  latter  asoertion  about  her  shoe-leather,  could  hardly  have 
been  true. 

Lily  had  received  another  letter,  and  had  answered  it  before 
Eames  made  his  promised  visit  to  Allington.  He,  as  will  be 
remembered,  had  also  had  a  coiTespondence.  He  had 
answered  Miss  Roper's  letter,  and  had  since  that  been  living 
in  fear  of  two  things ;  in  a  lesser  fear  of  some  terrible 
rejoinder  from  Amelia,  and  in  a  greater  fear  of  a  more  terrible 
visit  from  his  lady-love.  Were  she  to  swoop  dowTi  in  very 
truth  upon  his  Guestwiek  home,  and  declare  herself  to  his 
mother  and  sister  as  his  affianced  bride,  what  mode  of  escape 
would  then  bo  left  for  him  ?  But  this  she  had  not  yet  done, 
nor  had  she  even  answered  his  cruel  missive. 

"  What  an  ass  I  am  to  be  afraid  of  her  !  "  he  said  to  him- 
self as  he  walked  along  under  the  elms  of  Guestwiek  manor, 
which  overspread  the  road  to  Allington.  When  he  first  went 
over  to  Allington  after  his  return  home,  he  had  mounted  him- 
self on  horseback,  and  had  gone  forth  brilliant  with  spurs, 
and  trasting  somewhat  to  the  glories  of  his  dress  and  gloves. 
But  he  had  then  known  nothing  of  Lily's  engagement.  Now 
he  was  contented  to  walk  ;  and  as  he  had  taken  up  his  slouched 
hat  and  stick  in  the  passage  of  his  mother's  house,  he  had 
been  very  indifferent  as  to  his  appearance.    He  walked  quickly 
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along  the  road,  takincj  for  the  first  three  miles  the  shade  of 
the  Guestwick  elms,  aud  keeping  his  feet  on  the  broad  green- 
sward which  skirts  the  outside  of  the  earl's  palings.  "  What 
an  ass  I  am  to  be  afraid  of  her  !"  And  as  he  swung  his  big 
stick  in  his  hand,  striking  a  tree  here  and  there,  and  knocking 
the  stones  from  his  path,  he  began  to  question  himself  in 
earnest,  and  to  be  ashamed  of  his  position  in  the  world. 
"  Nothing  on  earth  shall  make  me  marry  her,"  he  said ;  "  not 
if  they  bring  a  dozen  actions  against  me.  She  knows  as  well 
as  I  do,  that  I  have  never  intended  to  maiTy  her.  It's  a  cheat 
from  beginning  to  end.  If  she  comes  dowTi  here,  I'll  tell  her 
so  before  my  mother."  But  as  the  vision  of  her  sudden  arrival 
came  before  his  eyes,  he  acknowledged  to  himself  that  he  still 
held  her  in  great  fear.  He  had  told  her  that  he  loved  her.  He 
had  written  as  much  as  that.  If  taxed  with  so  much,  he  must 
confess  his  sin. 

Then,  by  degrees,  his  mind  turned  away  from  Amelia 
Roper  to  Lily  Dale,  not  giving  him  a  prospect  much  more 
replete  with  enjo^nnent  than  that  other  one.  He  had  said 
that  he  would  call  at  Allington  before  he  returned  to  town,  and 
he  was  now  redeeming  his  promise.  But  he  did  not  know 
why  he  should  go  there.  He  felt  that  he  should  sit  silent 
and  abashed  in  Mrs.  Dale's  drawing-room,  confessing  by  his 
demeanour  that  secret  which  it  behoved  him  now  to  hide  from 
every  one.  He  could  not  talk  easily  before  Lily,  nor  could 
he  speak  to  her  of  the  only  subject  which  would  occupy  his 
thoughts  when  in  her  presence.     If  indeed,  he  might  find  her 

alone But,  perhaps  that  might  be  worse  for  him  than  any 

other  condition. 

When  he  was  shown  into  the  drawing-room  there  was 
nobody  there.  "  They  were  here  a  minute  ago,  all  three," 
said  the  seiwant  girl.  "  If  you'll  walk  down  the  garden,  Mr. 
John,  you'll  be  sure  to  find  some  of  'em."  So  John  Eames, 
with  a  Httlo  hesitation,  walked  down  the  garden. 

First  of  all  he  went  the  whole  way  ruund  the  walks,  meet- 
ing nobody.  Then  he  crossed  the  lawn,  returning  again  to 
the  farther  end  ;  and  there,  emerging  from  the  little  path 
which  led  from  the  Great  House,  he  encountered  Lily  alone. 
"  Oh,  John."  she  said,  "  how  d'ye  do  ?  I'm  afraid  you  did 
not  find  anybody  in  the  house.  Mamma  and  Bell  are  with 
Hopkins,  away  in  the  large  kitchen-garden." 

"  I've  just  come  over,"  said  Eames,  "  because  I  promised, 
I  said  I'd  come  before  I  went  buck  to  London." 
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"  And  they'll  be  very  glad  to  see  yon,  and  so  am  I.  Shall 
we  go  after  them  into  the  other  grounds  ?  But  perhaps  you 
Avalked  over  and  are  tired." 

"  I  did  walk,"  said  Eames  ;  "  not  that  I  am  veiy  tired." 
But  in  truth  he  did  not  wish  to  go  after  ]\Ii-s.  Dale,  though 
he  was  altogether  at  a  loss  as  to  what  he  would  say  to  Lily 
while  remaining  with  her.  He  had  fancied  that  he  would  like 
to  have  some  opportunity  of  speaking  to  her  alone  before  he 
went  away ; — of  making  some  special  use  of  the  last  interview 
which  he  should  have  with  her  before  she  became  a  married 
woman.  But  now  the  opportunity  was  there,  and  he  hardly 
dared  to  avail  himself  of  it. 

"  You'll  stay  and  dine  with  us,"  said  Lily. 

"No,  I'll  not  do  that,  for  I  especially  told  my  mother 
that  I  would  be  back." 

"  I'm  sure  it  was  very  good  of  you  to  walk  so  far  to  see 
us.  If  you  really  are  not  tired,  I  think  we  vill  go  to  mamma, 
as  she  would  be  very  soriy  to  miss  you." 

This  she  said,  remembeiing  at  the  moment  what  had  been 
Crosbie's  injunctions  to  her  about  John  Eames.  But  John 
had  resolved  that  he  would  say  those  words  which  he  had 
come  to  speak,  and  that,  as  Lily  was  there  with  him,  he 
would  avail  himself  of  the  chance  which  fortune  had  given 
him. 

"  I  don't  think  I'll  go  into  the  squu'e's  garden,"  he  said. 

"  Uncle  Chi-istophcr  is  not  there.  He  is  about  the  fann 
somewhere." 

"  If  you  don't  mind,  Lily,  I  think  I'll  stay  here.  I  suppose 
they'll  be  back  soon.  Of  com-se  I  should  like  to  see  them 
before  I  go  away  to  London.  But,  Lily,  I  came  over  now 
chiefly  to  see  you.     It  was  you  who  asked  me  to  promise." 

Had  Crosbic  been  right  in  those  remarks  of  his  ?  Had  she 
been  imprudent  in  her  little  endeavour  to  be  cordially  kind 
to  her  old  friend  ?  "  Shall  we  go  into  the  drawing-room  ?  "  she 
said,  feeling  that  she  would  be  in  some  degree  safer  there  than 
out  among  the  shrubs  and  paths  of  the  gai'den.  And  I  think 
she  was  right  in  this.  A  man  will  talk  of  love  out  among 
the  lilacs  and  roses,  who  would  be  stricken  dumb  by  the  demure 
propriety  of  the  four  walls  of  a  drawing-room.  John  Eames 
also  had  some  feeling  of  this  kind,  for  he  determined  to  remain 
out  in  the  garden,  if  he  could  so  manage  it. 

"  I  don't  want  to  go  in  unless  you  wish  it,"  he  said. 
"  Indeed,  I'd  rather  stay  here.     So,  Lily,  you're  going  to  ba 
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married  ?  "  And  thus  ho  rushed  at  once  into  the  middle  of  his 
discourse. 

"  Yes,"  said  she,  "  I  believe  I  am." 

"  I  have  not  told  you  yet  that  I  congi-atulated  you." 

"  I  have  known  very  well  that  you  did  so  in  your  heart. 
I  have  always  been  sure  that  you  wished  me  well." 

"  Indeed  I  have.  And  if  confijratulating  a  person  is  hoping 
that  she  may  always  be  happy,  I  do  congratulate  you.     but, 

Lily "      And  then   he   paused,  abashed  by  the  beauty, 

purity,  and  woman's  grace  which  had  forced  him  to  love  her. 

"  I  think  I  understand  all  that  you  would  say.  I  do  not 
want  ordiuaiT  words  to  tell  me  that  I  am  to  count  you  among 
my  best  friends." 

"  No,  Lily  ;  you  don't  understand  all  that  I  would  say. 
You  have  never  known  how  often  and  how  much  I  have  thought 
of  you  ;  how  dearly  I  have  loved  you." 

"  John,  you  must  not  talk  of  that  now." 

"  I  cannot  go  without  telling  you.  When  I  came  over  here, 
and  Mrs.  Dale  told  me  that  you  were  to  be  married  to  that 
man " 

"  Yuu  must  not  speak  of  Mr.  Crosbie  in  that  way,"  she 
said,  turning  upon  him  almost  fiercely. 

"I  did  not  mean  to  say  an^ihing  disrespectful  of  him  to 
you.  I  should  hate  myself  if  I  were  to  do  so.  Of  coui'se 
you  like  him  better  than  anybody  else  ?  " 

"  I  love  him  better  than  all  the  world  besides." 

"  And  so  do  I  love  you  better  than  all  the  world  besides." 
And  as  he  spoke  he  got  up  from  his  seat  and  stood  before  her. 
"  I  know  how  poor  I  am,  and  unworthy  of  you  ;  and  only  that 
you  are  engaged  to  him,  I  don't  suppose  that  I  should  now 
tell  you.  Of  course  you  couldn't  accept  such  a  one  as  me. 
But  I  have  loved  you  ever  since  you  remember ;  and  now  that 
you  are  going  to  be  his  wife,  I  cannot  but  tell  you  that  it  is 
60.  You  will  go  and  live  in  Londoin;  but  as  to  my  seeing  you 
there,  it  will  be  impossible.  I  could  not  go  into  that  man's 
house." 

"  Oh,  John.  ' 

"  No,  never ;  not  if  yon  became  his  wife.  I  have  loved 
you  as  well  as  he  does.  "When  Mrs.  Dale  told  me  of  it,  I 
thought  I  should  have  fallen.  I  went  away  without  seeing  you 
because  I  was  unable  to  speak  to  you.  I  made  a  fool  of 
myself,  and  have  been  a  fool  all  along.  I  am  foolish  now  to 
toll  you  tliis,  but  I  cannot  help  it." 
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"  You  will  forget  it  all  when  you  meet  some  girl  that  you 
can  really  love." 

"  And  have  I  not  really  loved  you  ?  Well,  never  mind.  I 
have  said  what  I  came  to  say,  and  I  will  now  go.  If  it  ever 
happens  that  we  are  down  in  the  country  together,  perhaps  I 
may  see  you  again  ;  but  never  in  London.  Good-by,  Lily." 
And  he  put  out  his  hand  to  her. 

"  And  won't  you  stay  for  mamma  ?  "  she  said. 

"  No.  Give  her  my  love,  and  to  Bell.  They  understand 
all  about  it.  They  will  know  why  I  have  gone.  If  ever  you 
should  want  anybody  to  do  anything  for  you,  remember  that 
I  will  do  it,  whatever  it  is."  And  as  he  paced  away  from  her 
across  the  lawn,  the  special  deed  in  her  favour  to  which  his 
mind  was  turned, — that  one  thing  which  he  most  longed  to  do 
on  her  behalf, — was  an  act  of  corporal  chastisement  upon 
Crosbie.  If  Crosbie  would  but  ill-treat  her, — ill-treat  her  with 
some  antinuptial  barbarity, — and  if  only  he  could  be  called  in 
to  avenge  her  wrongs  !  And  as  he  made  his  way  back  along 
the  road  towards  Guestwick,  he  built  up  within  his  own  bosom 
a  castle  in  the  air,  for  her  part  in  which  Lily  Dale  would  by 
no  means  have  thanked  him. 

Lily  when  she  was  left  alone  burst  into  tears.  She  had 
certainly  said  very  little  to  encourage  her  forlorn  suitor,  and 
had  so  borne  herself  during  the  interview  that  even  Crosbie 
could  hardly  have  been  dissatisfied ;  but  now  that  Eames  was 
gone  her  heart  became  very  tender  towards  him.  She  felt  that 
she  did  love  him  also ; — not  at  all  as  she  loved  Crosbie,  but 
still  with  a  love  that  was  tender,  soft,  and  true.  If  Crosbie 
could  have  known  all  her  thoughts  at  that  moment,  I  doubt 
whether  he  would  have  liked  them.  She  burst  into  tears,  and 
then  hurried  away  into  some  nook  where  she  could  not  be  seen 
by  her  mother  and  Bell  on  their  return. 

Eames  went  on  his  way,  walking  veiy  quietly,  swinging  his 
stick  and  kicking  through  the  dust,  with  his  heart  full  of  the 
scene  which  had  just  passed.  He  was  angry  with  himself, 
thinking  that  he  had  played  his  part  badly,  accusing  himself  in 
that  he  had  been  rough  to  her,  and  selfish  in  the  expression  of 
his  love ;  and  he  was  angiy  with  her  because  she  had  declared 
to  him  that  she  loved  Crosbie  better  than  all  the  world  besides. 
He  knew  that  of  coui'se  she  must  do  so ; — that  at  any  rate  it 
was  to  be  expected  that  such  was  the  case.  Yet,  he  thought, 
she  might  have  refrained  from  saying  so  to  him.  "  Sha 
chooses  to  scorn  me  now,"  he  said  to  himself;  "  but  the  time 
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may  come  when  she  will  wish  that  she  had  scorned  him." 
That  Crosbie  was  wicked,  bad,  and  seltish,  he  believed  most 
fully.  He  felt  sure  that  the  man  would  ill-use  her  and  make 
her  wretched.  He  had  some  slight  doubt  whether  he  would 
marrj'  her,  and  from  this  doubt  he  endeavoured  to  draw  a  scrap 
oi  comfort.  If  Crosbie  would  desert  her,  and  if  to  him  mij^ht 
be  accorded  the  privilege  of  beating  the  man  to  death  with  his 
fists  because  of  this  desertion,  then  the  world  would  not  be 
quite  blank  for  him.  In  all  this  he  was  no  doubt  very  cruel 
to  Lily ; — but  then  had  not  Lily  been  veiT  cruel  to  him  ? 

He  was  still  thinking  of  these  things  when  he  came  to  the 
first  of  the  Guestwick  pastures.  The  boimdaiy  of  the  earl's 
property  was  very  plainly  marked,  for  •«'ith  it  commenced  also 
the  shady  elms  along  the  roadside,  and  the  broad  green  mai'gin 
of  turf,  grateful  equally  to  those  who  walked  and  to  those  who 
rode.  Eames  had  got  himself  on  to  the  grass,  but,  in  the 
fulness  of  his  thoughts,  was  unconscious  of  the  change  in  his 
path,  when  he  was  stai-tled  by  a  voice  in  the  next  field  and 
the  loud  bellowing  of  a  bull.  Lord  De  Guest's  choice  cattle 
he  knew  wore  there,  and  there  was  one  special  bull  which  was 
esteemed  by  his  lordship  as  of  great  value,  and  regarded  as 
a  high  favourite.  The  people  about  the  place  declared  that  the 
beast  was  vicious,  but  Lord  De  Guest  had  often  been  heard 
to  boast  that  it  was  never  vicious  with  him.  "  The  boys  tease 
him,  and  the  men  are  almost  worse  than  the  boys,"  said  the 
eai-1 ;  "  but  he'll  never  hurt  any  one  that  has  not  hurt  him."' 
Guided  by  faith  in  his  own  teaching  the  earl  had  taught  himself 
to  look  upon  his  bull  as  a  large,  homed,  innocent  lamb  of  the 
tlock. 

As  Eames  paused  on  the  road,  he  fancied  that  he  recog- 
nized the  earl's  voice,  and  it  was  the  voice  of  one  in  distress. 
Then  the  bull's  roar  sounded  very  plain  in  his  ear,  and  almost 
close  ; — upon  hearing  which  he  rushed  on  to  the  gate,  and, 
without  much  thinking  what  he  was  doing,  vaulted  over  It, 
and  advanced  a  few  steps  into  the  field. 

"  Halloo  !  "  shouted  the  earl.  "  There's  a  man.  Come 
on."  And  then  his  continued  shoutings  hardly  formed  them- 
selves into  intelligible  words  ;  but  Eames  plainly  understood 
that  he  was  invoking  assistance  under  great  pressure  and  stres3 
of  circumstr.nces.  The  bull  was  making  short,  runs  at  his 
owner,  as  though  detennined  in  each  run  to  have  a  toss  at  his 
lordship  ;  and  at  each  run  the  earl  would  retreat  quickly  for  a 
few  paces,  but  he  retreated  always  facing  his  enemy,  and  as  the 
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animal  got  near  to  him,  would  make  digs  at  Ms  face  with  the 
long  spud  which  he  carried  in  his  hand.  But  in  thus  making 
good  his  retreat  he  had  been  unable  to  keep  in  a  direct  line  to 
the  gate,  and  there  seemed  to  be  great  danger  lest  the  bull 
should  succeed  in  pressing  him  up  against  the  hedge.  "  Come 
on  !"  shouted  the  earl,  who  was  fighting  his  battle  manfully, 
but  was  by  no  means  anxious  to  carry  off  all  the  laurels  of 
the  victory  himself.  "  Come  on,  I  say  !  "  Then  he  stopped 
in  his  path,  shouted  into  the  bull's  face,  brandished  his  spud, 
and  threw  about  his  arms,  thinking  that  he  might  best  dismay 
the  beast  by  the  display  of  these  warlike  gestures. 

Johnny  Eames  ran  on  gallantly  to  the  peer's  assistance, 
as  he  w'ould  have  run  to  that  of  any  peasant  in  the  land.  He 
was  one  to  whom  I  should  be  perhaps  wrong  to  attribute  at  this 
period  of  his  life  the  gift  of  very  high  courage.  He  feared 
many  things  which  no  man  should  fear ;  but  he  did  not  fear 
personal  mishap  or  injury  to  his  own  skin  and  bones.  When 
Cradell  escaped  out  of  the  house  in  Burton  Crescent,  making 
his  way  through  the  passage  into  the  outer  air,  he  did  so 
because  he  feared  that  Lupex  would  beat  him  or  kick  him,  or 
otherwise  ill-use  him.  John  Eames  would  also  have  desired 
to  escape  under  similar  circumstances ;  but  he  would  have  so 
desired  because  he  could  not  endure  to  be  looked  upon  in  his 
difficulties  by  the  people  of  the  house,  and  because  his  imagi- 
nation would  have  painted  the  horrors  of  a  policeman  dragging 
him  oflf  with  a  black  eye  and  a  torn  coat.  There  was  no  one 
to  see  him  now,  and  no  policeman  to  take  offence.  Therefore 
he  iTished  to  the  earl's  assistance,  brandishing  his  stick,  and 
roaring  in  emulation  of  the  bull. 

When  the  animal  saw  with  what  unfairness  he  was  treated, 
and  that  the  number  of  liis  foes  was  doubled,  while  no  assist- 
ance had  lent  itself  on  his  side,  he  stood  for  a  while,  disgusted 
by  the  injustice  of  humanity.  He  stopped,  and  throwing  his 
head  up  to  the  heavens,  bellowed  out  his  complaint.  "  Don't 
come  close  !  "  said  the  earl,  who  was  almost  out  of  breath. 
"  Keep  a  little  apart.  Ugh  !  ugh  !  whoop,  whoop  !  "  And 
he  thi'ew  up  his  anns  manfully,  jobbing  about  with  his  spud, 
ever  and  anon  rubbing  the  perspiration  from  off  his  eyebrows 
with  the  back  of  his  hand. 

As  the  bull  stood  pausing,  meditating  whether  under  such 
circumstances  flight  would  not  be  preferable  to  gratified  passion, 
Eames  made  a  rush  in  at  him,  attempting  to  hit  him  on  the 
head.     The  earl,  seeing  this,  advanced  a  step  also,  and  got  his 
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spud  almost  up  to  the  animars  eye.  But  these  indignities  the 
beast  could  not  staud.  He  made  a  charge,  bending  his  head 
first  towards  John  Eames,  and  then,  with  that  weak  vacillation 
which  is  as  disgraceful  in  a  bull  as  in  a  general,  he  changed  his 
purpose,  and  turned  his  horns  upon  his  other  enemv  The 
consequence  was  that  his  steps  earned  him  in  between  the 
wo,  and  that  the  earl  and  Eames  found  themselves  for  a  while 
behmd  his  tail. 

"  Now  for  the  gate,"  said  the  earl. 

"  Slowly  does  it ;  slowly  does  it ;  don't  run  !  "  said  Johnnv, 
assuming  in  the  heat  of  the  moment  a  tone  of  counsel  which 
woukl  have  been  veiy-  foreign  to  him  under  other  circumstances. 

The  earl  wag  not  a  whit  offended.  -  All  right,"  said  he, 
taking  ^^^  h  a  backward  motion  the  direction  of  the  gate  Then 
as  the  bull  again  faced  towards  him,  he  jumped  from  the  ground, 
kbouring  pamfully  with  arms  and  legs,  and  ever  keeping  his 
spud  wcU  advanced  agamst  the  foe.  Eames,  holding  his 
position  a  little  apart  from  his  friend,  stooped  low  and  beat 
the  ground  with  bs  stick  and  as  though  defying  the  creature. 
The  bull  felt  himself  defied,  stood  still  and  roared,  and  then 
made  another  vacillating  attack. 

''  Hold  on  till  we  reach  the  gate,"  said  Eames. 

e.  1 "  1,  ?f  •'  T^'^P  •  ""^^^P  '  "  s^o^ted  the  earl.  And 
so  gradually  they  made  good  their  ground 

"  -'^''^^  S't  over,"  said  Eames,  when  they  had  both  reached 
the  comer  of  the  field  in  which  the  gate  stood 
"  And  whafU  you  do  ?  "  said  the  earl. 

spoke  dashed  his  stick  about,  so  as  to  monopolize;  for  a 
monient,  the  attention  of  the  bnite.  The  earl  made  a  sprin' 
at  the  gate,  and  got  well  on  to  the  upper  rung.  The  bull 
seemg  that  his  prey  was  going,  made  a  final  rush  upon  the  earl 
and  struck  the  timber  furiously  with  his  head,  knocking  his 
lord.h  p  domi  on    he  other  side.     Lord  De  Guest  was  afr°eady 

utterly  exhausted.  Eames,  as  he  had  purposed,  made  a 
eap  almost  sideways  at  a  thick  hedge  which  di^-ided  the  field 
from  one  of  the  Guestwick  copses.  There  was  a  fairlv  broad 
ditch  and  on  the  other  side  a  qnickset  hedge,  which  had,  how- 
ever, been  weakened  and  injured  by  trespassers  at  this  comer, 
Close  to  the  gate  Eames  was  young  and  active  and  jumped 
-li.     He  jumped  so  well  that  he  carried  his  bodv  full  iiito 
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the  miclclle  of  the  quickset,  and  then  scramhled  through  to 
the  other  side,  not  without  much  injury  to  his  clothes,  and 
some  damage  also  to  his  hands  and  face. 

The  beast,  recovering  from  his  shock  against  the  wooden 
bars,  looked  wistfully  at  his  last  retreating  enemy,  as  he 
still  struggled  amidst  the  bushes.  He  looked  at  the  ditch  and 
at  the  broken  hedge,  but  he  did  not  understand  how  weak 
were  the  impediments  in  his  way.  He  had  knocked  his  head 
against  the  stout  timber,  which  was  strong  enough  to  oppose 
him,  but  was  dismayed  by  the  brambles  which  he  might  have 
trodden  under  foot  without  an  efibrt.  How  many  of  us  are 
like  the  bull,  turning  away  conquered  by  opposition  which 
should  be  as  nothing  to  us,  and  breaking  our  feet,  and  worse 
still,  our  hearts,  against  rocks  of  adamant.  The  bull  at  last 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  did  not  dare  to  face  the  hedge  ;  so 
he  gave  one  final  roar,  and  then  turning  himself  round,  walked 
placidly  back  amidst  the  herd. 

Johnny  made  his  way  on  to  the  road  by  a  stile  that  led 
out  of  the  copse,  and  was  soon  standing  over  the  earl,  while 
the  blood  ran  down  his  cheeks  fi'om  the  scratches.  One  of  the 
legs  of  his  trowsers  had  been  caught  by  a  stake,  and  was  torn 
from  the  hip  downward,  and  his  hat  was  left  in  the  field,  the 
only  trophy  for  the  bull.  "I  hope  you're  not  hurt,  my  lord," 
he  said. 

"  Oh  dear,  no ;  but  I'm  terribly  out  of  breath.  "Wliy, 
you're  bleeding  all  over.     He  didn't  get  at  you,  did  he  ?  " 

"It's  only  the  thorns  in  the  hedge,"  said  Johnny,  passing 
his  hand  over  his  face.     "  But  I've  lost  my  hat." 

"  There  are  plenty  more  hats,"  said  the  earl. 

"I  think  I'll  have  a  try  for  it,"  said  Johnny,  with 
whom  the  means  of  getting  hats  had  not  been  so  plentiful  as 
with  the  earl.  "  He  looks  quiet  now."  And  he  moved  towards 
the  gate. 

But  Lord  De  Guest  jumped  upon  his  feet,  and  seized  the 
young  man  by  the  collar  of  his  coat.  "  Go  after  your  hat !  " 
said  he.  "  You  must  be  a  fool  to  think  of  it.  If  you're  afraid 
of  catching  cold,  you  shall  have  mine." 

"  I'm  not  the  least  afraid  of  catching  cold,"  said  Johnny. 
"Is  he  often  like  that,  my  lord  ?  "  And  he  made  a  motion 
with  his  head  towards  the  bull. 

"  The  gentlest  creature  alive  ;  he's  Hke  a  lamb  generally, 
— ^.just  like  a  lamb.  Perhaps  he  saw  my  red  pocket-handker- 
chief."    And  Lord  De  Guest  showed  his  friend  that  he  carried 
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such  an  article.    "  But  where  should  I  have  heen  if  you  hadn't 
come  up  ?  " 

"  You'd  have  got  to  the  gate,  my  lord." 
*'  Yes  ;  with  my  feet  foremost,  and  four  men  carrying  me. 
I'm  very  thirsty.  You  don't  happen  to  carry  a  flask,  do  you  ?  " 
Ko,  my  lord.  I  don't." 

Then  we'll  make  the  best  of  our  way  home,  and  have  a 
glass  of  wine  there."  And  on  this  occasion  his  lordship 
intended  that  his  offer  should  be  accepted. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

LORD  DE  GUEST  AT  HOME. 


The  earl  and  John  Eames,  after  their  escape  from  the  bull, 
walked  up  to  the  Manor  House  together.  "  You  can  wi'ite 
a  note  to  your  mother,  and  I'U  send  it  by  one  of  the  boys," 
said  the  earl.  This  was  his  lordship's  answer  when  Eames 
declined  to  dine  at  the  Manor  House,  because  he  would 
be  expected  home. 

"But  I'm  so  badly  off  for  clothes,  my  lord,"  pleaded 
Johnnv.     "  I  tore  mv  trowsers  in  the  hedge." 

*'  There  will  be  nobody  there  beside  us  two  and  Dr.  Crofts. 
The  doctor  will  forgive  you  when  he  hears  the  story ;  and 
as  for  me,  I  didn't  care  if  you  hadn't  a  stitch  to  your  back. 
You'll  have  company  back  to  Guestwick,  so  come  along." 

Eames  had  no  fuilher  excuse  to  offer,  and  therefore  did 

as  he  was  bidden.     He  was  by  no  means  as  much  at  home 

with  the  earl  now  as  during  those  minutes  of  the  combat. 

I    He  would  rather  have  gone  home,  being  somewhat  ashamed  of 

being  seen  in  his  present  tattered  and  bare-headed  condition 

I    by  the  servants  of  the  house ;  and  moreover,  his  mind  would 

I    sometimes  revert  to  the  scene  which  had  taken  place  in  the 

i    garden  at  Allington.     But  he  found  himself  obliged  to  obey 

the  carl,  and  so  he  walked  on  with  him  through  the  woods. 

The  earl  did  not  say  very  much,  being  tired  and  some- 
what thoughtful.  In  what  little  he  did  say  he  seemed  to 
^  0  specially  hurt  by  the  ingratitude  of  the  bull  towards  himself. 
*  I  never  teased  him,  or  annoyed  him  in  any  way."' 

"  I  suppose  they  are  dangerous  beasts  '?  "  said  Eames. 

"  Xot  a  bit  of  it,  if  they're  properly  treated.     It  must  have 
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been  my  hanclkercliief,  I  suppose.    I  remember  that  I  did  blow 
my  nose." 

He  hardly  said  a  word  in  the  way  of  thanks  to  his  assistant. 
"  Where  should  I  have  been  if  you  had  not  come  to  me  ?  "  he 
had  exclaimed  immediately  after  his  deliverance  ;  but  having 
said  that  he  didn't  think  it  necessaiy  to  say  much  more  to 
Eames.  But  he  made  himself  very  pleasant,  and  by  the  time 
he  had  reached  the  house  his  companion  was  almost  glad  that 
he  had  been  forced  to  dine  at  the  Manor  House.  "  And  now 
we'll  have  a  diink,"  said  the  earl.  "  I  don't  know  how  you 
feel,  but  I  never  was  so  thirsty  in  my  life." 

Two  servants  immediately  showed  themselves,  and  evinced 
some  sui-prise  at  Johnny's  appearance.  "  Has  the  gentleman 
hui-t  hisself,  my  lord  ?  "  asked  the  butler,  looking  at  the  blood 
upon  our  friend's  face. 

"  He  has  hurt  his  trowsers  the  worst,  I  believe,"  said  the 
earl.  "And  if  he  was  to  put  on  any  of  mine  they'd  be  too 
short  and  too  big,  wouldn't  they  ?  I  am  soiTy  you  should  be 
so  uncomfortable,  but  you  mustn't  mind  it  for  once." 

"  I  don't  mmd  it  a  bit,"  said  Johnny. 

"And  I'm  sure  I  don't,"  said  the  earl.  "Iklr.  Eames  is 
going  to  dine  here,  Vickers." 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  And  his  hat  is  down  in  the  middle  of  the  nineteen  acres. 
Let  three  or  four  men  go  for  it." 

"  Three  or  four  men,  my  lord  !  " 

<<  Yes, — three  or  four  men.  There's  something  gone  wrong 
with  that  bull.  And  you  must  get  a  boy  with  a  pony  to  take 
a  note  into  Guestwick,  to  Mrs.  Eames.  Oh  dear,  I'm  better 
now,"  and  he  put  down  the  tumbler  from  which  he'd  been 
drinking.  "  Write  your  note  here,  and  then  we'll  go  and  see 
my  pet  pheasants  before  dinner." 

Vickers  and  the  footman  knew  that  something  had  hap- 
pened of  much  moment,  for  the  earl  was  usually  very  par- 
ticular about  his  dinner-table.  He  expected  evei7  guest  who 
sat  there  to  be  dressed  in  such  guise  as  the  fashion  of  the 
day  demanded  ;  and  he  himself,  though  his  moniing  costume 
was  by  no  means  brilliant,  never  dined,  even  when  alone, 
without  having  put  himself  into  a  suit  of  black,  with  a  white 
cravat,  and  having  exchanged  the  old  silver  hunting-watch 
which  he  cai'ried  during  the  day  tied  round  his  neck  by  a  bit 
of  old  ribbon,  for  a  small  gold  watch,  with  a  chain  and  seals, 
which  in  the  evening  always  dangled  over  his  waistcoat.     Pr. 
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Gruffen  had  once  been  asked  to  dinner  at  Gnestwick  Manor 
"  Just  a  bachelor's  chop,"  said  the  earl ;  "  for  there's  nobodv 
at  home  but  myself."  Whereupon  Dr.  Gruffen  had  come  in 
coloured  trowsers,— and  had  never  again  been  asked  to  dine  at 
Guest^Mck  Manor.  All  this  Tickers  knew  well ;  and  now  hU 
lordship  had  brought  young  Eames  home  to  dine  with  him 
^^th  his  clothes  aU  hanging  about  him  in  a  manner  which 
Vickers  declared  in  the  servants'  hall  wasn't  more  than  h-iif 
decent.  Therefore,  they  all  knew  that  something  veiT  par- 
ticular must  have  happened.  "  It's  some  trouble  about  the 
bull,  I  know,"  said  Vickers ;—"  but  bless  you,  the  bull  couldn't 
have  tore  his  things  in  that  way  !  " 

Eames  wrote  his  note,  in  which  he  told  his  mother  that  he 
had  had  an  adventure  vnth  Lord  De  Guest,  and  that  his  lord- 
ship had  insisted  on  bringing  him  home  to  dinner.  "I  have 
torn  my  trowsers  all  to  pieces,"  he  added  in  a  postscript,  "  and 
have  lost  my  hat.  Everything  else  is  all  right."  He  was  not 
aware  that  the  earl  also  sent  a  short  note  to  Mrs.  Eames. 

Dear  M^dam  (ran  tho  earl's  note), — 

YocR  son  has,  under  Providence,  probablv  saved  mv  life  I  will 
leave  the  st..rv  for  him  to  tell.  He  has  been  pood  enough  to  acconipauv 
me  home,  and  will  return  to  Guestwick  after  dinner  with  Dr  Crofts 
who  dines  here.  I  congratulate  you  on  having  a  son  with  so  much  cool 
courage  and  good  feeling. 

Tour  very  faithful  servant, 
Guestwwk  Manor  De  q^^^^ 

Ihursday,  October,  186 — 

And  then  they  went  to  see  the  pheasants.  "  Xow,  I'll  tell 
you  what,"  said  the  earl.  "  I  advise  you  to  take  to  shooting. 
Ifs  the  amusement  of  a  gentleman  when  a  man  chances  to 
have  the  command  of  game." 

"But  I'm  always  up  in  London." 

"No,  you're  not.  You're  not  up  in  London  now.  You 
always  have  your  holidays.  If  you  choose  to  try  it,  I'll  see 
that  you  have  shooting  enough  while  you're  here.  It's  better 
than  going  to  sleep  under  the  trees. '  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  wonder 
what  made  you  lay  yourself  down  there.  You  hadn't  been 
fighting  a  bull  that  day?" 

"  No,  my  lord.     I  hadn't  seen  the  bull  then." 

"  Well ;  you  think  of  what  I've  been  saying.  When  I  sav 
a  thing,  I  mean  it.  You  shall  have  shooting  enough,  if  yJxx 
have  a  mind  to  try  it."  Then  they  looked  at  the  pheasants, 
-id  pottered  about  the  place  till  the  earl  said  it  was  time  to 

14 
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di'ess  for  dinner.  "  That's  liarcl  upon  you,  isn't  it  ?"  said  he. 
"  But,  at  any  rate,  you  can  wash  your  hands,  and  get  rid  of 
the  blood.  I'll  be  down  in  the  little  drawing-room  five  minutes 
before  seven,  and  I  suppose  I'll  find  you  there." 

At  five  minutes  before  seven  Lord  De  Guest  came  into  the 
small  drawing-room,  and  found  Johnny  seated  there,  with  a 
book  before  him.  The  earl  was  a  little  fussy,  and  showed  by 
jiis  manner  that  he  was  not  quite  at  his  case,  as  some  men  do 
when  they  have  any  piece  of  work  on  hand  which  is  not  cus- 
tomary with  them.  He  held  something  in  his  hand,  and 
shufHed  a  little  as  he  made  his  way  up  the  room.  He  was 
dressed,  as  usual,  in  black;  but  his  gold  chain  was  not,  as 
usual,  dangling  over  his  waistcoat. 

"  Eames,"  he  said,  "  I  want  you  to  accept  a  little  present 
from  me, — ^just  as  a  memorial  of  our  affair  with  the  bull.  It 
will  make  you  think  of  it  sometimes,  when  I'm  perhaps  gone." 

"Oh,  my  lord " 

"It's  my  own  watch,  that  I  have  been  wearing  for  some 
time ;  but  I've  got  another ; — two  or  three,  I  believe,  some- 
where upstairs.  You  mustn't  refuse  me.  I  can't  bear  being 
refused.  There  are  two  or  three  little  seals,  too,  which  I  have 
worn.  I  have  taken  off  the  one  with  my  arms,  because  that's 
of  no  use  to  you,  and  it  is  to  me.  It  doesn't  want  a  key,  but 
winds  up  at  the  handle,  in  this  way,"  and  the  earl  proceeded  to 
explain  the  nature  of  the  toy. 

"  My  lord,  you  think  too  much  of  what  happened  to-day," 
said  Eames,  stammering. 

"  No,  I  don't ;  I  think  very  little  about  it.  I  know  what  I 
think  of.  Put  the  watch  in  your  pocket  before  the  doctor 
comes.  There  ;  I  hear  his  horse.  Why  didn't  he  drive  over, 
and  then  he  could  have  taken  you  back  ?" 

"  I  can  walk  very  well." 

"  I'll  make  that  all  right.  The  servant  shall  ride  Crofts' 
horse,  and  bring  back  the  little  phaeton.  How  d'you  do, 
doctor  ?  You  know  Eames,  I  suppose  ?  You  needn't  look 
at  him  in  that  way.  His  leg  is  not  broken  ;  it's  only  his 
trowsers."     And  then  the  earl  told  the  story  of  the  bull. 

"  Johnny  will  become  quite  a  hero  in  to^vn,"  said  Crofts. 

"  Yes ;  I  fear  he'll  got  the  most  of  the  credit ;  and  yet  I 
was  at  it  twice  as  long  as  he  was.  I'll  tell  you  what,  young 
men,  when  I  got  to  that  gate  I  didn't  think  I'd  breath  enough 
left  in  me  to  get  over  it.  It's  all  very  well  jumping  into  a 
hedge  when  you're  only  two-and-twenty ;    but  when  a  man 
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comes  to  be  sixtv  he  likes  to  take  his  time  about  sncli  thinss. 
Dinner  ready,  is  it '?  So  am  I.  I  quite  forgot  that  mutton 
chop  of  yours  to-day,  doctor.  But  I  suppose  a  man  may  eat 
a  good  dinner  after  a  fight  with  a  bull  ?  " 

The  evening  passed  by  without  any  veiy  pleasurable  excite- 
ment, and  I  regret  to  say  that  the  earl  went  fast  to  sleep  in 
the  drawing-room  as  soon  as  he  had  swallowed  his  cup  of 
coflee.     Duiing  dinner  ho  had  been  very  coiuteous  to  both  his 
guests,  but  towards  Eames  he  had  used  a  good-humoured  and 
almost  affectionate  fixmiliarity.    He  had  quizzed  him  for  having 
been  found  asleep  under  the  tree,  telling  Crofts  that  he  had 
looked  very  forlorn, — "  So  that  I  haven't  a  doubt  about  his 
being  in  love,"  said  the  earl.     And  he  had  asked  Johnny  to 
tell  the  name  of  the  fair  one,  bringing  up  the  remnants  of 
his  half-forgotten  classicalities  to  bear  out  the  joke.     "  If  I  am 
to  take  more  of  the  severe  Falernian,"  said  he,  laying  his  hand 
on  the  decanter  of  port,  "  I  must  know  the  lady's  name.    "WTio- 
ever  she  be,  I'm  well  sure  you  need  not  blush  for  her.    What ! 
you  refuse  to  tell  !     Then  I'll  drink  no  more."'     And  so  the 
.  ;irl  had  walked  out  of  the  dining-room;  but  not  till  he  had 
perceived  by  his  guest's  cheeks  that  the  joke  had  been  too 
true  to  be  pleasant.     As  he  went,  however,  he  leaned  with  his 
hand  on  Eames's  shoulder,  and  the  servants  looking  on  saw- 
that  the  young  man  was  to  be  a  favourite.     "  He'll  make  him 
his  heir,"  said  Yickers.     "  I  shouldn't  wonder  a  bit  if  he  don't 
make  him  his  heir."     But  to  this  the  footman  objected,  en- 
deavouring to  prove  to  Mr.  Yickers  that,  in  accordance  with 
the  law  of  the  laud,  his  lordship's  second  cousin,  once  removed, 
whom  the  earl  had  never  seen,  but  whom  he  was  supposed  to 
hate,  must  be  his  heir.     "A  hearl  can  never  choose  his  ovni 
heir,  like  you  or  me,"  said  the  fi)otman,  lapng  down  the  law. 
"Can't  he  though  really,  now?     That's  very  hard  on  him; 
ia't  it  ?  "  said  the  pretty  housemaid.     "  Phsa,"  said  Vickers  : 
■  you  know  nothing  about  it.      My  lord  could  make  young 
'.amcs  his  heir  to-morrow;  that  is,  the  heir  of  his  property, 
le  couldn't  make  him  a  hearl,  because  that  must  go  to  the 
;oirs  of  his  body.     As  to  his  leaving  him  the  place  here,  I 
ion't  just  know  how  that'd  be  ;  and  I'm  sure  Richard  don't." 

'•But  suppose  he  hasn't  got  any  heirs  of  his  body?" 
asked  the  pretty  housemaid,  who  was  rather  fond  of  puttiug 
down  ^Ir.  Vickers. 

''  He  must  have  heirs  of  his  body,"  said  the  butler. 
"Everjbody  has  'cm.     If  a  man  don't  know  'em  himself, 
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the  law  finds  'em  out."     And  then  Mr.  Vickers  walked  away, 
avoiding  further  dispute. 

lu  the  meantime,  the  earl  was  asleep  upstairs,  and  the  two 
young  men  from  Guestwick  did  not  find  that  they  could  amuse 
themselves  with  any  satisfaction.  Each  took  up  a  hook ;  but 
there  are  times  at  which  a  man  is  quite  unable  to  read,  and 
when  a  book  is  only  a  cover  for  his  idleness  or  dulness.  At 
last.  Dr.  Crofts  suggested,  in  a  whisper,  that  they  might  as 
well  begin  to  think  of  going  home. 

"  Eh  ;  yes  ;  what  ?  "  said  the  earl :  "  I'm  not  asleep."  In 
answer  to  which  the  doctor  said  that  he  thought  he'd  go  home, 
if  his  lordship  would  let  him  order  his  horse.  But  the  earl  was 
again  fast  bound  in  slumber,  and  took  no  further  notice .  of  the 
proposition. 

"  Perhaps  we  could  get  off"  without  waking  him,"  suggested 
Eames,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Eh  ;  what  ?  "  said  the  earl.  So  they  both  resumed  their 
books,  and  submitted  themselves  to  their  martyrdom  for  a 
further  period  of  fifteen  minutes.  At  the  expu-ation  of  that 
time,  the  footman  brought  in  tea. 

"Eh,  what?  tea!"  said  the  earl.  "Yes,  we'll  have  a 
little  tea.  I've  heard  every  word  you've  been  saying."  It 
was  that  assertion  on  the  part  of  the  earl  which  always  made 
Lady  Julia  so  angry.  "You  cannot  have  heard  what  I  have 
lieen  saying,  Theodore,  because  I  have  said  nothing,"  she 
would  reply.  "But  I  should  have  heard  it  if  you  had,"  the 
earl  would  rejoin,  snappishly.  On  the  present  occasion  neither 
Crofts  nor  Eames  contradicted  him,  and  he  took  his  tea  and 
swallowed  it  while  still  three  parts  asleep. 

"  If  you'll  allow  me,  my  lord,  I  think  I'll  order  my  horse," 
said  the  doctor. 

"  Yes;  horse — yes — "  said  the  earl,  nodding. 

"But  what  are  you  to  do,  Eames,  if  I  ride?"  said  the 
doctor. 

"I'll walk,"  whispered  Eames,  in  his  very  lowest  voice. 

"  What — what — what  ?"  said  the  earl,  jumping  up  on  his 
feet.  "  Oh,  ah,  yes;  going  away,  are  you?  I  suppose  you 
might  as  well,  as  sit  here  and  see  me  sleeping.  But,  doctor — 
I  didn't  snore,  did  I  ?  " 

"  Only  occasionally." 

"  Not  loud,  did  I  ?     Come,  Eames,  did  I  snore  loud  ?" 

"  Well,  my  lord,  you  did  snore  rather  loud  two  or  throe 
times." 
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*'  Pill  I  ?"  said  the  on.rl,  in  a  voice  of  groat  clisnppointmcnt. 
■  And  yet,  do  you  know.  I  heard  every  word  you  said." 

The  small  phaeton  had  been  already  ordered,  and  the  two 
young  men  started  back  to  Guestwick  tojrjether,  h  servant  from 
the  house  riding  the  doctor's  horse  belxiud  them.  "  Look  here, 
Eames,"  said  the  earl,  as  they  parted  on  the  steps  of  the  hall 
door.  "  You're  going  back  to  town  the  day  after  to-mon-ow, 
vou  sav,  so  I  shan't  see  von  again  ?  " 

"  No,  my  lord,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Look  you  here,  now.  I  shall  be  up  for  the  Cattle-show 
before  Chi-istmas.  You  must  dine  with  me  at  my  hotel,  on 
the  twenty-second  of  December,  Pawkins's,  in  Jermyn  Street ; 
seven  o'clock,  sharp.  Mind  you  do  not  forget,  now.  Put  it 
down  in  your  pocket-book  when  you  get  home.  Good-by, 
doctor ;  good-by.  I  see  I  must  stick  to  that  mutton  chop  in 
the  middle  of  the  day."     And  then  they  drove  oti'. 

"  He'll  make  him  his  heir  for  certain,"  said  Tickers  to 
himself,  as  he  slowly  returned  to  his  ovra  quarters. 

"  You  were  returning  fi'om  Allingtou,  I  suppose,"  said 
Crofts,  *'  when  you  came  across  Lord  De  Guest  and  the 
buU?" 

'*  Yes  :  I  just  walked  over  to  say  good-by  to  them." 

"  Did  you  find  them  all  well  ?  " 

"  I  only  saw  one.     The  other  two  were  out."  S- 

"Mrs. "Dale,  was  it?"  ~ 

"No;  it  was  Lily."  ••''« 

'•  Sitting  alone,  thinking  of  her  fine  London  lover,  of 
coarse  ?  I  suppose  we  ought  to  look  upon  her  as  a  very 
lucky  gii-I.     I  have  no  doubt  she  thinks  herself  so." 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  said  Johnnv. 

"  I  beheve  he's  a  very  good  young  man,"  said  the  doctor; 
•  but  I  can't  say  I  quite  liked  his  manner." 

"  I  should  think  not,"  said  Johnny. 

"  But  then  in  all  probability  he  did  not  like  mine  a  bit 
'  otter,  or  perhaps  yours  either.     And  if  so  it's  all  fair." 

"  I   don't  see  that  it's  a  bit  fair.      He's  a  snob,"  said 

Eames ;  "  and  I  don't  beheve  that  I  am."     He  had  taken  a 

or  two  of  the  earl's  "  severe  Faleniinn,"  and  was  dis- 

1  to  a  more  generous  confidence,  and  perhaps  also   to 

ronger  language,  than  might  othenvise  have  been  the  case. 

"  No  ;  I  don't  think  he  is  a  snob,"  said  Crofts.  "  Had  he 
'.'en  so,  Mrs.  Dale  would  have  perceived  it." 

"You'll  see,"  said  Johnny,  touching  up  the  earl's  horse 
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■with  energy  as  he  spoke.  "  You'll  see.  A  man  who  gives 
himself  airs  is  a  snoh ;  and  he  gives  himself  au-s.  And  I 
don't  believe  he's  a  straightforward  fellow.  It  was  a  bad  day 
for  us  all  when  he  came  among  them  at  Allington." 

"  I  can"t  say  that  I  see  that." 

"I  do.  But  mind,  I  haven't  spoken  a  word  of  this  to  any 
one.  And  I  don't  mean.  "What  would  be  the  good  ?  I  sup- 
pose she  must  many  him  now?" 

"  Of  course  she  must." 

"And  be  T\Tetched  all  her  life.  Oh-h-h-h!"  and  he 
muttered  a  deep  gi-oan.  "  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Crofts. 
He  is  going  to  take  the  sweetest  girl  out  of  this  country  that 
ever  was  in  it,  and  he  don't  deserve  her." 

"  I  don't  think  she  can  be  compared  to  her  sister,"  said 
Crofts  slowly. 

"  What ;  not  Lily  ?  "  said  Eames,  as  though  the  proposition 
made  by  the  doctor  were  one  that  could  not  hold  water  for  a 
minute. 

"  I  have  always  thought  that  Bell  was  the  more  admu-ed 
of  the  two,"  said  Crofts. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,"  said  Eames.  "  I  have  never  yet  set 
my  eyes  on  any  human  creature  whom  I  thought  so  beautiful 
as  Lily  Dale.  And  now  that  beast  is  going  to  marry  her !  I'll 
tell  you  what.  Crofts  ;  I"ll  manage  to  pick  a  quan-el  with  him 
yet."  Whereupon  the  doctor,  seeing  the  nature  of  the  com- 
plaint fi-om  which  his  companion  was  suffering,  said  nothing 
more,  either  about  Lily  or  about  Bell. 

Soon  after  this  Eames  was  at  his  own  door,  and  was 
received  there  by  his  mother  and  sister- with  all  the  enthusiasm 
due  to  a  hero.  "  He  has  saved  the  earl's  life  !  "  Mrs.  Eames 
had  exclaimed  to  her  daughter  on  reading  Lord  De  Guest's 
note.  "  Oh,  goodness !  "  and  she  threw  herself  back  upon 
the  sofa  almost  in  a  fainting  condition. 

"  Saved  Lord  De  Guest's  life  !  "  said  Maiy. 

"  Yes — under  Providence,"  said  Mrs.  Eames,  as  though 
that  latter  fact  added  much  to  her  son's  good  deed. 

"But  how  did  he  doit?" 

"  By  cool  courage  and  good  feeling — so  his  lordship  says. 
But  I  wonder  how  he  really  did  do  it  ?  " 

"  Whatever  way  it  was,  he's  torn  ail  his  clothes  and  lost 
his  hat,"  said  Maiy. 

"I  don't  care  a  bit  about  that,"  said  Mrs.  Eames.  "I 
wonder  whether  the  earl  has  any  interest  at  the  Iccome-tas 
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What  a  thing  it  would  be  if  he  could  get  Johnny  a  step.  It 
would  be  seventy  pounds  a  year  at  once.  He  was  quite  right 
to  stay  and  dine  when  his  lordship  asked  him.  And  so 
Dr.  Crofts  is  there.  It  couldu't  have  been  anytliing  in  the 
doctoring  way,  I  suppose." 

"No,  I  should  say  not;  because  of  what  he  says  of  his 
trowsers."  And  so  the  two  ladies  were  obliged  to  wait  lor 
John's  return. 

"  How  did  you  do  it,  John  ?  "  said  his  mother,  embracing 
him,  as  soon  as  the  door  was  opened. 

"  How  did  you  save  the  earl's  life  ?  "  said  ^lary,  who  was 
standing  behind  her  mother. 

"  Would  his  lordship  really  have  been  killed,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  you?  "  asked  Mrs.  Eames. 

"  And  was  he  very  much  hurt '?  "  asked  Mary. 

"  Oh,  bother,"  said  Johnny,  on  whom  the  results  of  the 
day's  work,  together  with  the  earl's  Faleruian,  had  made  some 
still  remaining  impression.  On  ordiuaiy  occasions,  ^Irs.  Eames 
would  have  felt  hurt  at  being  so  answered  by  her  son ;  but  at 
the  present  moment  she  regarded  him  as  standing  so  high  in 
general  favour  that  she  took  no  offence.  "  Oh,  Johnny,  do 
tell  us.     Of  course  we  must  be  very  anxious  to  know  it  all." 

"  There's  nothing  to  tell,  except  that  a  bull  ran  at  the 
earl,  as  I  was  going  by ;  so  I  went  into  the  field  and  helped 
him,  and  then  he  made  me  stay  and  dine  with  him." 

"  But  his  lordship  says  that  you  saved  his  life,"  said  Marj'. 

"  Under  Providence,"  added  their  mother. 

"  At  any  rate,  he  has  given  me  a  gold  watch  and  chain,"' 
said  Johnny,  drawing  the  present  out  of  his  pocket.  "  I  wanted 
a  watch  badly.     All  the  same,  I  didn't  like  taking  it." 

"  It  would  have  been  very  wrong  to  refuse,"  said  his  mother. 
"  And  I  am  so  glad  you  have  been  so  fortunate.  And  look 
here,  Johnny :  when  a  friend  like  that  comes  in  your  way, 
dont  tnm  your  back  on  him.''  Then,  at  last,  he  thawed 
beneath  their  kindness,  and  told  them  the  whole  of  the  stors". 
I  fear  that,  in  recounting  the  earl's  efforts  with  the  spud,  he 
hardly  spoke  of  his  patron  with  all  that  deference  which  would 
have  been  appropriate. 
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CHAPTER   XXIII. 

MR.    PLAXTAGENET   PALLISER. 

A  WEEK  passed  over  Mr.  Crosbie's  head,  at  Courcy  Castle 
without  much  inconvenience  to  him  from  the  well-known  fact 
of  his  matrimonial  engagement.  Both  George  De  Courcy  and 
John  De  Courcy  had  in  their  different  ways  charged  him  with 
his  offence,  and  endeavoui'ed  to  annoy  him  by  recurring  to  the 
subject ;  but  he  did  not  care  much  for  the  wit  or  malice  of 
George  or  John  De  Courcy.  The  countess  had  hardly  alluded 
to  Lily  Dale  after  those  few  words  which  she  said  on  the  first 
day  of  his  visit,  and  seemed  perfectly  willing  to  regard  his 
doings  at  AUington  as  the  occupation  natural  to  a  young  man 
in  such  a  position.  He  had  been  seduced  do'^NTi  to  a  dull 
country  house,  and  had,  as  a  matter  of  course,  taken  to  such 
amusements  as  the  place  afforded.  He  had  shot  the  partridges 
and  made  love  to  the  young  lady,  taking  those  little  recreations 
as  compensation  for  the  tedium  of  the  squire's  society.  Per- 
haps he  had  gone  a  little  too  far  with  the  young  lady ;  but 
then  no  one  knew  better  than  the  countess  how  ditlicult  it  is 
for  a  young  man  to  go  far  enough  without  going  too  far.  It 
was  not  her  business  to  make  herself  a  censor  on  a  young 
man's  conduct.  The  blame,  no  doubt,  rested  quite  as  much 
Avith  Miss  Dale  as  with  him.  She  was  quite  sorry  that  any 
young  lady  should  be  disappointed ;  but  if  girls  will  be  impru- 
dent, and  set  their  caps  at  men  above  their  mark,  they  must 
encounter  disappointment.  With  such  language  did  Lady  De 
Courcy  speak  of  the  affair  among  her  daughters,  and  her 
daughters  altogether  agreed  with  her  that  it  was  out  of  the 
question  that  Mr.  Crosbie  should  marry  Lily  Dale.  From 
Alexandrina  he  encountered  during  the  week  none  of  that 
railleiy  which  he  had  expected.  He  had  promised  to  explain 
to  her  before  he  left  the  oastle  all  the  circumstances  of  his 
acquaintance  with  Lily,  and  she  at  last  showed  herself  deter- 
mined to  demand  the  fulfilment  of  this  promise ;  but,  previous 
to  that,  she  said  nothing  to  manifest  cither  offence  or  a  lessened 
friendship.  And  I  regret  to  say,  that  in  the  intercourse  which 
had  taken  place  between  them,  that  friendship  was  by  no  means 
less  tender  that  it  had  been  in  Loudon. 

'•  And  when  will  you  tell  me  what  you  promised  ?  "  she 
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asked  him  one  aftonioon,  spoakin{:j  in  a  low  voice,  as  tliov 
were  stamling  togotluT  at  the  window  of  tho  billiard-room,  in 
that  idle  half-hour  which  always  occurs  before  the  necessity 
for  dinner  preparation  has  come.  She  had  been  riding  and 
was  still  in  her  habit,  and  he  had  returned  from  shooting. 
She  knew  that  she  looked  more  than  ordinarily  well  in  her  tall 
straight  hat  and  liding  gear,  and  was  wont  to  hang  about  the 
house,  walking  skilfully  with  her  upheld  drapery,  during  this 
period  of  the  day.  It  was  dusk,  but  not  dark,  and  there  was 
no  artificial  light  in  the  billiard-room.  There  had  been  some 
pretence  of  knocking  about  the  balls,  but  it  had  been  only 
pretence.  "  Even  Diana,"  she  had  said,  '-could  not  have 
played  billiards  in  a  habit."  Then  she  had  put  down  her 
mace,  and  they  had  stood  talking  together  in  the  recess  of  a 
largo  bow-Aviudow. 

"  And  what  did  I  promise  ?  "  said  Crosbie. 

"  You  know  well  enough.  Not  that  it  is  a  matter  of  any 
special  interest  to  me  ;  only,  as  you  imdertook  to  promise,  of 
coui-se  my  curiosity  has  been  raised." 

"  If  it  be  of  no  special  interest,"  said  Crosbie,  "  you  will 
not  object  to  absolve  me  from  my  promise." 

"  That  is  just  like  you,"  she  said.  "  And  how  fiilse  you 
men  always  are.  You  made  up  your  mind  to  buy  my  silence 
on  a  distasteful  subject  by  pretending  to  offer  me  your  future 
confidence ;  and  now  you  tell  me  that  you  do  not  mean  to 
confide  in  me." 

"  You  begin  bv  telling  me  that  the  matter  is  one  that  does 
not  in  the  least  interest  you." 

"  That  is  so  false  again  !  You  know  very  well  what  I 
meant.  Do  you  remember  what  you  said  to  me  the  day  you 
came  ?  and  am  I  not  bound  to  tell  you  after  that,  that  yonr 
marriage  with  this  or  that  young  lady  is  not  matter  of  special 
interest  to  me  ?     Still,  as  vour  iiieud " 

"  WeU,  as  my  friend  !  " 

"  I  shall  be  glad  to  know .     But  I  am  not  going  to 

'^g  for  your  confidence ;  only  I  tell  you  this  fairly,  that  no 
;an  is  so  mean  in  mv  eves  as  a  man  who  fights  under  false 
•lours." 

"  And  am  I  fighting  under  false  colours  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you  are."  And  now,  as  she  spoke,  the  Lady 
Alexandi-ina  blushed  beneath  her  hat ;  and  dull  as  was  the 
remaining  light  of  the  evening,  Crosbie,  looking  into  her  face, 
saw  her  heightened  colour.     "  Yes.  you  are.     A  geuUemau  is 
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fighting  under  false  colours  who  comes  into  a  house  like  this, 
with  a  public  rumour  of  his  being  engaged,  and  then  conducts 
himself  as  though  nothing  of  the  kind  existed.  Of  course,  it 
is  not  anything  to  me  specially  ;  but  that  is  fighting  under 
false  colours.  Now,  sir,  you  may  redeem  the  promise  yon 
made  me  when  you  first  came  here, — or  you  may  let  it  alone." 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  the  lady  was  fighting  her 
battle  with  much  courage,  and  also  with  some  skill.  In  three 
or  four  days  Crosbie  would  be  gone ;  and  this  victory,  if  it 
were  ever  to  be  gained,  must  be  gained  in  those  three  or  four 
days.  And  if  there  were  to  be  no  victory,  then  it  would  be 
only  fair  that  Crosbie  should  be  punished  for  his  duplicity,  and 
that  she  should  be  avenged  as  far  as  any  revenge  might  be 
in  her  power.  Not  that  she  meditated  any  deep  revenge,  or 
was  prepared  to '■feel  any  strong  anger.  She  liked  Crosbie  as 
well  as  she  had  ever  liked  any  man.  She  believed  that  he 
liked  her  also.  She  had  no  conception  of  any  very  strong 
passion,  but  conceived  that  a  married  life  was  more  pleasant 
than  one  of  single  bliss.  She  had  no  doubt  that  he  had 
promised  to  make  Lily  Dale  his  wife,  but  so  had  he  pre- 
viously promised  her,  or  nearly  so.  It  was  a  fair  game,  and 
she  would  win  it  if  she  could.  If  she  failed,  she  would  show 
her  anger ;  but  she  would  show  it  in  a  mild,  weak  manner, — 
turning  up  her  nose  at  Lily  before  Crosbie's  face,  and  saying 
little  things  against  himself  behind  his  back.  Her  wrath  would 
not  carry  her  much  beyond  that. 

"Now,  sir,  you  may  redeem  the  promise  you  made  me 
wdien  you  first  came  here, — or  you  may  let  it  alone."  So  she 
spoke,  and  then  she  turned  her  face  away  from  him,  gazing 
out  into  the  darkness. 

"  Alcxandrina  !  "  he  said. 

"Well,  sir?  But  you  have  no  right  to  speak  to  me  in 
that  style.  You  know  that  you  have  no  right  to  call  me  by 
my  name  in  that  way  !  " 

"  You  mean  that  you  insist  upon  your  title  ?  " 

"  All  ladies  insist  on  what  you  call  their  title,  from  gentle- 
men, except  under  the  privilege  of  gi'eater  intimacy  than  you 
have  the  right  to  claim.  You  did  not  call  Miss  Dale  by  her 
Christian  name  till  you  had  obtained  permission,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  You  used  to  let  me  call  you  so." 

"  Never  !  Once  or  twice,  when  you  hav^  done  so,  I  have 
not  forbidden  it,  as  I  should  have  done.  Ver}'  well,  sir,  as 
you  have  nothing  to  tell  me,  I  will  leave  you.     I  must  confess 
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tlmt  I  did  not  tliink  you  were  such  a  coward."  And  she  pro- 
l)ari'd  to  go,  gathering  up  the  skirts  of  her  liabit,  and  taking 
up  the  whip  which  she  had  hxid  on  the  window-sill. 

"Stay  a  moment,  Alexandrina,"  he  said;  "I  am  not 
happy,  and  you  shouki  not  say  words  intended  to  make  me 
more  miserable." 

"  And  why  are  you  unhappy  ?  " 

"  Because I  will  tell  you  instantly,  if  I  may  believe 

that  I  am  telling  you  only,  and  not  the  whole  household." 

"  Of  course  I  shall  not  talk  of  it  to  others.  Do  you  think 
that  I  cannot  keep  a  secret  ?  " 

"  It  is  because  I  have  promised  to  many  one  woman,  and 
because  I  love  another.  I  have  told  you  eveiything  now  ; 
and  if  you  choose  to  say  again  that  I  am  fighting  under  false 
colours  I  will  leave  the  castle  before  you  can  see  me  again." 

"  Mr.  Crosbie  !  " 

"  Now  you  know  it  all,  and  may  imagine  whether  or  no  I 
am  very  happy.  I  think  you  said  it  was  time  to  dress  ; — 
suppose  we  go  ?  "  And  without  fui-ther  speech  the  two  went 
oti'  to  their  separate  rooms. 

Crosbie,  as  soon  as  he  was  alone  in  his  chamber,  sat 
himself  down  in  his  ann-chair,  and  went  to  work  striving  to 
make  up  his  mind  as  to  his  future  conduct.  It  must  not  be 
supposed  that  the  declaration  just  made  by  him  had  been 
produced  solely  by  his  difliculty  at  the  moment.  The  atmo- 
sphere of  Com-cy  Castle  had  been  at  work  upon  him  for  the 
last  week  past.  And  ever}'  word  that  he  had  heard,  and  every 
word  that  he  had  spoken,  had  tended  to  destroy  all  that  was 
good  and  true  within  him,  and  to  foster  all  that  was  selfish 
and  false.  He  had  said  to  himself  a  dozen  times  during  that 
week  that  he  never  could  be  happy  with  Lily  Dale,  and  that 
he  never  could  make  her  happy.  And  then  he  had  used  the 
old  sophistr)'  in  his  endeavour  to  teach  himself  that  it  was 
right  to  do  that  which  he  wished  to  do.  Would  it  not  bo 
bitter  for  Lily  that  he  should  desert  her,  than  marry  her 
against  the  dictates  of  his  o^\Ta  heart '?  And  if  he  really  did 
not  love  her,  would  he  not  be  committing  a  greater  crime  in 
marr}-ing  her  than  in  deserting  her '?  He  confessed  to  him^^ 
self  that  he  liad  been  very  wrong  in  allowing  the  outer  world 
to  get  such  a  hold  upon  him,  that  the  love  of  a  pure  girl  like 
Lily  could  not  suffice  for  his  happiness.  But  there  was  the 
fact,  and  he  found  himself  unable  to  contend  against  it.  If  by 
any  absolute  self-sacrifice  he  could  secure  Lily's  well-being,  ho 
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would  not  liesitate  for  a  moment.  But  would  it  bo  well  to 
sacrifice  her  as  well  as  himself? 

He  had  discussed  the  matter  in .  this  way  within  his  own 
breast,  till  he  had  almost  taught  himself  to  believe  that  it 
was  his  duty  to  break  off  his  engagement  with  Lily ;  and  he 
had  also  almost  taught  himself  to  believe  that  a  marriage  with 
a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Courcy  would  satisfy  his  ambition 
and  assist  him  in  his  battle  with  the  world.  That  Lady 
Alexandi-ina  would  accept  him  he  felt  certain,  if  he  could  only 
induce  her  to  forgive  him  for  his  sin  in  becoming  engaged  to 
Miss  Dale.  How  vciy  prone  she  would  be  to  forgiveness  in 
tliis  matter,  he  had  not  divined,  having  not  as  yet  learned 
how  easily  such  a  woman  can  forgive  such  a  sin,  if  the 
ultimate  triumph  be  accorded  to  herself. 

And  there  was  another  reason  which  operated  much  with 
Crosbie,  urging  him  on  in  his  present  mood  and  wishes, 
though  it  should  have  given  an  exactly  opposite  imj)ulse  to 
his  heart.  He  had  hesitated  as  to  marrying  Lily  Dale  at  once, 
because  of  the  smallness  of  his  income.  I\ow  he  had  a  pro- 
spect of  considerable  increase  to  that  income.  One  of  the 
commissioners  at  his  office  had  been  promoted  to  some  greater 
commissionership,  and  it  was  understood  by  everybody  that 
the  secretary  at  the  General  Committee  Office  would  be  the 
new  commissioner.  As  to  that  there  was  no  doubt.  Bat 
then  the  question  had  arisen  as  to  the  place  of  secretary. 
Crosbie  had  received  two  or  thi-ee  letters  on  the  subject,  and 
it  seemed  that  the  likelihood  of  his  obtaining  this  step  in  the 
world  was  by  no  means  slight.  It  would  increase  his  official 
income  fi'om  seven  huudix'd  a  year  to  twelve,  and  would  place 
him  altogether  above  the  world.  His  friend,  the  present 
secretaiy,  had  written  to  him,  assuring  him  that  no  other 
probable  competitor  was  spoken  of  as  being  in  the  field  against 
him.  If  such  good  fortune  awaited  him,  would  it  not  smooth 
any  present  diihculty  which  lay  in  the  way  of  liis  marriage  vdih. 
Lily  Dale  ?  But,  alas,  he  had  not  looked  at  the  matter  in 
that  light !  Might  not  the  countess  help  him  to  this  prefer- 
ment ?  And  if  his  destiny  intended  for  him  the  good  things 
of  this  world, — secretaryships,  commissionerships,  chainnan- 
\ihips,  and  such  like,  would  it  not  be  well  that  he  shoi^.id 
straggle  on  in  his  upward  path  bj'  such  assistance  as  good 
connections  might  give  him  ? 

He  sat  thinking  over  it  all  in  his  own  room  on  that  evening. 
He  had  written  twice  to  Lily  since  his  arrival  at  Courcy  Castle. 
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His  first  letter  has  been  given.  His  second  wris  written  much 
in  the  same  tone ;  though  Lily,  as  she  had  read  it,  had  uncon- 
sciously felt  somewhat  less  satisfied  than  she  had  been  with 
the  first.  Expressions  of  love  were  not  wanting,  but  they  were 
vague  and  without  heartiness.  They  savoured  of  insincerity, 
though  there  was  nothing  in  the  words  themselves  to  convict 
them.  Few  liars  can  lie  with  the  full  roundness  and  self- 
snlKcienoy  of  truth  ;  and  Crosbie.  bad  as  he  was,  had  not  yet 
become  bad  enough  to  reach  that  perfection.  He  had  said 
nothing  to  Lily  of  the  hopes  of  promotion  which  had  been 
opened  to  him  ;  but  he  had  again  spoken  of  his  own  worldli- 
ness — acknowledging  that  he  received  an  unsatisfving  satisfac- 
tion  from  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  Courcy  Castle.  In  fact  he 
was  paving  the  way  for  that  which  he  had  almost  resolved  that 
he  would  do,  now  he  had  told  Lady  Alexandrina  that  he  loved 
her ;  and  he  was  obliged  to  confess  to  himself  that  the  die 
was  cast. 

As  he  thought  of  all  this,  there  was  not  wanting  to  him 
-ome  of  the  satisfaction  of  an  escape.  Soon  after  making  that 
declaration  of  love  at  Allington  he  had  begun  to  feel  that  in 
making  it  he  had  cut  his  tlu'oat.  He  had  endeavoured  to  per- 
suade himself  that  he  could  live  comfortably  with  his  throat  cut 
in  that  way  ;  and  as  long  as  Lily  was  with  h^m  he  would  believe 
that  he  could  do  so  ;  but  as  soon  as  he  was  again  alone  he 
would  again  accuse  himself  of  suicide.  This  was  his  frame  of 
mind  even  while  he  was  yet  at  Allington,  and  his  ideas  on  the 
subject  had  become  stronger  during  his  sojourn  at  Courcy. 
But  the  self-immolation  had  not  been  completed,  and  he  now 
began  to  think  that  he  could  save  himself.  I  need  hardly  say 
that  this  was  not  all  triumph  to  him.  Even  had  there  been 
no  material  difficulty  as  to  his  desertion  of  Lily, — no  uncle, 
cousin,  and  mother  whose  anger  he  mnst  face, — no  vision  of 
a  pale  face,  more  eloquent  of  Nvrong  in  its  silence  than  even 
uncle,  cousin,  and  mother,  with  their  indignant  stonn  of  words, 
— he  was  not  altogether  heartless.  How  should  he  tell  all  this 
to  the  girl  who  had  loved  him  so  well ;  who  had  so  loved  him, 
that,  as  he  himself  felt,  her  love  would  fashion  all  her  future 
life  either  for  weal  or  for  woe  ?  "I  am  unworthy  of  her,  and 
will  tell  her  so,"  he  said  to  himself.  How  many  a  false  houn  I 
of  a  man  has  endeavoured  to  salve  his  own  conscience  by  sucii 
mock  humility  "?  But  he  acknowledged  at  this  moment,  as  he 
rose  from  his  seat  to  dress  himself,  that  the  die  was  cast,  and 
that  it  was  open  to  him  now  to  say  what  he  pleased  to  Lady 
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Alexandrina.  "  Others  have  gone  through  the  same  fire 
before,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  walked  downstairs,  "and 
have  come  out  scathless."  And  then  he  recalled  to  himself 
the  names  of  various  men  of  high  repute  in  the  world  who 
were  supposed  to  have  committed  in  their  younger  days  some 
such  little  mistake  as  that  into  which  he  had  been  betrayed. 

In  passing  through  the  hall  he  overtook  Lady  Julia  De 
Guest,  and  was  in  time  to  open  for  her  the  door  of  the 
drawing-room.  He  then  remembered  that  she  had  come  into 
the  billiard-room  at  one  side,  and  had  gone  out  at  the  other, 
while  he  was  standing  ^Yith  Alexandrina  at  the  window.  He 
had  not,  however,  then  thought  much  of  Lady  Juha :  and  as 
he  now  stood  for  her  to  pass  by  him  through  the  door- way,  he 
made  to  her  some  indifferent  remark. 

But  Lady  Julia  was  on  some  subjects  a  stem  woman,  and 
not  without  a  certain  amount  of  courage.  In  the  last  week 
she  had  seen  what  had  been  going  on,  and  had  become  more 
and  more  angry.  Though  she  had  disowned  any  family  con- 
nection with  Lily  Dale,  nevertheless  she  now  felt  for  her 
sympathy  and  almost  affection.  Nearly  eveiy  day  she  had 
repeated  stiffly  to  the  countess  some  incident  of  Crosbie's 
courtship  and  engagement  to  Miss  Dale, — speaking  of  it  as 
with  absolute  knowledge,  as  a  thing  settled  at  all  points.  This 
she  had  done  to  the  countess  alone,  in  the  presence  of  the 
countess  and  Alexandrina,  and  also  before  all  the  female  guests 
of  the  castle.  But  what  she  had  said  was  received  simply  with 
an  incredulous  smile.  "  Dear  me  !  Lady  Julia,"  the  countess 
had  replied  at  last,  "I  shall  begin  to  think  you  are  in  love 
with  Mr.  Crosbie  yourself;  you  harp  .so  constantly  on  this 
affair  of  his.  One  would  think  that  young  ladies  in  your  part 
of  the  world  must  find  it  very  difficult  to  get  husbands,  seeing 
that  the  success  of  one  young  lady  is  trumpeted  so  loudly." 
For  the  moment,  Lady  Juha  was  silenced ;  but  it  was  not  easy 
to  silence  her  altogether  when  she  had  a  subject  for  speech 
near  her  heart. 

Almost  all  the  Com-cy  world  were  assembled  in  the  drawing- 
room  as  she  now  walked  into  the  room  with  Crosbie  at  her 
heels.  When  she  found  herself  near  the  crowd  she  tamed 
round,  and  addressed  him  in  a  voice  more  audible  than  that 
generally  required  for  pui-poses  of  drawing-room  conversation. 
"  Mr.  Crosbie,"  she  said,  "  have  you  heard  lately  fi'om  our 
dear  friend,  Lily  Dale?"  And  she  looked  him  full  in  the 
face,  in  a  manner  more  significant,  probably,  than  even  she 
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had  intended  it  to  be.  There  was,  at  once,  a  general  bash 
in  the  room,  and  all  eyes  were  tunied  upon  her  and  upon 
him. 

Crosliio  instantly  niatle  an  oflbrt  to  bear  the  attack  gallantly, 
but  he  felt  that  he  could  not  quite  command  his  colour,  or 
prevent  a  sudden  drop  of  perspiration  from  showing  itself  upon 
his  brow.  ''  I  had  a  letter  from  AUiugton  yesterday,"  he  said. 
"  I  suppose  you  have  heard  of  your  brother's  encounter  with 
the  bull?" 

"  The  bull ! "  said  Lady  Julia.  And  it  was  instantly 
manifest  to  all  that  her  attack  had  been  foiled  and  her  flank 
turned. 

"Good  gracious!  Lady  Julia,  how  very  odd  you  are!" 
said  the  countess. 

"But  what  about  the  bull '? "  asked  the  Honourable 
George. 

"  It  seems  that  the  earl  was  knocked  do\^Ti  in  the  middle 
of  one  of  his  own  titlds." 

"  Oh,  dear  !  "  exclaimed  Alexancbina.  And  sundry  other 
exclamations  were  made  by  all  the  assembled  ladies. 

"But  he  wasn't  hurt,"  said  Crosbie.  "A  young  man 
named  Eames  seems  to  have  fiiUen  from  the  sky  and  carried 
off  the  earl  on  his  back." 

"Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!"  growled  the  other  earl,  as  he  heard 
of  the  discomfitui'e  of  his  brother  peer. 

Lady  Julia,  who  had  received  her  own  letters  that  day  from 
Guestwick,  knew  that  nothing  of  importance  had  happened  to 
her  brother ;  but  she  felt  that  she  was  foiled  for  that  time. 

"  I  hope  that  there  has  not  really  been  any  accident,"  said 
Mr.  Gazebee,  with  a  voice  of  great  solicitude. 

"  My  brother  was  quite  well  last  night,  thank  you,"  said 
she.  And  then  the  little  groups  again  formed  themselves,  and 
Lady  Julia  was  left  alone  on  the  comer  of  a  sofa. 

"  Was  that  all  an  invention  of  yours,  sir  ?  "  said  Alexan- 
Ji-ina  to  Crosbie. 

"  Not  quite.  I  did  get  a  letter  this  morning  from  my 
friend  Bernard  Dale, — that  old  harridan's  nephew ;  and  Lord 
De  Guest  has  been  worried  by  some  of  his  animals.  I  wish  I 
had  told  her  that  his  stupid  old  neck  had  been  broken." 

"  Fie,  Mr.  Crosbie  !  " 

"  AMiat  business  has  she  to  interfere  with  me  ?  " 

"  But  I  mean  to  ask  the  same  question  that  she  asked, 
nd  you  won't  put  me  oil  with  a  cock-and-bull  stoi^  like  that." 
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But  then,  as  she  was  gomg  to  ask  the  question,  dinner  was 
announced. 

"  And  is  it  trae  that  De  Guest  has  been  tossed  by  a  hull  ?  " 
said  the  carl,  as  soon  as  the  ladies  were  gone.  He  had  spoken 
nothing  during  dinner  except  what  words  he  had  muttered  into 
the  ear  of  Lady  Dumbello.  It  was  seldom  that  conversation 
had  many  charms  for  him  in  his  own  house  ;  but  there  was  a 
savour  of  pleasantry  in  the  idea  of  Lord  De  Guest  having  been 
tossed,  by  which  even  he  was  tickled. 

"  Only  knocked  down,  I  believe,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  "  growled  the  earl ;  then  he  filled  his  glass, 
and  allowed  some  one  else  to  pass  the  bottle.  Poor  man  ! 
There  was  not  much  left  to  him  now  in  the  world  which  did 
amuse  him. 

"  I  don't  see  anything  to  laugh  at,"  said  Plantagenet 
Palliser,  who  was  sitting  at  the  earl's  right  hand,  opposite  to 
Lord  Dumbello. 

"  Don't  you  ?  "  said  the  earl.     "  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 

"  I'll  be  shot  if  I  do.  From  all  I  hear  De  Guest  is  an 
uncommon  good  farmer.  And  I  don't  see  the  joke  of  tossing 
a  farmer  merely  because  he's  a  nobleman  also.  Do  you?" 
and  he  turned  round  to  Mr.  Gazebee,  who  was  sitting  on  the 
other  side.  The  earl  was  an  earl,  and  was  also  Mr,  Gazebee's 
father-in-law.  Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  was  the  heir  to  a 
dukedom.  Therefore,  Mr.  Gazebee  merely  simpered,  and  did 
not  answer  the  question  put  to  him.  Mr.  Palliser  said  nothing 
more  about  it,  nor  did  the  earl ;  and  then  the  joke  died  away. 

Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  was  the  Duke  of  Omnium's  heir 
— heir  to  that  nobleman's  title  and  to  his  enoi-mous  wealth ; 
and,  therefore,  was  a  man  of  mark  in  the  world.  He  sat  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  of  course.  He  was  about  fi.ve-and- 
twenty  years  of  age,  and  was,  as  yet,  unmarried.  He  did  not 
hunt  or  shoot  or  keep  a  yacht,  and  had  been  heard  to  say  that 
he  had  never  put  a  foot  upon  a  race-course  in  his  life.  He 
dressed  veiy  quietly,  never  changing  the  colour  or  form  of  his 
garments  ;  and  in  society  was  quiet,  reserved,  and  very  often 
silent.  He  was  tall,  slight,  and  not  ill-looking ;  but  more 
than  this  cannot  be  said  for  his  personal  appearance — except, 
indeed,  this,  that  no  one  could  mistake  him  for  other  than  a 
gentleman.  With  his  uncle,  the  duke,  he  was  on  good  terms 
— that  is  to  say,  they  had  never  quarrelled.  A  ver)'  Uberal 
allowance  had  been  made  to  the  nephew  ;  but  the  two  relatives 
had  no  tastes  in  common,  and  did  not  often  meet.     Once  a 
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year  Mr.  Palliscr  visited  the  duke  at  his  great  country  scat  for 
two  or  three  days,  and  usually  dined  with  him  two  or  three 
times  during  the  season  in  London.  Mr.  Palliser  sat  for  a 
borough  which  was  absolutely  under  the  duke's  command  ; 
but  had  accepted  his  seat  under  the  distinct  understanding 
that  he  was  to  take  whatever  part  in  politics  might  seem  good 
to  himself.  Under  these  well-understood  arrangements,  the 
duke  and  his  heir  showed  to  the  world  quite  a  pattern  of  a 
happy  family.  "  So  ditlerent  to  the  earl  and  Lord  Porlock  !  " 
the  people  of  West  Barsetshire  used  to  say.  For  the  estates, 
both  of  the  duke  and  of  the  carl,  were  situated  in  the  western 
division  of  that  county. 

^Ir.  Palliser  was  chiefly  known  to  the  world  as  a  rising 
politician.  We  may  say  that  he  had  everything  at  his  com- 
mand, in  the  way  of  pleasure,  that  the  world  could  ofi'er  him. 
He  had  wealth,  position,  power,  and  the  certainty  of  attaining 
the  highest  rank  among,  perhaps,  the  most  brilliant  nobility 
of  the  world.  He  was  courted  by  all  who  could  get  near 
enough  to  court  him.  It  is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that  he 
might  have  selected  a  bride  from  all  that  was  most  beautiful 
and  best  among  EngUsh  women.  If  he  would  have  bought 
race-horses,  and  have  expended  thousands  on  the  turf,  he 
would  have  gratified  his  uncle  by  doing  so.  He  might  have 
been  the  master  of  hounds,  or  the  slaughterer  of  hecatombs  of 
birds.  But  to  none  of  these  things  would  he  devote  himself. 
He  had  chosen  to  be  a  politician,  and  in  that  pursuit  he 
laboured  with  a  zeal  and  perseverance  which  would  have  made 
his  fortune  at  any  profession  or  in  any  trade.  He  was  con- 
stant in  committee-rooms  up  to  the  veiy  middle  of  August. 
He  was  rarely  absent  from  any  debate  of  importance,  and 
never  from  any  important  division.  Though  he  seldom  spoke, 
he  was  always  ready  to  speak  if  his  purpose  required  it.  No 
man  gave  him  credit  for  any  great  genius — few  even  consi- 
dered that  he  could  become  either  an  orator  or  a  mighty 
-tatesman.  But  the  world  said  that  he  was  a  rising  man,  and 
Old  Nestor  of  the  Cabinet  looked  on  him  as  one  who  would  be 
able,  at  some  far  future  day,  to  come  among  them  as  a 
younger  brother.  Hitherto  he  had  declined  such  inferior 
offices  as  had  been  offered  to  him,  biding  his  time  carefully  ; 
and  ho  was  as  yet  tied  hand  and  neck  to  no  party,  though 
known  to  be  Uberal  in  all  his  political  tendencies.  He  was  a 
great  reader — not  taking  up  a  book  here,  and  another  there, 
as  chance  brought  books  before  him,  but  working  through  an 
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enormous  course  of  books,  getting  up  the  great  subject  of  the 
world's  history — filling  himself  full  of  facts — though  perhaps 
not  destined  to  acquii-e  the  power  of  using  those  facts  other- 
wise than  as  precedents.  He  strove  also  diligently  to  become 
a  linguist — not  without  success,  as  far  as  a  competent  under- 
standing of  various  languages.  He  was  a  thin-minded,  plod- 
ding, respectable  man,  willing  to  devote  all  his  youth  to  work, 
in  order  tliat  in  old  age  he  might  be  allowed  to  sit  among  the 
Councillors  of  the  State. 

Hitherto  his  name  had  not  been  coupled  by  the  world  ■Rith 
that  of  any  woman  whom  he  had  been  supposed  to  admire ; 
but  latterly  it  had  been  observed  that  ho  had  often  been 
seen  in  the  same  room  with  Lady  Dumbello.  It  had  hardly 
amounted  to  more  than  this ;  but  when  it  was  remembered 
how  undemonstrative  were  the  two  persons  concerned — how 
little  disposed  was  either  of  them  to  any  strong  display  of 
feeling — even  this  was  thought  matter  to  be  mentioned.  He 
certainly  would  speak  to  her  from  time  to  time  almost  with  an 
air  of  interest ;  and  Lady  Dumbello,  when  she  saw  that  he  was 
in  the  room,  would  be  observed  to  raise  her  head  vnth  some 
little  show  of  life,  and  to  look  round  as  though  there  were 
something  there  on  which  it  might  be  worth  her  while  to 
allow  her  eyes  to  rest.  When  such  innuendoes  were  abroad, 
no  one  would  probably  make  more  of  them  than  Lady  De 
Courcy.  Many,  when  they  heard  that  Mr.  Palliser  was  to 
be  at  the  castle,  had  expressed  thek  sui-prise  at  her  success  in 
that  quarter.  Others,  when  they  learned  that  Lady  Dumbello 
had  consented  to  become  her  guest,  had  also  wondered  gi*eatly. 
But  when  it  was  ascertained  that  the  two  were  to  be  there 
together,  her  good-natured  friends  had  acknowledged  that  she 
was  a  very  clever  woman.  To  have  either  Mr.  Palliser  or 
Lady  Dumbello  would  have  been  a  feather  in  her  cap  ;  but  to 
succeed  in  getting  both,  by  enabling  each  to  know  that  the 
other  would  be  there,  was  indeed  a  triumph.  As  regards 
Lady  Dumbello,  however,  the  bargain  was  not  fairly  carried 
out ;  for,  after  all,  Mr.  Palliser  came  to  Courcy  Castle  only 
for  two  nights  and  a  day,  and  during  the  whole  of  that  day 
he  was  closeted  with  sundiy  large  blue-books.  As  for  Lady 
De  Courcy,  she  did  not  care  hov/  he  might  be  employed. 
Blue-books  and  Lady  Dumbello  were  all  the  same  to  her. 
Mr.  Palliser  had  been  at  Courcy  Castle,  and  neither  enemy 
nor  fi'icud  could  deny  the  fact. 

This  was  his  second  evening ;  and  as  he  had  promised  to 
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meet  his  constituents  at  SilverbriJge  at  one  p.m.  on  the  fol- 
lowing day,  with  the  view  of  explaining  to  them  his  own 
conduct  and  the  political  position  of  the  world  in  general ;  and 
as  he  was  not  to  return  from  Silverbridge  to  Courcy,  Lady 
Dumbello,  if  she  made  any  way  at  all,  must  take  advantage 
of  the  short  gleam  of  sunshine  which  the  present  hour  afl'orded 
her.  No  one,  however,  could  say  that  she  showed  any  active 
disposition  to  mouopoHze  Mr.  Palliser's  attention.  When  he 
sauntered  into  the  drawing-room  she  was  sitting,  alone,  in  a 
large,  low  chair,  made  without  arms,  so  as  to  admit  the  full 
expansion  of  her  dress,  but  hollowed  and  round  at  the  back, 
so  as  to  afford  her  the  support  that  was  necessary  to  her. 
She  had  barely  spoken  three  words  since  she  had  left  the 
dining-room,  but  the  time  had  not  passed  heavily  with  her. 
Lady  Julia  had  again  attacked  the  countess  about  Lily  Dale 
and  Mr.  Crosbie,  and  Alexandrina,  driven  almost  to  rage,  had 
stalked  off  to  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  not  concealing  her 
special  concern  in  the  matter. 

"  How  I  do  wish  they  were  manied  and  done  with,"  said 
the  countess;  "and  then  we  should  hear  no  more  about 
them." 

All  of  which  Lady  Dumbello  heard  and  understood  ;  and 
in  all  of  it  she  took  a  certain  interest.  She  remembered  such 
things,  learning  thereby  who  was  who,  and  regulating  her  own 
conduct  by  what  she  learned.  She  was  by  no  means  idle  at 
this  or  at  other  such  times,  going  through,  we  may  say,  a 
considerable  amount  of  really  hard  work  in  her  manner  of 
working.  There  she  had  sat  speechless,  unless  when  acknow- 
ledging by  a  low  word  of  assent  some  expression  of  flatteiy 
from  those  around  her.  Then  the  door  opened,  and  when 
Mr.  Palliser  entered  she  raised  her  head,  and  the  faintest 
possible  gleam  of  satisfaction  might  have  been  discerned  upon 
her  features.  But  she  made  no  attempt  to  speak  to  him  ;  and 
when,  as  he  stood  at  the  table,  he  took  up  a  book  and 
remained  thus  standing  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  she  neither 
showed  nor  felt  any  impatience.  After  that  Lord  Dumbello 
came  in,  and  he  stood  at  the  table  without  a  book.  Even  then 
Lady  Dumbello  felt  no  impatience. 

Plantagenet  Palliser  skimmed  through  his  little  book,  and 
probably  learned  something.  When  he  put  it  down  he  sipped 
a  cup  of  tea,  and  remarked  to  Lady  De  Courcy  that  he  believed 
it  was  only  twelve  miles  to  Silverbridge. 

"  I  wijjl:  it  was  a  hundred  and  twelve,"  said  the  counters. 
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"  In  that  case  I  should  he  forced  to  start  to-night,"  said 
Mr.  Palliser. 

"  Then  I  wish  it  vas  a  thousand  and  twelve,"  said  Lady 
De  Courcy. 

"  In  that  ease  I  should  not  have  come  at  all,"  said  Mr, 
Palliser.  Ho  did  not  mean  to  be  uncivil,  and  had  only  stated 
a  fact. 

"  The  young  men  are  becoming  absolute  bears,"  said  the 
countess  to  her  daughter  Margaretta. 

He  had  been  in  the  room  nearly  an  hour  when  he  did  at 
last  find  himself  standing  close  to  Lady  Dumbello  :  close  to 
her,  and  without  any  other  very  near  neighbour. 

"  I  should  hardly  have  expected  to  find  you  here,"  he  said. 

*'  Nor  I  you,"  she  answered. 

"  Though,  for  the  matter  of  that,  we  are  both  near  our 
own  homes." 

"  I  am  not  near  mine." 

"  I  meant  Plumstead  ;  your  father's  place." 

"  Yes  ;  that  was  my  home  once." 

"  I  wish  I  could  show  you  my  uncle's  place.  The  castle 
is  very  fine,  and  he  has  some  good  pictures." 

"  So  I  have  heard." 

"  Do  you  stay  here  long  ?" 

"  Oh,  no.  I  go  to  Cheshire  the  day  after  to-moiTOW. 
Lord  Dumbello  is  always  there  when  the  hunting  begins." 

"  Ah,  yes  ;  of  course.  What  a  happy  fellow  he  is  ;  never 
any  work  to  do !  His  constituents  never  trouble  him,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  they  ever  do,  much." 

After  that  Mr.  Palliser  sauntered  away  again,  and  Lady 
Dumbello  passed  the  rest  of  the  evening  in  silence.  It  is  to 
be  hoped  that  they  both  were  rewarded  by  that  ten  minutes  of 
sympathetic  intercourse  for  the  inconvenience  which  they  had 
suflercd  in  coming  to  Courcy  Castle. 

But  that  which  seems  so  innocent  to  us  had  been  looked  on 
in  a  different  light  by  the  stern  moralists  of  that  house. 

"By  Jove!"  said  the  Honourable  George  to  his  cousin, 
Mr.  Gresham,  "  I  wonder  how  Dumbello  likes  it." 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  Dumbello  takes  it  very  easily." 

*'  There  are  some  men  who  will  take  anything  easily," 
said  George,  who,  since  his  own  mamage,  had  learned  to  have 
a  holy  horror  of- such  wicked  things. 

"  She's  beginning  to  come  out  a  little,"  said  Lady  Clan- 
didlem  to  Lady  De  Courcy,  when  the  two  old  women  found 
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themselves  together  over  a  firo  iu  some  back  sitting-room. 
"  Still  waters  always  ruu  deep,  you  kuow." 

"  I  shoultlu't  at  all  wonder  if  she  were  to  go  oflf  with  him," 
said  Lady  De  Courcy. 

"  He'll  never  be  such  a  fool  as  that,"  said  Lady  Clan- 
didlom. 

"  1  believe  men  will  be  fools  enough  for  anything,"  said 
Lady  De  Courcy.  '•  But,  of  course,  if  he  did,  it  would  come 
to  nothing  afterwards.  I  know  one  who  would  not  be  sorry. 
If  ever  a  man  was  tii'ed  of  a  woman.  Lord  Dumbello  is  tii-ed 
of  her." 

But  in  this,  as  in  almost  everything  else,  the  wicked  old 
woman  spoke  scandal.  Lord  Dumbello  was  still  proud  of  his 
wife,  and  as  fond  of  her  as  a  man  can  be  of  a  woman  whose 
fondness  depends  upon  mere  pride. 

There  had  not  been  much  that  was  dangerous  in  the  con- 
versation between  Mr.  Palliser  and  Ladv  Dumbello,  but  I 
cannot  say  the  same  as  to  that  which  was  going  on  at  the 
same  moment  between  Crosbie  and  Lady  Alexandrina.  She, 
as  I  have  said,  walked  away  in  almost  open  dudgeon  when 
Lady  Julia  recommenced  her  attack  about  poor  Lily,  nor  did 
she  return  to  the  general  circle  during  the  evening.  There 
were  two  lai'ge  drawing-rooms  at  Courcy  Castle,  joined  together 
by  a  narrow  link  of  a  room,  which  might  have  been  called  a 
passage,  had  it  not  been  lighted  by  two  windows  coming  down 
to  the  floor,  carpeted  as  were  the  drawing-rooms,  and  warmed 
with  a  separate  fireplace.  Hither  she  betook  herself,  and  was 
soon  followed  by  her  married  sister  Amelia. 

"  That  woman  almost  drives  me  mad,"  said  Alexandrina, 
as  they  stood  together  with  their  toes  upon  the  fender. 

*'  But,  my  dear,  you  of  all  people  should  not  allow  yourself 
to  be  driven  mad  on  such  a  subject." 

"  That's  all  very  well,  Amelia." 

"  The  question  is  this,  my  dear, — what  does  Mr.  Crosbie 
mean  to  do?" 

"How  should  I  know  ?  " 

"  If  you  don't  know,  it  will  be  safer  to  suppose  that  he  is 
going  to  mariT  this  girl ;  and  in  that  case " 

"  Well,  what  in  that  case  ?  Are  you  going  to  be  another 
Lady  Julia  ?     "What  do  I  care  about  the  girl  ?  " 

"  I  don't  suppose  you  care  much  about  tlie  girl ;  and  if 
vou  care  as  little  about  Mr.  Crosbie,  there's  an  end  of  it ;  only 
1  that  case,  Alexandiina " 
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"  Well,  what  in  that  case  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  don't  want  to  preach  to  you.  Can't  you  tell 
me  at  once  whether  you  really  like  him  ?  You  and  I  have 
always  heen  good  friends."  And  the  married  sister  put  her 
arm  affectionately  round  the  waist  of  her  who  wished  to  be 
man-ied. 

"  I  like  him  well  enough." 

"  And  has  he  made  any  declaration  to  you  ?  " 

"  In  a  sort  of  a  way  he  has.  Hark,  here  he  is !  "  And 
Croshie,  coming  in  from  the  larger  room,  joined  the  sisters  at 
the  fireplace. 

"  We  were  driven  away  by  the  clack  of  Lady  Julia's 
tongue,"  said  the  elder. 

"  I  never  met  such  a  woman,"  said  Croshie. 

"  There  cannot  well  he  many  like  her,"  said  Alexandrina. 
And  after  that  they  all  stood  silent  for  a  minute  or  two.  Lady 
Amelia  Gazebee  was  considering  whether  or  no  she  would  do 
v/ell  to  go  and  leave  the  two  together.  If  it  were  intended 
that  Mr.  Croshie  should  marry  her  sister,  it  would  certainly  be 
well  to  give  him  an  opportunity  of  expressing  such  a  Ansh  on 
his  o'\\Ti  part.  But  if  -'Ucxandrina  was  simply  making  a  fool  of 
herself,  then  it  would  be  well  for  her  to  stay.  "  I  suppose 
she  would  rather  I  should  go,"  said  the  elder  sister  to  herself; 
and  then,  obeying  the  rule  which  should  guide  all  our  actions 
from  one  to  another,  she  went  back  and  joined  the  crowd. 

"  Will  you  come  on  into  the  other  room '?"  said  Croshie. 

"  I  think  we  are  veiy  well  here,"  Alexandrina  replied. 

"  But  I  wish  to  speak  to  you, — particularly,"  said  he. 

"  And  cannot  you  speak  here  ?  " 

"  No.  They  will  be  passing  backwards  and  forwards." 
Lady  Alexandrina  said  nothing  further,  but  led  the  way  into 
the  other  large  room.  That  also  was  lighted,  and  there  were 
in  it  four  or  five  persons.  Lady  Rosina  was  reading  a  work 
on  the  millennium,  with  a  light  to  herself  in  one  corner.  Her 
brother  John  was  asleep  in  an  arm-chair,  and  a  young  gentle- 
man and  lady  were  playing  chess.  There  was,  however,  ample 
room  for  Croshie  and  Alexandrina  to  take  up  a  position 
apart. 

"  And  now,  j\Ir.  Croshie,  what  have  you  got  to  say  to  me  ? 
But,  first,  I  mean  to  repeat  Lady  Julia's  question,  as  I  told 
you  that  I  should  do. — When  did  you  hear,  last  from  Miss 
bale  ?  " 

"  It  is  cruel  in  you  to  ask  me  such  a  question,  after  what 
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I  have  alreaily  tokl  you.  You  know  that  I  have  given  to  Miss 
Dale  a  promise  of  marriage." 

"  Very  well,  sir.  I  don't  see  why  you  should  bring  me  in 
here  to  tell  mo  an}-thing  that  is  so  publicly  known  as  that. 
^Yith  such  a  herald  as  Lady  Julia  it  was  quite  unnecessary." 

"  If  you  can  only  answer  me  in  that  tone  I  will  make  an 
end  of  it  at  once.  When  I  told  you  of  my  engagement,  I  told 
you  also  that  another  woman  possessed  my  heart.  Am  I  wrong 
to  suppose  that  you  knew  to  whom  I  alluded  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  I  did  not,  Mr.  Crosbie.  I  am  no  conjuror,  and 
I  have  not  scrutinized  you  so  closely  as  yom-  fiiend  Lady 
Julia." 

"It  is  you  that  I  love.  I  am  sure  I  need  hardly  say  so 
now." 

"  Hardlv,  indeed, — considering  that  you  are  engaged  to 
Miss  Dale."" 

"As  to  that  I  have,  of  course,  to  own  that  I  have  behaved 
foolishly;  —  worse  than  foolishly,  if  you  choose  to  say  so. 
You  cannot  condemn  me  more  absolutely  than  I  condemn  my- 
self. But  I  have  made  up  my  mind  as  to  one  thing.  I  will 
not  marry  where  I  do  not  love."  Oh,  if  Lily  could  have  heard 
him  as  he  then  spoke!  "It  would  be  impossible  for  me  to 
speak  in  terms  too  high  of  Miss  Dale ;  but  I  am  quite  sure 
that  I  could  not  make  her  happy  as  her  husband." 

"  Why  did  you  not  think  of  that  before  you  asked  her?" 
said  Alexandi'iua.  But  there  was  very  little  of  condenmation 
in  her  tone. 

"I  ought  to  have  done  so;  but  it  is  hardly  for  you  to 
blame  me  with  severity.  Had  you,  when  we  were  last  together 
in  London — had  you  been  less " 

"Less  what?" 

"Less  defiant,"  said  Crosbie,  "all  this  might  perhaps 
have  been  avoided." 

Lady  Alexandiina  could  not  remember  that  she  bad  been 
defiant ;  but,  however,  she  let  that  pass.  "  Oh,  yes  ;  of  course 
it  was  my  fault." 

"  I  went  down  there  to  Allington  with  my  heart  ill  at 
ease,  and  now  I  have  fallen  into  this  trouble.  I  tell  you  all  as 
it  lias  happened.  It  is  impossible  that  I  should  marry  Miss 
Dale.  It  would  be  wicked  in  me  to  do  so,  seeing  that  my 
heart  belongs  altogether  to  another.  I  have  told  you  who  is 
that  other  ;  and  now  may  I  hope  for  an  answer  ?  " 

"  An  answer  to  what  ?  " 


232       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

"  Alcxamlriua,  will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

If  it  had  been  her  object  to  bring  him  to  a  point-blank 
declaration  and  proposition  of  marriage,  she  had  certainly 
achieved  her  object  now.  And  she  had  that  trust  in  her  own 
power  of  management  and  in  her  mother's,  that  she  did  not 
fear  that  in  accepting  him  she  would  incur  the  risk  of  being 
served  as  he  was  serving  Lily  Dale.  She  knew  her  own  posi- 
tion and  his  too  well  for  that.  If  she  accepted  him  she  would 
in  due  course  of  time  become  his  wife, — let  Miss  Dale  and  all 
her  liiends  say  what  they  might  to  the  contrary.  As  to  that 
head  she  had  no  fear.  But  nevertheless  she  did  not  accept 
him  at  once.  Though  she  wished  for  the  prize,  her  woman's 
nature  hindered  her  from  taking  it  when  it  was  offered  to  her. 

"  How  long  is  it,  Mr.  Crosbie,"  she  said,  "  since  you  put 
the  same  question  to  Miss  Dale  ?  " 

"  I  have  told  you  everything,  Alexandrina, — as  I  promised 
that  I  would  do.     If  you  intend  to  punish  me  for  doing  so " 

"  And  I  might  ask  another  question.  How  long  vnll  it  be 
before  you  put  the  same  question  to  some  other  girj  ?  " 

He  turned  round  as  though  to  walk  away  from  her  in  anger; 
but  when  he  had  gone  half  the  distance  to  the  door  he  returned. 

"By  heaven  !  "  he  said,  and  he  spoke  someAvhat  roughly, 
too,  "  I'll  have  an  answer.  You  at  any  rate  have  nothing  with 
which  to  reproach  me.  All  that  I  have  done  ^wong,  I  have  done 
through  you,  or  on  your  behalf.  You  have  heard  my  proposal. 
Do  you  intend  to  accept  it  ?  " 

"  I  declare  you  startle  me.  If  you  demanded  my  money  or 
my  life,  you  could  not  be  more  imperious." 

"  Certainly  not  more  resolute  in  my  determination." 

"  And  if  I  decline  the  honour  ?  " 

"  I  shall  think  you  the  most  fickle  of  your  sex." 

"  And  if  I  were  to  accept  it  ?  " 

"  I  would  swear  that  you  were  the  best,  the  dearest,  and 
the  sweetest  of  women." 

"  I  would  rather  have  your  good  opinion  than  your  bad, 
certainly,"  said  Lady  Alexandrina.  And  then  it  was  under- 
stood by  both  of  them  that  that  affair  was  settled.  Whenever 
she  was  called  on  in  future  to  speak  of  Lily,  she  always  called 
her,  "  that  poor  Miss  Dale  ;  "  but  she  never  again  spoke  a 
word  of  reproach  to  her  future  lord  about  that  little  adventure. 
"  I  shall  tell  mamma,  to-night,"  she  said  to  him,  as  she  bade 
him  good-night  in  some  sequestered  nook  to  which  they  had 
betaken  themselves.     Lady  Julia's  eye  was  again,  ou  them  as 


MR.    PLANTAGENET    PALLISER.  233 

they  came  out  from  tlie  sequestered  nook,  but  Alexandriua  no 
longer  cared  for  Lady  Julia. 

"  George,  I  cannot  quite  understand  about  that  Mr. 
Palliser.  Isn't  he  to  be  a  duke,  and  oughtn't  he  to  be  a  lord 
now"?  "  This  question  was  asked  by  Mrs.  George  De  Courcy 
of  her  husband,  when  they  found  themselves  together  in  the 
seclusion  of  the  nuptial  chamber. 

"  Yes  ;  he'll  be  Duke  of  Omnium  when  the  old  fellow  dies. 
1  think  he's  one  of  the  slowest  fellows  I  ever  came  across. 
He'll  take  deuced  good  care  of  the  property,  though." 

"  But,  George,  do  explain  it  to  me.  It  is  so  stupid  not  to 
understand,  and  I  am  afraid  of  opening  my  mouth  for  fear  of 
blundering." 

"  Then  keep  your  mouth  shut,  my  dear.  You'll  learn  all 
those  sort  of  things  in  time,  and  nobody  notices  it  if  you  don't 
say  anything." 

"  Yes,  but  George  ; — I  don't  like  to  sit  silent  all  the  night. 
I'd  sooner  be  up  here  with  a  novel  if  I  can't  speak  about  any- 
thing." 

"  Look  at  Lady  Dumbello.  She  doesn't  want  to  be  always 
talking." 

"  Lady  Dumbello  is  very  different  from  me.  But  do  tell 
me,  who  is  Mr.  Palliser  ?  " 

"  He's  the  duke's  nephew.  If  he  were  the  duke's  son,  he 
would  be  the  Marquis  of  Silverbridgo." 

"  And  will  he  be  plain  Mister  till  his  uncle  dies  ?  " 

"Yes,  a  ven,-  plain  blister." 

"  "What  a  pity  for  him.  But,  George, — if  I  have  a  baby, 
and  if  he  should  be  a  boy,  and  if " 

"  Oh,  nonsense  ;  it  will  be  time  enough  to  talk  of  that  when 
he  comes.     I'm  going  to  sleep." 


I 


CHAPTER  XXIY. 

A  MOTHER-IN-LAW  AND  A  FATHER-IN-LAW. 

On  the  following  morning  Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  was  off  upon 
his  political  mission  before  breakfast ; — either  that,  or  else  some 
private  comfort  was  afforded  to  him  in  guise  of  solitary  rolls 
and  coffee.     The  public  breakfast  at  CoUrcy  Castle  was  going 
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on  at  eleven  o'clock,  and  at  tliat  hour  Mr.  Palliser  was  already 
closeted  witli  the  Mayor  of  Siiverbridge. 

"I  must  get  off  by  the  3.45  train,"  said  Mr.  Palliser. 
"  Who  is  there  to  speak  after  me  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  shall  say  a  few  words  ;  andGrowdy, — he'll  expect 
them  to  listen  to  him.  Growdy  has  alwavs  stood  verv  firm  bv 
his  grace,  Mr.  Palliser." 

"  Mind  we  are  in  the  room  sharp  at  one.  And  you  can 
have  a  fly,  for  me  to  get  away  to  the  station,  ready  in  the  yard. 
I  won't  go  a  moment  before  I  can  help.  I  shall  be  just  an 
hour  and  a  half  myself.  No,  thank  you,  I  never  take  any  wine 
in  the  morning."  And  I  may  here  state  that  Mr.  Palliser  did 
get  away  by  the  3.45  train,  leaving  Mr.  Growdy  still  talking  on 
the  platform.  Constituents  must  be  treated  with  respect ;  but 
time  has  become  so  scarce  now-a-days  that  that  respect  has  to 
be  meted  out  by  the  quarter  of  an  hour  with  parsimonious  care. 

In  the  meantime  there  was  more  leisure  at  Courcy  Castle. 
Neither  the  countess  nor  Lady  Alexandrina  came  do^vn  to  break- 
fast, but  their  absence  gave  rise  to  no  special  remark.  Break- 
fast at  the  castle  was  a  morning  meal  at  which  people  showed 
themselves,  or  did  not  show  themselves,  as  it  pleased  them. 
Lady  Julia  was  there  looking  very  glum,  and  Crosbie  was  sitting 
next  to  his  future  sister-in-law  Margaretta,  who  already  had 
placed  herself  on  terms  of  close  afi'ection  with  him.  As  he 
finished  his  tea  she  whispered  into  his  ear,  "  Mr.  Crosbie,  if 
you  could  spare  half  an  hour,  mamma  would  so  like  to  see  you 
in  heroAvn  room."  Crosbie  declared  that  he  would  be  delighted 
to  wait  upon  her,  and  did  in  truth  feel  some  gratitude  in  being 
welcomed  as  a  son-in-law  into  the  house.  And  yet  he  felt  also 
that  he  was  being  caught,  and  that  in  ascending  into  the  private 
domains  of  the  countess  he  would  be  setting  the  seal  upon  his 
own  captivity. 

Nevertheless,  he  went  with  a  smiling  face  and  a  light  step, 
Lady  Margaretta  ushering  him  the  way.  "  Mamma,"  said  she  ; 
"  I  have  brought  Mr.  Crosbie  up  to  you.  I  did  not  know  that 
you  were  hero,  Alexandrina,  or  I  should  have  warned  him." 

The  countess  and  her  youngest  daughter  had  been  break- 
fasting together  in  the  elder  lady's  sitting-room,  and  were  now 
seated  in  a  'vciy  graceful  and  well-arranged  deshabille.  The 
tea- cups  out  of  which  they  had  been  drinking  were  made  of 
some  elegant  porcelain,  the  teapot  and  cream-jug  were  of 
chased  silver  and  as  delicate  in  their  way.  The  remnant  of  food 
consisted  of  morsels  of  French  roll  which  had  not  even  been 
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allowed  to  cruDible  themselves  in  a  disorderly  fashion,  and  of 
intinitesimal  pats  of  butter.  K  the  morning  meal  of  the  two 
ladies  had  been  as  unsubstantial  as  the  appearance  of  the 
fragments  indicated,  it  must  be  presumed  that  they  intended  to 
lunch  early.  The  countess  herself  was  arrayed  in  an  elaborate 
morning  wrapper  of  ligui'ed  silk,  but  the  simple  Alexandriua 
wore  a  plain  white  muslin  peignoir,  fastened  with  pink  ribbon. 
Her  hail",  which  she  usually  carried  in  long  rolls,  now  hung 
loose  oyer  her  shoulders,  and  certainly  added  something  to  her 
stock  of  female  channs.  The  countess  got  up  as  Crosbie 
entered  and  gi-eeted  him  with  an  open  hand ;  but  Alexandriua 
kept  her  scat,  and  merely  nodded  at  him  a  little  welcome. 
"  1  must  mn  down  again,"  said  Margaretta,  "  or  I  shall  have 
left  Ameha  with  all  the  cares  of  the  house  upon  her." 

"  Alexandriua  has  told  me  all  about  it,"  said  the  countess, 
with  her  sweetest  smile ;  "  and  I  have  given  her  my  approval, 
i  really  do  think  you  will  suit  each  other  veiy  well." 

"I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  Crosbie.  "I'm 
sure  at  any  rate  of  this, — that  she  will  suit  me  veiy  well." 

"  Yes  ;  I  think  she  will.     She  is  a  good  sensible  girl." 

"  Phsa,  mamma ;  pray  don't  go  on  in  that  Goody  Twoshoes 
sort  of  way." 

"  So  you  are,  my  dear.  If  you  were  not  it  would  not  be 
well  for  you  to  do  as  you  are  going  to  do.  K  you  were  giddy 
and  harum-scarum,  and  devoted  to  rank  and  wealth  and  that 
Bort  of  thing,  it  would  not  be  well  for  you  to  marry  a  com- 
moner without  fortune.  I'm  sure  Mr.  Crosbie  Anil  excuse  me 
for  saying  so  much  as  that." 

"Of  course  I  know,"  said  Crosbie,  "that  I  had  no  right 
to  look  so  high." 

"Well;  we'll  say  nothing  more  about  it,"  said  the 
countess. 

••  Pray  don't,"  said  Alexandi'ina.  "  It  sounds  so  like  a 
sermon." 

"  Sit  down,  Mr.  Crosbie,"  said  the  countess,  "  and  let  us 
l^ave  a  Uttle  conversation.  She  shall  sit  by  you,  if  you  like  it. 
Nonsense,     Alexandrina, — if  he  asks  it !  " 

"  Don't,  mamma  ; — I  mean  to  remain  where  I  am." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear  ; — then  remain  where  you  are.  She 
is  a  wilful  gill.  Mr.  Crosbie  ;  as  you  will  say  when  you  hear 
that  she  has  told  me  all  that  you  told  her  last  night."  Upon 
hearing  this,  he  changed  colour  a  little,  but  said  nothing. 
She  has  told  me,"  continued  the  countess,  "  about  that 


(< 
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young  lady  at  Allington.  Upon  my  word,  I'm  afraid  you  liave 
been  very  naughty." 

"  I  have  been  foolish,  Lady  De  Courcy." 

"  Of  course;  I  did  not  mean  anything  worse  than  that. 
Yes,  you  have  been  foolish  ; — amusing  yourself  in  a  thought- 
less way,  you  know,  and,  perhaps,  a  little  piqued  because  a 
certain  lady  was  not  to  be  won  so  easily  as  your  Royal 
Highness  wished.  Well,  now,  all  that  must  be  settled,  you 
know,  as  quickly  as  possible.  I  don't  want  to  ask  any 
indiscreet  questions  ;  but  if  the  young  lady  has  really  been 
left  with  any  idea  that  you  meant  anything,  don't  you  think 
you  should  undeceive  her  at  once  ?  " 

"  Of  course  he  will,  mamma." 

"  Of  course  you  will  ;  and  it  will  be  a  great  comfort  to 
Alexandrina  to  know  that  the  matter  is  arranged.  You  hear 
what  Lady  Julia  is  saying  almost  every  hour  of  her  life.  Now, 
of  course,  Alexandrina  does  not  care  what  an  old  maid  like 
Lady  Julia  may  say  ;  but  it  will  be  better  for  all  parties  that 
the  rumour  should  bo  put  a  stop  to.     If  the  earl  were  to  hear 

it,  he  might,  you  know "      And  the  countess  shook  her 

head,  thinking  that  she  could  thus  best  indicate  what  the  earl 
might  do,  if  he  were  to  take  it  into  his  head  to  do  anything. 

Crosbie  could  not  bring  himself  to  hold  any  very  con- 
fidential intercourse  mth  the  countess  about  Lily ;  but  he  gave 
a  muttered  assurance  that  he  should,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
make  known  the  truth  to  Miss  Dale  with  as  little  delay  as 
possible.  He  could  not  say  exactly  when  he  would  wi'ite,  nor 
whether  he  would  write  to  her  or  to  her  mother  ;  but  the  thing 
should  be  done  immediately  on  his  return  to  town. 

'•If  it  will  make  the  matter  easier,  I  will  write  to  Mrs. 
Dale,"  said  the  countess.  But  to  this  scheme  Mr.  Crosbie 
objected  very  strongly. 

And  then  a  few  words  were  said  about  the  earl.  "  I  will 
tell  him  this  afternoon,"  said  the  countess ;  "  and  then  you 
can  see  him  to-morrow  morning.  I  don't  suppose  he  will  say 
very  much,  you  know  ;  and  perhaps  he  may  think, — you  won't 
mind  my  saying  it,  I'm  sure, — that  Alexandi'ina  might  have 
done  better.  But  I  don't  believe  that  he'll  raise  any  strong 
objection.  There  will  be  something  about  settlements,  and 
that  sort  of  thing,  of  course."  Then  the  countess  went  away, 
and  Alexandrina  was  left  with  her  lover  for  half  an  hour. 
When  the  half-hour  was  over,  he  felt  that  he  would  have 
given  all  that  he  had  in  the  world  to  have  back  the  last  four 
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and  twenty  hours  of  his  existence.  But  he  had  no  hope. 
To  jilt  Lily  Dale  wonliK  no  douLt,  be  ■mthin  his  power,  but  he 
knew  that  he  could  not  jilt  Lady  Alexandrina  De  Courcy. 

On  the  next  morning  at  twelve  o'clock  he  had  his  interview 
with  the  father,  and  a  very  unpleasant  interview  it  was.  He 
was  ushered  into  the  earl's  room,  and  found  the  gi'eat  peer 
standing  on  the  rug,  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  his  hands 
in  his  breeches  pockets. 

"  So  you  mean  to  many  my  daughter  ?  "  said  he.  "  I'm 
not  verj'  well,  as  you  see  ;  I  seldom  am." 

These  last  woi'ds  were  spoken  in  answer  to  Crosbie's 
greeting.  Crosbie  had  held  out  his  hand  to  the  earl,  and  had 
carried  his  point  so  far  that  the  earl  had  been  forced  to  take 
one  of  his  own  out  of  his  pocket,  and  give  it  to  his  proposed 
son-in-law. 

"If  your  lordship  has  no  objection.  I  have,  at  any  rate, 
her  permission  to  ask  for  j'om's." 

"I  believe  you  have  not  any  fortune,  have  you?  She's 
got  none  ;  of  course  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  have  a  few  thousand  pounds,  and  I  believe  she  has  as 
much." 

"  About  as  much  as  will  buy  bread  to  keep  the  two  of  you 
from  starving.  It's  nothing  to  me.  You  can  marry  her  if  you 
like  ;  only,  look  here,  I'll  have  no  nonsense.  I've  had  an  old 
woman  in  with  me  this  morning, — one  of  those  that  are  here 
in  the  house, — telling  me  some  stoiy  about  some  other  girl 
that  you  have  made  a  fool  of.  Its  nothing  to  me  how  much 
of  that  sort  of  thing  you  may  have  done,  so  that  you  do  none 
of  it  here.  But, — if  you  play  any  prank  of  that  kind  with 
me,  you'll  find  that  you've  made  a  mistake." 

Crosbie  hardly  made  any  answer  to  this,  but  got  himself 
oat  of  the  room  as  quickly  as  he  could. 

'•You'd  better  talk  to  Gazebee  about  the  trifle  of  money 
you've  got,"  said  the  earl.  Then  he  dismissed  the  subject 
from  his  mind,  and  no  doubt  imagined  that  he  had  fully  done 
his  dutv-  by  his  daughter. 

On  the  day  after  this,  Crosbie  was  to   go.     On  the  last 
itemoon,  shortly  before  dinner,  he  was  waylaid  by  Lady  Julia, 
who  had  passed  the  day  in  preparing  traps  to  catch  him. 

"Mr.  Crosbie,"  she  said,  "let  me  have  one  word  with 
u.     Is  this  true  ?  " 

"Lady  Juha,"  he  said,  "I  really  do  not  know  why  you 
fihoold  inquire  into  my  private  affairs." 
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"  Yes,  sir,  you  do  know  ;  you  kuow  very  well.  That  poor 
young  lady  who  has  no  father  and  no  brother,  is  my  neigh- 
bour, and  her  friends  are  my  friends.  She  is  a  fiiend  of  my 
own,  and  being  an  old  woman,  I  have  a  right  to  speak  for 
her.  If  this  is  true,  Mr.  Crosbie,  you  are  treating  her  like  a 
villain." 

"  Lady  Julia,  I  really  must  decline  to  discuss  the  matter 
with  you." 

"  I'll  tell  everybody  what  a  villain  you  are  ;  I  will,  indeed  ; 
— a  villain  and  a  poor  weak  silly  fool.  She  was  too  good  for 
you ;  that's  what  she  was."  Crosbie,  as  Lady  Julia  was 
addi'essing  to  him  the  last  words,  hurried  upstairs  away  from 
her,  but  her  ladyship,  standing  on  a  landing-place,  spoke  up 
loudly,  so  that  no  word  should  be  lost  on  her  retreating  enemy. 

"  We  positively  must  get  rid  of  that  woman,"  the  countess, 
who  heard  it  all,  said  to  Margaretta.  "  She  is  disturbing  the 
house  and  disgracing  herself  eveiy  day." 

"  She  went  to  papa  this  morning,  mamma." 

*'  She  did  not  get  much  by  that  move,"  said  the  countess. 

On  the  following  morning  Crosbie  returned  to  town,  but 
just  before  he  left  the  castle  he  received  a  third  letter  from 
Lily  Dale.  ''  I  have  been  rather  disappointed  at  not  hearing 
this  morning,"  said  Lily,  "  for  I  thought  the  postman  Avould 
have  brought  me  a  letter.  But  I  know  you'll  be  a  better  boy 
when  you  get  back  to  London,  and  I  won't  scold  you.  Scold 
you,  indeed  !  No  ;  I'll  never  scold  you,  not  though  I  shouldn't 
hear  for  a  month." 

He  would  have  given  all  that  he  had  in  the  world,  three 
times  told,  if  he  could  have  blotted  out  that  visit  to  Courcy 
Castle  from  the  past  facts  of  his  existence. 


CHAPTER   XXV. 

ADOLPHUS  CROSBIE   SPENDS  AN   EVENING  AT   HIS  CLUB. 

Crosbie,  as  he  was  being  driven  from  the  castle  to  the  nearest 
station,  in  a  dog-cart  hired  from  the  hotel,  could  not  keep 
himself  from  thinking  of  that  other  morning,  not  yet  a  fortnight 
past,  on  which  he  had  left  Allington  ;  and  as  he  thought  of  it 
he  knew  that  he  was  a  villain.  On  this  morning  Alexandrina 
had  not  come  out  from  the  house  to  watch  his  departure,  and 


I 


MR.  CROSBIE  SPENDS  AN  EVENING  AT  HIS  CLUB.      239 

catch  the  last  glance  of  his  receding  figure.  As  he  bad  not 
started  very  early  she  had  sat  with  him  at  the  breakfast  table  ; 
but  others  also  had  sat  there,  and  when  he  got  up  to  go,  she 
did  no  more  than  smile  softly  and  give  him  her  hand.  It  had 
been  already  settled  that  he  was  to  spend  his  Christmas  at 
Courcy  ;  as  it  had  been  also  settled  that  he  was  to  spend  it  at 
.Vllington. 

Lady  Amelia  was,  of  all  the  family,  the  most  affectionate  to 
him,  and  perhaps  of  them  all  she  was  the  one  whose  affection 
was  worth  the  most.  She  was  not  a  woman  endowed  with  a 
very  high  mind  or  with  veiy  noble  feehngs.  She  had  begun 
life  trusting  to  the  nobility  of  her  blood  for  everything,  and 
declaring  somewhat  loudly  among  her  friends  that  her  father's 
rank  and  her  mother's  bulh  imposed  on  her  the  duty  of  stand- 
ing closely  by  her  own  order.  Nevertheless,  at  the  age  of 
thirty-three  she  had  mamed  her  father's  man  of  business,  under 
circumstances  which  were  not  altogether  creditable  to  her. 
But  she  had  done  her  duty  in  her  new  sphere  of  life  with 
some  constancy  and  a  fixed  purpose  ;  and  now  that  her  sister 
was  going  to  marry,  as  she  had  done,  a  man  much  below  herself 
in  social  standing,  she  was  prepared  to  do  her  duty  as  a  sister 
and  a  sister-in-law. 

''We  shall  be  up  in  town  in  November,  and  of  course 
you'll  come  tons  at  once.  Albert  Villa,  you  know,  in  Hamilton 
Terrace,  St.  John's  Wood.  W^e  dine  at  seven,  and  on  Sundays 
at  two  ;  and  you'll  always  find  a  place.  Mind  you  come  to  us, 
and  make  yourself  quite  at  home.  I  do  so  hope  you  and 
Mortimer  will  get  on  well  together." 

"  I'm  sure  we  shall,"  said  Crosbie.     But  he  had  had  higher 

hopes  in  manying  into  this  noble  family  than  that  of  becoming 

intimate  with  Mortimer  Gazebee.     What  those  hopes  were  he 

could  hardly  define  to  himself  now  that  he  had  brought  himself 

so  near  to  the  fruition  of  them.     Lady  De  Courcy  had  certainly 

promised  to  write  to  her  first  cousin  who  was  Under-Secretary 

"  State  for  India,  mth  reference  to  that  secretaryship  at  the 

oneral  Committee  Office  ;  bat  Crosbie,  when  he  came  to  weigh 

in  his  mind  what  good  might  result  to  him  from  this,   was 

disposed  to  think  that  his  chance  of  obtaining  the  promotion 

'ould  be  quite  as  good  without  the  interest  of  the  Undcr- 

•cretary  of  State  for  India  as  with  it.     Now  that  he  belonged, 

-  we  may  say,  to  this  noble  family,  he  could  hardly  discern 

hat  were  the  advantages  which  he  had  expected  from   this 

■liauce.     He  had  said  to  himself  that  it  would  bo  much  to 
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have  a  countess  for  a  mother-in-law ;  but  now,  even  ah'eady, 
although  the  possession  to  which  he  had  looked  was  not  yet 
garnered,  he  was  beginning  to  tell  himself  that  the  thing  was 
not  worth  possessing. 

As  he  sat  in  the  train,  with  a  newspaper  in  his  hand,  he 
went  on  acknowledging  to  himself  that  he  was  a  villain.  Lady 
Julia  had  spoken  the  truth  to  him  on  the  stairs  at  Courcy, 
and  so  he  confessed  over  and  over  again.  But  he  was  chiefly 
angry  with  himself  for  this, — that  he  had  been  a  villain  v/ithout 
gaining  anything  by  his  villany  ;  that  he  had  been  a  villain,  and 
was  to  lose  so  much  by  his  villany.  He  made  comparison 
between  Lily  and  Alexandrina,  and  owned  to  himself,  over  and 
over  again,  that  Lily  would  make  the  best  wife  that  a  man 
could  take  to  his  bosom.  As  to  Alexandrina,  he  knew  the 
thinness  of  her  character.  She  would  stick  by  him,  no  doubt  ; 
and  in  a  circuitous,  discontented,  unhappy  way,  w'ould  pro- 
bably be  true  to  her  duties  as  a  wife  and  mother.  She  would 
be  nearly  such  another  as  Lady  Amelia  Gazebee.  But  was 
that  a  prize  sufficiently  rich  to  make  him  contented  with  his 
own  prowess  and  skill  in  winning  it  ?  And  was  that  a  prize 
sufficiently  rich  to  justify  him  to  himself  for  his  terrible  villany  ? 
Lily  Dale  he  had  loved  ;  and  he  now  declared  to  himself  that 
he  could  have  continued  to  love  her  through  his  whole  life. 
But  what  was  there  for  any  man  to  love  in  Alexandrina  De 
Courcy  ? 

While  resolving,  during  his  first  four  or  five  days  at  the 
castle,  that  lie  would  throw  Lily  Dale  overboard,  he  had  con- 
trived to  quiet  his  conscience  by  inward  allusions  to  sundiy 
heroes  of  romance.  He  had  thought  of  Lothario,  Don  Juan, 
and  of  Lovelace  ;  and  had  told  himself  that  the  world  had  ever 
been  full  of  such  heroes.  And  the  world,  too,  had  treated  such 
heroes  well ;  not  punishirgthem  at  all  as  villains,  but  caressing 
them  rather,  and  calling  them  curled  darlings.  Why  should 
not  he  be  a  curled  darling  as  well  as  another  ?  Ladies  had  ever 
been  fond  of  the  Don  Juan  character,  and  Don  Juan  had  gene- 
rally been  popular  with  men  also.  And  then  he  named  to 
himself  a  dozen  modern  Lotharios, — men  who  were  holding 
their  heads  well  above  water,  although  it  was  known  that  they 
had  played  this  lady  false,  and  brought  that  other  one  to  death's 
door,  or  perhaps  even  to  death  itself.  War  and  love  were 
alike,  and  the  world  was  prepared  to  forgive  any  guile  to  mili- 
tants in  either  camp. 

But  now  that  he  had  done  the  deed  he  found  himself  forced 
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to  look  at  it  from  quite  another  point  of  view,  fiiultlcnly  that 
character  of  Lothario  showed  itself  to  him  in  a  ditlerent'lirrh't 
and  one  m  which  it  did  not  please  him  to  look  at  it  asbelou^inc^ 
to  hnnsell.  He  began  to  feel  that  it  would  be  almost  impossible 
tor  hmi  to  write  that  letter  to  Lilv,  which  it  was  absolutely 
necessary  that  he  should  ^Tite.  He  was  in  a  position  in  which 
his  mind  would  almost  turn  itself  to  thoughts  of  self-destruction 
as  the  only  means  of  escape.  A  fortuight  ago  he  was  a  happy 
man,  having  eveiAthing  before  him  that  a  man  ought  to  want'; 
and  now— now  that  he  was  the  accepted  son-in-law  ot  an  earl' 
and  the  confident  exi)ectaut  of  high  promotion— he  was  the 
most  miserable,  degraded  wretch  in  the  world  ! 

He  changed  his  clothes  at  his  lodgings  in  Mount  Street  and 
went  down  to  his  clul)  to  dinner.     He  could,  at  any  rate,  do 
nothing  that  mght.     His  letter  to  Allington  must,  no  doubt,  bo 
written  at  once ;  but,  as  he  could  not  send  it  before  the  next 
night  s  post,  he  was  not  forced  to  set  to  work  upon  it  that  even- 
ing.    As  he  walked  along  Piccadillv  on  his  way  to  St.  James's 
bquare,  it  occurred  to  him  that  it  might  be  well  to  write  a  short 
line  to  Lily,  teUing  her  nothing  of  the  trath,— a  note  written  as 
though  his  engagement  with  her  was  still  unbroken,  but  yet 
written  mlh  care,  saying  nothing  about  that  engagement,  so  as 
to  give  him  a  little  time.     Then  he  thought  that  he  would 
telegi-aph  to  Bernard  and  tell  ever\-thing  to  him.     Bernard 
would,  of  com-se,  be  prepared  to  avenge  his  cousin  in  some  way 
but  for  such  vengeance  Crosbie  felt  that  he  should  care  little.' 
Lady  Julia  had  told  him  that  Lily  was  without  father  or  brother 
thereby  accusing  him  of  the  basest  cowardice.     "  I  msh  she 
had  a  dozen  brothers,"  he  said  to  himself.     But  he  hardly  knew 
why  he  expressed  such  a  wish. 

He  returned  to  London  on  the  last  day  of  October,  and  ho 
found  the  streets  at  the  West  End  nearly  deserted.  He  thoucrht 
therefore,  that  he  should  be  quite  alone  at  his  club,  but  as  he 
entered  the  dinner  room  he  saw  one  of  his  oldest  and  most 
intimate  fiiends  standing  before  the  fire.  Fowler  Pratt  was  the 
man  who  had  first  brought  him  into  Sebright's,  and  had  given 
him  almost  his  earliest  start  on  his  successful  career  in  life, 
bmce  that  time  he  and  his  friend  Fowler  Pratt  had  lived  in 
close  communion,  though  Pratt  had  always  held  a  certain 
ascendancy  m  their  friendship.  He  was  in  age  a  few  years 
semor  to  Crosbie,  and  was  in  tnith  a  man  of  better  parts.  But 
he  was  less  ambitious,  less  desirous  of  shining  in  the  world,  and 
much  less  popular  with  men  in  general.     He  was  possessed  of 
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a  moderate  private  fortune  on  which  he  lived  iu  a  quiet, 
modest  manner,  and  was  unmarried,  not  likely  to  marry,  inofien- 
sive,  useless,  and  prudent.  For  the  first  few  years  of  Crosbie's 
life  in  London  he  had  lived  very  much  with  his  friend  Pratt, 
and  had  been  accustomed  to  depend  much  on  his  friend's 
counsel  ;  but  latterly,  since  he  had  himself  become  somewhat 
noticeable,  he  had  found  more  pleasure  iu  the  society  of  such 
men  as  Dale,  who  were  not  his  superiors  either  in  age  or 
wisdom.  But  there  had  been  no  coolness  between  him  and 
Pratt,  and  now  they  met  with  pei-fect  cordiahty. 

"  I  thought  you  were  do\vn  in  Barsetshire,"  said  Pratt. 

"  And  I  thought  you  were  in  Switzerland." 

"  I  have  been  in  Smtzerland,"  said  Pratt.     . 

"  And  I  have  been  in  Barsetshire,"  said  Crosbio.     Then 
they  ordered  their  dinner  together. 

'"  And  so  you're  going  to  be  married?"  said  Pratt,  when 
the  waiter  had  can-ied  away  the  cheese. 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?  " 

"  Well,  but  you  are  ?  Never  mind  who  told  me,  if  I  was 
told  the  truth." 

"  But  if  it  be  not  tnie  ?  " 

"I  have  heard  it  for  the  last  month,"  said  Pratt,  "and 
it  has  been  spoken  of  as  a  thing  certain  ;  and  it  is  true  ;  is  it 

not  ?  " 

"  I  believe  it  is,"  said  Crosbie,  slowly. 

"  Why,  what  on  earth  is  the  matter  with  you,  that  you 
speak  of  "it  in  that  way  ?  Am  I  to  congratulate  you,  or  am  I 
not  ?     The  lady,  I'm  told,  is  a  cousin  of  Dale's." 

Crosbie  had  turned  his  chair  fi'om  the  table  round  to  the 
fii-e,  and  said  nothing  in  answer  to  this.  He  sat  with  his  glass 
of  sheny  in  his  hand,  looking  at  the  coals,  and  thinking 
whether  "it  would  not  be  well  that  he  should  tell  the  whole 
story  to  Pratt.  No  one  could  give  him  better  advice  ;  and  no 
one,  as  far  as  he  knew  his  friend,  would  be  less  shocked  at  the 
telling  of  such  a  story.  Pratt  had  no  romance  about  women, 
and  had  never  pretended  to  very  high  sentiments. 

"  Come  up  into  the  smoking-room  and  I'll  tell  you  all 
about  it,"  said  Crosbie.  So  they  went  off  together,  and,  as 
the  smoking-room  was  untenanted,  Crosbie  was  able  to  tell  his 

stoiy.  t     1.  J 

'He  found  it  very  hard  to  tell ;— much  harder  than  he  had 

beforehand  fancied.     "  I  have  got  into  terrible  trouble,"  he 

be^au  by  saying.     Then  he  told  how  he  had  fallen  suddenly 
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in  love  with  Lily  how  he  had  been  rash  and  imprudent,  how 
ace  she  was-''  intinitely  too  good  for  such  u  uiL  as  I  am  '• 
he  said  ;-how  she  had  accepted  him,  and  then  how  he  had 
repen  ed        '   I  shouhl  have  tokl   you  beforehand."  he  then 

do  Courcy.       The  reader,  however,  will  understand  that  this 
half-engagement  was  a  fiction. 

"And  now  you  mean  that  you  are  altogether  engaged  to  her  ?  " 
iiixactly  so. 

thon'll^rlf'f   ^^^'?   ^'^f   """'^   ^'   ^'^'^    ^^^^>    «"    second 
tiioughts,  you  have  changed  your  mind  ?  " 

'^  I  know  that  I  have  behaved  very  badly,"  said  Crosbie. 
indeed  you  liave,"  said  his  friend. 

•      '/  ^\  ''  ''"^f  ^^«^6  t™^^^^«  i'l  ^vhich  a  man  finds  himself 
mvolved  almost  before  he  knows  wliere  he  is." 

"  Well ;  I  can't  look  at  it  exactly  in  tliat  light.  A  man 
may  amuse  himself  with  a  girl,  and  I  can  understand  his  dis- 
appointiug  her  and  not  ollering  to  marry  her,-though  es-on 
that  sort  of  thing  isn  t  much  to  my  taste.  But,  by  George,  to 
make  an  otier  ot  mamage  to  such  a  girl  as  that  in  September, 
to  hve  for  a  month  in  her  family  as  her  affianced  husband 
and  then  cooUy  go  away  to  another  house  in  October,  and 
make  an  olfer  to  another  girl  ol  higher  rank " 

with'it^'"''  ^""^  ""^"^  ""^^  ^^""^  ^^""^   ^""^  ^"-"^  """^^^^S  to  do 

"  It  looks  very  like  it.  And  how  are  you  going  to  com- 
municate these  tidings  to  Miss  Dale  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Crosbie,  who  was  beginning  to  bo 
very  sore.  o         ©         "" 

♦^  ii!  ^"'^.y^^  J^^ye  quite  made  up  your  mind  that  you'll  stick 
w)  tne  earl  s  daughter  ? 

The  idea  of  jilting  Alexancbina  instead  of  Lily  had  never 
J8  yet  presented  itself  to  Crosbie,  and  now,  as  he  thought  of 
It,  he  could  not  perceive  that  it  was  feasible 

."  7?'"  \''  '^i'^'  "  V'^^'"  '"^"7  ^^'^y  AlexamU-ina  ;-that 
8,  If  I  do  not  cut  the  whole  concern,  and  my  own  thi-oat  into 
the  bargain. 

"  If  I  were  in  your  shoes  I  think  I  should  cut  the  whole 

Tav'^'t.  ?  f*""^'^  """^  '*^°'^  '^-     ^^'^'it  do  you  mean  to  say 
to  Miss  Dale  s  uncle  ?  " 

«  Jf'J  '^''''^  '''"■''  " ^^^  ^^'^s  Dale's  uncle,"  said  Crosbie. 

It^e  were  to  walk  in  at  that  door  this  moment,  I  would 
IGU.  him  the  whole  story,  without " 
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As  he  was  yet  speaking,  one  of  tlie  club  servants  opened 
the  door  of  the  smoking-room,  and  seeing  Crosbie  seated  m 
a  lonnqing-chair  near  the  fire,  went  np  to  him  with  a  gentk- 
man's  card.    Croshie  took  the  card  and  read  the  name.        Mi. 

Dale,  AUington."  „      •  i  ,i  + 

"  The  gentleman  is  in  the  waiting-room,    said  the  servant 
Crosbie   for   the   moment   was    struck    dumb.      He    had 
declared  that  very  moment  that  he  should  feel  no  personal 
disinclination  to  meet  Mr.  Dale,  and  now  that  gentleman  was 
within  the  walls  of  the  club,  waiting  to  see  him  :        _ 

"  Who's  that  ?  "  asked  Pratt.     And  then  Crosbie  handed 
him  the  card.     "  Whew-w-w-hew,"  whistled  Pratt 

"  Did  you  tell  the  gentleman  I  was  here  ?^  asked  Crosbie. 
"  I  said  I  thought  you  were  upstairs,  sir." 
"  That  will  do,"  said  Pratt.  "  The  gentleman  will  no 
doubt  wait  for  a  minute."  And  then  the  servant  went  out  oi 
the  room.  "Now,  Crosbie,  you  must  make  up  jwr  mind. 
Dy  one  of  these  women  and  all  her  friends  you  will  ever  be 
regarded  as  a  rascal,  and  they  of  course  ml  look  out  to 
punish  you  with  such  punishment  as  may  come  to^their  hands. 
You  must  novv  choose  which  shall  be  the  sufierer. 

The  man  was  a  coward  at  heart.  The  reflection  that  he 
might,  even  now,  at  this  moment,  meet  the  old  squire  on 
pleasant  tems,-or  at  any  rate  not  on  terms  of  denance 
pleaded  more  strongly  in  Lily's  lavour  than  had  any  othei 
argument  since  Crosbie  had  first  made  up  his  mmd  to  abandon 
her.  He  did  not  fear  personal  ill-usage  ;-he  was  not  afraid 
lest  he  should  be  kicked  or  beaten;  but  he  did  not  dare  to 
face  the  iust  anger  of  the  angiy  man.  ,  ^       ^  .  , 

"If  I  were  you,"  said  Pratt,  "I  would  not  go  down  to 
that  man  at  the  present  moment  for  a  trifle." 

"  But  what  can  I  do  ?  "  -,     .t.  i  •* 

"  Shirk  away  out  of  the  club.     Only  if  you  do  that  it 

seems  to  me  that  you'll  have  to  go  on  shirking  for  the  rest  ox 

your  life."  ,  .  ■,-■>  ^ 

"  Pratt,  I  must  say  that  I  expected ,  something  more  hko 

friendship  from  you."  .       ,  .  , 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  There  are  positions  in  which 
it  is  impossible  to  help  a  man.  I  tell  you  plainly  that  you 
have  behaved  very  badly.     I  do  not  see  that  I  can  help  you. 

"  Would  you  see  him  ?  " 

"  Certainlv  not,  if  I  am  to  be  expected  to  take  your  part. 

"  Take  any  part  you  likc,--ouly  tell  him  the  truth. 
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"  And  what  is  the  truth  ?  " 

"  I  was  part  engaged  to  that  other  gii-1  before  ;  and  then, 
when  I  came  to  thiuk  of  it,  I  knew  that  I  was  not  fit  to  marry 
Miss  Dale.  I  know  I  have  behaved  badly ;  but,  Pratt,  thou- 
sands have  done  the  same  thing  before." 

"  I  can  only  say  that  I  have  not  been  so  unfortunate  as  to 
reckon  any  of  those  thousands  among  my  friends." 

' '  You  mean  to  tell  me,  then,  that  you  are  going  to  turn 
your  back  on  me  ?  "  said  Crosbie. 

"  I  haven't  said  anything  of  the  kind.  I  certainly  won't 
undertake  to  defend  you,  for  I  don't  see  that  your  conduct 
admits  of  defence.  I  will  see  this  gentleman  if  you  wish  it, 
and  tell  him  anything  that  you  may  desire  me  to  tell  him." 

At  this  moment  the  seiTant  returned  with  a  note  for 
Crosbie.  Mr.  Dale  had  called  for  paper  and  envelope,  and 
sent  up  to  him  the  following  missive : — "  Do  you  intend  to 
come  dovra  to  me  ?  I  know  that  you  are  in  the  house." 
"  For  heaven's  sake  go  to  him,"  said  Crosbie.  "  He  is  well 
aware  that  I  was  deceived  about  his  niece, — that  I  thought 
he  was  to  give  her  some  fortune.  He  knows  all  about  that, 
and  that  when  I  learned  from  him  that  she  was  to  have 
nothing " 

"  Upon  my  word,  Crosbie,  I  wish  you  could  find  another 
messenger." 

"  Ah  !  you  do  not  understand,"  said  Crosbie  in  his  agony. 
"  You  think  that  I  am  inventing  this  plea  about  her  fortune 
now.  It  isn't  so.  He  will  understand.  We  have  talked  all 
this  over  before,  and  he  knew  how  terribly  I  was  disappointed. 
Shall  I  wait  for  you  here,  or  will  you  come  to  my  lodgings  ? 
Or  I  will  go  down  to  the  Beaufort,  and  will  wait  for  j'ou 
there."  And  it  was  finally  arranged  that  he  should  get  him- 
self out  of  this  club  and  wait  at  the  other  for  Pratt's  report 
of  the  interview. 

"  Do  you  go  down  first,"  said  Crosbie. 

"Yes:  I  had  better,"   said  Pratt.     "  Otherwise  you  may 

be  seen.     Mr.  Dale  would  have  his  eye  upon  you,  and  there 

ould  be  a  row  in  the  house."     There  was  a  smile  of  sarcasm 

u  Pratt's  face  as  he  spoke  which  angered  Crosbie  even  in  his 

luisery,  and  made  him  long  to  tell  his  friend  that  he  would  not 

trouble  him  with  this  mission, — that  he  would  manage  his  o\ni 

:rairs  himself;  but  he  was  weakened  and  mentally  humiliated 

>"  the  sense  of  his  o^\^l  rascality,  and  had  already  lust  tho 

iwer  of  asserting  himself,  and  of  maintaining  his  ascendancy. 
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He  was  Ijeglunlng  to  recognize  tlie  fact  that  he  had  done  that 
for  which  he  must  endure  to  he  kicked,  to  be  kicked  morally 
if  not  materially ;  and  that  it  was  no  longer  possible  for  him 
to  hold  his  head  up  without  shame. 

Pratt  took  Mr.  Dale's  note  in  his  hand  and  went  down  into 
the  stranger's  room.  There  he  found  the  squire  standing,  so 
that  he  could  see  through  the  open  door  of  the  room  to  the 
foot  of  the  stairs  down  which  Crosbie  must  descend  before  he 
could  leave  the  club.  As  a  measure  of  first  precaution  the 
ambassador  closed  the  door ;  then  he  bowed  to  Mr.  Dale,  and 
asked  him  if  he  would  take  a  chair. 

"  I  wanted  to  see  Mr.  Crosbie,"  said  the  squire. 

"  I  have  your  note  to  that  gentleman  in  my  hand,"  said 
he.  "He  has  thought  it  better  that  you  should  have  this 
interview  with  me ; — and  under  all  the  circumstances  perhaps 
it  is  better." 

"  Is  he  such  a  coward  that  he  dare  not  see  me  ?" 

"  There  are  some  actions,  Mr.  Dale,  that  will  make  a 
coward  of  any  man.  My  friend  Crosbie  is,  I  take  it,  brave 
enough  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  word,  but  he  has  injured 
you." 

"It  is  all  true,  then?" 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Dale  ;  I  fear  it  is  all  time." 

"  And  you  call  that  man  your  friend  !  Mr. ;  I  don't 

know  what  your  name  is." 

"  Pratt ; — Fowler  Pratt,  I  have  known  Crosbie  for 
fourteen  years, — ever  since  he  was  a  boy ;  and  it  is  not  ray 
way,  Mr.  Dale,  to  thi-ow  over  an  old  friend  under  any  circum- 
stances." 

"  Not  if  he  committed  a  mxu'der." 

"  No  ;  not  though  he  committed  a  murder." 

"  If  what  I  hear  is  true,  this  man  is  worse  than  a  mur- 
derer." 

"  Of  course,  Mr.  Dale,  I  cannot  know  what  j'ou  have 
heard.  I  believe  that  Mr.  Crosbie  has  behaved  very  badly  to 
your  niece,  Miss  Dale ;  I  believe  that  he  was  engaged  to 
many  her,  or,  at  any  rate,  that  some  such  proposition  had 
been  made." 

"  Proposition  !  Why,  sir,  it  was  a  thing  so  completely 
understood  that  everybody  knew  it  in  the  county.  It  was  so 
positively  fixed  that  there  was  no  secret  about  it.  Upon  my 
lionour,  Mr.  Pratt,  I  can't  as  yet  understand  it.  If  I  remem- 
ber right,  it's   not   a  fortnight   since  he  left  mj  house  at 


A 


Sra.  CROSBIE  SPENDS  AN  E\-ENING  AT  HIS  CLUB.      217 

Allingtou. — not  a  fortniglit.  And  that  poor  girl  was  with 
him  on  the  morning  of  his  going  as  his  hctrothecl  hiide.  Not 
a  fortnight  since  !  Ami  now  I've  had  a  letter  from  an  old 
family  friend  telling  me  that  he  is  going  to  marry  one  of  Lord 
De  Courcy's  daughters  !  I  went  instantly  ofl'  to  Courcy,  and 
fomid  that  he  had  started  for  London.  Now,  I  have  followed 
him  here  ;  and  you  tell  me  it's  all  true." 

''  I  am  afi-aid  it  is,  Mr.  Dale  ;  too  time." 

"  I  don't  understand  it ;  I  don't,  indeed.  I  cannot  bring 
myself  to  believe  that  the  man  who  was  sitting  the  other  day 
at  my  table  should  be  so  great  a  scoundrel.  Did  he  mean  it 
all  the  time  that  he  was  there  ?  " 

"  No ;  certainly  not.  Lady  Alexandrina  De  Courcy  was,  I 
believe,  an  old  fi'iend  of  his  ; — with  whom,  perhaps,  he  had 
had  some  lover's  quarrel.  On  his  going  to  Courcy  they  made 
it  up  ;  and  this  is  the  result." 

"  And  that  is  to  be  sufficient  for  my  poor  girl  ?  " 

"  You  will,  of  course,  understand  that  I  am  not  defending 
Mr.  Crosbie.  The  whole  atJ'air  is  very  sad, — veiy  sad,  indeed. 
I  can  only  say,  in  his  excuse,  that  he  is  not  the  first  man  who 
has  behaved  badly  to  a  lady." 

"  And  that  is  his  message  to  me,  is  it  ?  And  that  is  what 
I  am  to  tell  my  niece  ?  You  have  been  deceived  by  a  scoundrel. 
But  what  then  ?  Y'ou  are  not  the  first !  Mr.  Pratt,  I  give 
you  my  word  as  a  gentleman,  I  do  not  understand  it.  I  have 
lived  a  good  deal  out  of  the  world,  and  am,  therefore,  perhaps, 
more  astonished  than  I  ought  to  be." 

"  Mr.  Dale,  I  feel  for  you " 

"  Feel  for  me  !  WTiat  is  to  become  of  my  girl  ?  And  do 
you  suppose  that  I  will  let  this  other  marriage  go  on  ;  that  I 
will  not  tell  the  De  Courcys,  and  all  the  world  at  large,  what 
sort  of  a  man  this  is ; — that  I  will  not  get  at  him  to  punish 
him'?     Does  he  think  that  I  will  put  up  with  this  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  what  he  thinks ;  I  must  only  beg  that 
you  will  not  mix  me  up  in  the  matter — as  though  I  were  a  par- 
ticipator in  his  offence." 

"  Will  you  tell  him  from  mo  that  I  desire  to  see  him  ?" 

"  I  do  not  think  that  that  would  do  any  good." 

"  Never  mind,  sir ;  you  have  brought  mo  his  message  ; 
v\ill  vou  have  the  goodness  now  to  take  back  mine  to 
him?" 

"  Do  you  mean  at  once — this  evening, — now  ?  " 

"  Yes,  at  once — this  evening, — now  ; — this  minute." 
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"  All ;  ho  has  left  the  club  ;  he  is  not  here  now  ;  he  went 
when  I  came  to  you." 

"  Then  he  is  a  coward  as  well  as  a  scoundrel."  In  answer 
to  which  assertion,  Mr.  Fowler  Pratt  merely  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

"  He  is  a  coward  as  well  as  a  scoundrel.  Will  you  have 
the  kindness  to  tell  your  friend  from  me  that  he  is  a  coward 
and  a  scoundrel, — and  a  liar,  sir." 

"  If  it  he  so,  Miss  Dale  is  well  quit  of  her  engagement." 

*'  That  is  your  consolation,  is  it  ?  That  may  he  all  very 
well  now-a-days  ;  hut  when  I  Avas  a  young  man,  I  would 
sooner  have  burnt  out  my  tongue  than  have  spoken  in  such 
a  way  on  such  a  subject.  I  would,  indeed.  Good-night, 
Mr.  Pratt.  Pray  make  your  fi-iend  understand  that  he  has  not 
yet  seen  the  last  of  the  Dales  ;  although,  as  you  hint,  the  ladies 
of  that  family  will  no  doubt  have  learned  that  he  is  not  fit  to 
associate  v.ith  them."  Then,  taking  up  his  hat,  the  squire 
made  his  way  out  of  the  club. 

"  I  would  not  have  done  it,"  said  Pratt  to  himself,  "for 
all  the  beauty,  and  all  the  wealth,  and  all  the  rank  that  ever 
were  owned  by  a  woman." 


CHAPTER    XXVI. 
LORD  DE  COUECY  IN  THE  BOSOM  OF  HIS  Fji^IILT. 

Lady  Julia  de  Guest  had  not  during  her  life  written  many 
letters  to  Mr.  Dale  of  Allington,  nor  had  she  ever  been  very 
fond  of  him.  But  when  she  felt  certain  how  things  were 
going  at  Courcy,  or  rather,  as  we  may  sa}',  how  they  had 
already  gone,  she  took  pen  in  hand,  and  sat  herself  to  work, 
doing,  as  she  conceived,  her  duty  by  her  neighbour. 

My  dear  Mr.  Dale  (she  said), 

I  BELiKVE  I  iiced  make  no  secret  of  haAnng  known  that  yourniece 
T/ilian  ia  enf,'a<;od  to  Mr.  Crosbie,  of  London.  I  think  it  proper  to  wani 
you  that  if  tlii.s  be  true  Mr.  Crosbie  is  bcliaving  himself  in  a  very 
improper  manner  here.  I  am  not  a  person  who  concern  myself  much  in 
the  affairs  of  otiicr  people;  and  under  ordinary  circumstances,  the  con- 
duct of  .Mr.  Crosbie  would  be  notbinp:  to  me,  —  or,  indeed,  less  than 
nothing;  but  I  do  to  you  as  I  wsnild  wish  that  others  should  do  imto  me. 
I  believe  it  is  only  too  true  that  Mr.  Crosbie  has  proposed  to  Lady 
Alexandrina  l)e  Courcy,  aud  been  accepted  by  her.    I  think  you  will 
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believe  that  I  wonlil  not  say  this  without  warrant,  and  if  tlitre  be  any- 
thingr  in  it,  it  may  be  well,  for  the  poor  youn;:  lady's  sake,  that  you 
should  put  yourself  in  the  way  of  leamin<x  the  truth. 

Believe  me  to  be  yours  sincerely, 
Covrcy  Castle,  Thursday.  Jclia  de  Gct:st. 

The  squire  had  never  been  very  fond  of  any  of  the  De 
Guest  family,  and  had,  perhaps,  liked  Lady  Julia  the  least 
of  them  all.  He  was  wout  to  call  her  a  meddling  old  woman. 
— remembering  her  bitterness  and  pride  in  those  now  long 
bygone  days  in  which  the  gallant  major  had  ran  off  wiih.  Ladj 
Fanny.  ANTien  he  first  received  this  letter,  he  did  not,  on  the 
first  reading  of  it,  believe  a  word  of  its  contents.  "  Cross- 
grained  old  harridan,"  he  said  out  loud  to  his  nephew. 
"  Look  what  that  aunt  of  yours  has  written  to  me."  Bernard 
read  the  letter  twice,  and  as  he  did  so  his  face  became  hard 
and  angry. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  believe  it  ?  "  said  the  squu'e. 

"  I  don't  think  it  will  be  safe  to  disregard  it." 

"  "What !  you  think  it  possible  that  your  friend  is  doing 
as  she  says." 

"It  is  certainly  possible.  He  was  angry  when  he  found 
that  Lily  had  no  fortune." 

"Heavens,  Bernard!  And  you  can  speak  of  it  in  that 
w^ay  ?  " 

"  I  don't  say  that  it  is  tree ;  but  I  think  we  should  look  to 
it.     I  will  go  to  Courcv  Castle  and  learn  the  trath." 

The  squire  at  last  decided  that  he  would  go.  He  went  to 
Conrcy  Castle,  and  found  that  Crosbie  had  started  two  hours 
before  his  an-ival.  He  asked  for  Lady  Julia,  and  leanied  from 
her  that  Crosbie  had  actually  left  the  house  as  the  betrothed 
husband  of  Lady  Alexandrina. 

"  The  countess,  I  am  sure,  will  not  contradict  it,  if  you 
will  see  her,"  said  Lady  Julia.  But  this  the  squire  was 
unwilling  to  do.  He  would  not  proclaim  the  wretched  con- 
dition of  his  niece  more  loudly  than  was  necessar}-,  and 
therefore  he  started  on  his  pursuit  of  Crosbie.  What  was  his 
SQCcess  on  that  evening  we  have  already  learned. 

Both  Lady  Alexandrina  and  her  mother  heard  of  Mr.  Dale's 
arrival  at  the  castle,  but  nothing  was  said  between  them  on 
the  subject.  I^ady  Amelia  Gazebee  heard  of  it  also,  and  she 
yenturod  to  discuss  the  matter  v.*ith  her  sister. 

"  You  don't  know  exactly  how  far  it  went,  do  you  ?  " 

"  No ;  yes ; — not  exactly,  that  is,"  said  Alexandrina. 
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'•  I  suppose  lie  did  say  something  about  marriage  to  tlic 
girl  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I'm  afraid  he  did." 

"Dear,  dear!  It's  very  unfortunate.  What  sort  of 
people  are  those  Dales  ?  I  suppose  he  talked  to  you  about 
them." 

"No,  he  didn't;  not  veiy  much.  I  daresay  she  is  an 
artful,  sly  thing  !  It's  a  great  pity  men  should  go  on  in  such 
a  way." 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  said  Lady  Amelia.  "  And  I  do  suppose 
that  in  this  case  the  blame  has  been  more  with  him  than 
with  her.     It's  only  right  I  should  tell  you  that." 

"  But  what  can  I  do  ?  " 

"I  don't  say  you  can  do  anything;  but  it's  as  well  you 
should  know." 

"  iJut  I  don't  know,  and  you  don't  know ;  and  I  can't  see 
that  there  is  any  use  talking  about  it  now.  I  knew  him  a  long 
while  before  she  did,  and  if  she  has  allowed  him  to  make  a 
fool  of  her,  it  isn't  my  fault." 

"  Nobody  says  it  is,  my  dear." 

"  But  you  seem  to  preach  to  me  about  it.  Wliat  can  I 
do  for  the  girl  ?  The  fact  is,  he  don't  care  for  her  a  bit,  and 
never  did." 

"  Then  he  shouldn't  have  told  her  that  he  did." 

"  That's  all  very  well,  Amelia  ;  but  people  don't  always  do 
exactly  all  that  they  ought  to  do.  I  suppose  Mr.  Crosbie  isn't 
the  first  man  that  has  proposed  to  two  ladies.  I  dare  say  it 
was  -RTong,  but  I  can't  help  it.  As  to  Mr.  Dale  coming  here 
with  a  tale  of  his  niece's  wrongs,  I  think  it  very  absurd, — veiy 
absurd  indeed.  It  makes  it  look  as  though  there  had  been  a 
scheme  to  catch  Mr.  Crosbie,  and  it's  my  beHef  that  there  was 
such  a  scheme." 

"  I  only  hope  that  there'll  be  no  quarrel." 

"  Men  don't  fight  duels  now-a-days,  Amelia." 

"  But  do  j'ou  remember  what  Frank  Gresham  did  to  Mr. 
Mofi"at  when  he  behaved  so  badly  to  poor  Augusta  ?  " 

"Mr.  Crosbie  isn't  afi-aid  of  that  kind  of  thing.  And  I 
always  thought  that  Frank  was  very  wrong, — very  wrong  indeed. 
What's  the  good  of  two  men  beating  each  other  in  the  street  ?  " 

"  Well ;  I'm  sure  I  hope  there'll  be  no  quarrel.  But  I  own 
I  don't  like  the  look  of  it.  You  see  the  uncle  must  have  kno^ra 
all  about  it,  and  have  consented  to  the  marriage,  or  he  would 
not  have  come  here." 
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"  I  don't  see  that  it  can  make  any  diflerenee  to  me,  Amelia." 

"  No,  my  dear,  I  don't  see  that  it  can.  We  shall  be  up  in 
town  soon,  and  I  will  see  as  much  as  possible  of  Mr.  Crosbie. 
The  man-ia«:jo,  I  hope,  will  take  place  soon." 

"  He  talks  of  Fcbruaiy." 

"  Don't  put  it  oil",  Alley,  whatever  you  do.  There  are  so 
many  slips,  you  know,  in  these  things." 

"I'm  not  a  bit  afraid  of  that,"  said  Alexandrina,  sticking 
up  her  head. 

*'  I  daresay  not ;  and  you  may  be  sure  that  we  will  keep  an 
eye  on  him.  Mortimer  will  get  him  up  to  dine  with  us  as  often 
as  possible,  and  as  his  leave  of  absence  is  all  over,  he  can't  get 
out  of  town.     He's  to  be  here  at  Chi-istmas,  isn't  he  ?  " 

*'  Of  course  he  is." 

"  Mind  you  keep  him  to  that.  And  as  to  these  Dales,  I 
would  be  very  careful,  if  I  were  you,  not  to  say  anything  unkind 
of  them  to  any  one.  It  sounds  badly  in  your  position."  And 
vriih  this  last  piece  of  advice  Lady  Amelia  Gazebee  allowed  the 
subject  to  drop. 

On  that  day  Lady  Julia  returned  to  her  own  home.  Her 
adieus  to  the  whole  family  at  Courcy  Castle  were  vei7  cold,  but 
about  Mr.  Crosbie  and  his  lady-love  at  Allini^on  she  said  no 
further  word  to  any  of  them.  Alexandrina  did  not  show  herself 
at  all  on  the  occasion,  and  indeed  had  not  spoken  to  her  enemy 
since  that  evening  on  which  she  had  felt  herself  constrained  to 
retreat  from  the  drawing-room. 

"  Good-by,"  said  the  countess.  "  You  have  been  so  good 
to  come,  and  we  have  enjoyed  it  so  much." 

"  I  thank  you  vciT  much.  Good  morning,"  said  Lady  Julia, 
with  a  stately  couiiesy. 

"  Pray  remember  me  to  your  brother.  I  wish  we  could 
'  have  seen  him  ;  I  hope  he  has  not  been  hurt  by  the — the 
'  bull."     And  then  Lady  Julia  went  her  way. 

"  What  a  fool  I  have  been  to  have  that  woman  in  the 
{  house,"  said  the  countess,  before  the  door  was  closed  behind 
|l  her  guest's  back. 

"Indeed  you  have,"  said  Lady  Julia,  screaming  back 
through  the  passage.  Then  there  was  a  long  silence,  then  a 
suppressed  titter,  and  after  that  a  loud  laugh. 

"  Oh,  mamma,  what  shall  we  do  ?  "  said  Lady  Amelia. 

"Do  !  "  said  Margaretta  ;   "why  should  we  do  anything? 

I  She  has  heard  the  truth  for  once  in  her  life." 
"  Dear  Lady  Dumbcllo.  what  will  you  think  of  us  ?  "  said 
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the  countess,  turning  round  to  another  guest,  who  was  also  just 
about  to  depart.  "Did  any  one  ever  know  such  a  woman 
before  ?  " 

"  I  think  she's  veiy  nice,"  said  Lady  Dumbello,  smiling. 

"  I  can't  quite  agree  ynih.  you  there,"  said  Lady  Clan- 
didlcm.  "  But  I  do  beliove  she  means  to  do  her  best.  She  is 
very  charitable,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  said  Rosina.  "  I  asked  her  for 
a  subscription  to  the  mission  for  putting  down  the  Papists  in 
the  west  of  Ireland,  and  she  refused  me  point-blank." 

"  Now,  my  dear,  if  you're  quite  ready,"  said  Lord  DombcUo, 
coming  into  the  room.  Then  there  was  another  departure ; 
but  on  this  occasion  the  countess  waited  till  the  doors  were  shut, 
and  the  retreating  footsteps  were  no  longer  heard.  "  Have  you 
observed,"  said  she  to  Lady  Clandidlem,  "that  she  has  not 
held  her  head  up  since  Mr.  Palliser  went  away  ?  " 

"Indeed  I  have,"  said  Lady  Clandidlem.  "As  for  poor 
Dumbello,  he's  the  blindest  creature  I  ever  saw  in  my  life." 

"  AVe  shall  hear  of  something  before  next  May,"  said  Lady 
De  Courcy,  shaking  her  head  ;  "  but  for  all  that  she'll  never  be 
Duchess  of  Omnium." 

"  I  wonder  what  your  mamma  will  say  of  me  when  I  go 
away  to-morrow,"  said  Lady  Clandidlem  to  Margaretta,  as  they 
walked  across  the  hall  together. 

"  She  won't  say  that  you  are  going  to  run  away  with  any 
gentleman,"  said  Margaretta. 

"At  any  rate  not  with  the  earl,"  said  Lady  Clandidlem. 
"  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  we  are  all  very  good-natured,  are  we 
not  ?     The  best  is  that  it  means  nothing." 

Thus  by  degrees  all  the  guests  went,  and  the  family  of  the 
De  Courcys  was  left  to  the  bliss  of  their  own  domestic  circle. 
This,  we  may  presume,  was  not  without  its  charms,  seeing  that 
there  were  so  many  feelings  in  common  between  the  mother  and 
her  children.  There  were  drawbacks  to  it,  no  doubt,  arising 
perhaps  chiefly  fi-om  the  earl's  bodily  infirmities.  "  When  your 
father  speaks  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  George  to  her  husband,  "he 
puts  me  in  such  a  shiver  that  I  cannot  open  my  mouth  to 
answer  him." 

"  You  should  stand  up  to  him,"  said  George.  "  He  can't 
hurt  you,  you  know.  Your  money's  your  own  ;  and  if  I'm  ever 
to  be  the  heir,  it  won't  be  by  his  doing." 

"  But  he  gnashes  his  teeth  at  me." 

"  You  shouldn't  care  for  that,  if  he  don't  bite.     Ho  used  to 
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gnash  them  at  me  ;  and  when  I  had  to  ask  him  for  money  I 
didn't  like  it ;  but  now  I  don't  mind  him  a  bit.  He  threw  the 
peerage  at  me  one  dav,  but  it  didn't  go  within  a  vard  of  mv 
head."  '  ^ 

"If  he  throws  anything  at  me,  George,  I  shall  drop  upon 
the  spot." 

Uut  the  countess  had  a  worse  time  with  the  earl  than  any 
of  her  children.     It  was  necessary  that  she  should  see  him 
daily,  and  necessary  also  that  she  should  say  much  that  he  did 
not  like  to  hear,  and  make  many  petitions  that  caused  him  to 
gnash  his  teeth.     The  earl  was  one  of  those  men  who  could  not 
endure  to  live  othei-wise  than  expensively,  and  yet  was  made 
miserable  by  eveiy  recun-ing  expense.     He  ought  to  have  known 
by  this  time  that  butchers,  and  bakers,  and  coru-cliandlers,  and 
coal-merchants  will  not  supply  their  goods  for  nothing  ;  and  yet 
it  always  seemed  as  though  he  had  expected  that  at  this  special 
period  they  would  do  so.     He  was  an  emban-assed  man,  no 
doubt,  and  had  not  been  fortunate  in  his  si)ecuIations  at  New- 
market or  Homburg;  but.  nevertheless,  he  had  still  the  means 
of  liA-ing  without  daily  torment ;  and  it  must  be  supposed  that  his 
self-imposed  suti'orings,  vdth  regard  to  money,  rose  rather  from 
his  disposition  than   his   necessities.     His  wife   never  knew 
whether  he  were  really  ruined,  or  simply  pretending  it.     She 
had  now  become  so  used  to  her  position  in  this  respect,  that  she 
iid  not  allow  fiscal  considerations  to  mar  her  happiness.     Food 
and  clotliing  had  always  come  to  her, — including  velvet  «Towns, 
new  trinkets,  and  a  man-cook, — and  she  presumed  that  they 
would  continue  to  come.     But  that  daily  conference  with  her 
husband  was  almost  too  much  for  her.     She  struggled  to  avoid 
it ;  and,  as  far  as  the  ways  and  means  were  concerned,  would 
have  allowed  them  to  an-aiige  themselves,  if  he  would  only  have 
ormitted  it.     But  he  insisted  on  seeing  her  dailv  in  his  own 
.tting-room ;    and   she   had    acknowledged  to   her  favourite 
daughter,  Margaretta,  that  those  half-hours  would  soon  be  tlie 
death  of  her.     "  I  sometimes  feel,"  she  said,  "  that  I  am  going 
mad  before  I  can  get  out."     And  she  reproached  herself,  pro- 
bably without  reason,  in  that  she  had  brought  much  of  this  upon 
herself.     In  former  days  the  earl  had  been  constantly  away  from 
•ome,  and  the  countess  had  complained.     Like   iuanv"  other 
^vo!l  ,.n  she  had  not  known  when  she  was  well  off.     She  had 
^•"mi.lained.  urging  upon  her  lord  that  he  should  devote  more  of 
his  time  to  his  own  hearth.     It  is  probable  that  her  ladvshii)'s 
remonstrances  had  been  less  efficacious  than  the  state 'of  his 
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own  healtli  in  producing  that  domestic  constancy  which  he  now 
practised;  hut  it  is  certain  that  she  looked  back  with  bitter 
regret  to  the  happy  days  when  she  was  deserted,  jealous,  and 
querulous.  "  Don't  you  v.dsh  we  could  get  Sir  Omicron  to  order 
him  to  the  Geiinau  Spas  ?  "  she  had  said  to  Margaretta.  Now 
Sir  Omicron  was  the  great  London  physician,  and  might,  no 
doubt,  do  much  in  that  way. 

But  no  such  happy  order  had  as  yet  been  given  ;  and,  as 
far  as  the  family  could  foresee,  patertamilias  intended  to  pass 
the  winter  with  them  at  Courcy.  The  guests,  as  I  have  said, 
were  all  gone,  and  none  but  the  family  were  in  the  house  when 
her  ladyship  waited  upon  her  lord  one  morning  at  twelve 
o'clock,  a  few  days  after  Mr.  Dale's  visit  to  the  castle.  He 
always  breakfasted  alone,  and  after  breakfast  found  in  a  French 
novel  and  a  cigar  what  solace  those  innocent  recreations  were 
still  able  to  afford  him.  "When  the  novel  no  longer  excited  him 
and  when  he  was  saturated  with  smoke,  he  would  send  for  hia 
wife.  After  that,  his  valet  would  dress  him.  "  She  gets  it 
worse  than  I  do,"  the  man  declared  in  the  servants'  hall ;  "  and 
minds  it  a  deal  more.     I  can  give  warning,  and  she  can't." 

"  Better  ?  No,  I  ain't  better,"  the  husband  said,  in  answer 
to  his  wife's  inquiries.  "  I  never  shall  be  better  while  you  keep 
that  cook  in  the  kitchen." 

"  But  where  are  we  to  get  another  if  we  send  him  away  ?  " 

"  It's  not  my  business  to  find  cooks.     I  don't  know  where 

you're  to  get  one.     It's  my  belief  you  won't  have  a  cook  at  all 

before  long.     It  seems  you  have  got  two  extra  men  into  the 

house  without  telling  me." 

"  We  must  have  servants,  you  know,  when  there  is  com- 
pany. It  wouldn't  do  to  have  Lady  Dumbello  here,  and  no  one 
to  wait  on  her." 

"  Who  asked  Lady  Dumbello  ?     I  didn't." 

"  I'm  sure,  my  dear,  you  Hked  having  her  here." 

"  D Lady  Dumbello  !  "  and  then  there  was  a  pause. 

The  countess  had  no  objection  whatsoever  to  the  above  proposi- 
tion, and  was  rejoiced  that  that  question  of  the  servants  v/as 
allowed  to  slip  aside,  through  the  aid  of  her  ladyship. 

"  Look  at  that  letter  from  Porlock,"  said  the  earl ;  and  he 
pushed  over  to  the  unhappy  mother  a  letter  from  her  eldest  son. 
Of  all  her  children  he  was  the  one  she  loved  the  best ;  but  him 
•she  was  never  allowed  to  see  under  her  own  roof.  "  I  some- 
times think  that  he  is  the  greatest  rascal  with  whom  I  ever  had 
occasion  to  -concern  myself,"  said  the  earl. 
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She  took  the  letter  and  read  it.  The  epistle  was  certaiuly 
not  one  which  u  father  could  receive  with  pleasure  from  his  son  ; 
but  the  disaOTecahle  nature  of  its  contents  was  the  fault  rather 
of  the  parent  than  of  the  child.  The  writer  intimated  that 
certain  money  due  to  him  had  not  been  paid  with  necessary 
punctuality,  and  that  unless  he  received  it,  he  should  instnict 
his  lawyer  to  take  some  authorized  legal  proceedings.  Lord 
De  Courcy  had  raised  certain  moneys  on  the  family  property, 
which  he  could  not  have  raised  without  the  co-operation  of  his 
heir,  and  had  bound  himself,  in  retiim  for  that  co-operation,  to 
pay  a  cortain  fixed  income  to  his  eldest  son.  This  he  regarded 
as  an  allowance  from  himself;  but  Lord  Porlock  regarded  it  as 
his  own,  by  la^vful  claim.  The  son  had  not  worded  his  letter 
with  any  aflectionate  phraseology-.  "  Lord  Porlock  begs  to 
inform  Lord  De  Couixy "  Such  had  been  the  commence- 
ment. 

"  I  suppose  he  must  have  his  money  ;  else  how  can  he 
live  ?  "  said  the  countess,  trembling. 

"  Live  !  "  shouted  the  eai-1.  "  And  so  you  think  it  proper 
that  he  should  write  snch  a  letter  as  that  io  his  father  !  " 

"  It  is  all  very  unfortunate,"  she  replied. 

"  I  don't  know  where  the  money's  to  come  from.  As  for 
him,  if  he  were  staiTing,  it  would  serve  him  right.  He's  a  dis- 
grace to  the  name  and  the  family.  From  all  I  hear,  he  won't 
live  long." 

"  Oh,  De  Courcy,  don't  talk  of  it  in  that  way  !  " 

"  "What  way  am  I  to  talk  of  it  ?  K  I  say  that  he's  my 
greatest  comfort,  and  living  as  becomes  a  nobleman,  and  is  a 
fine  healthy  man  of  his  age,  with  a  good  wife  and  a  lot  of  legiti- 
mate children,  will  that  make  you  believe  it  ?  Women  are  such 
fools.     Nothing  that  I  say  will  make  him  worse  than  he  is." 

"  But  he  may  reform." 

"  Reform  !  He's  over  fortv,  and  when  I  last  saw  him  he 
looked  nearly  sixty.  There  ; — you  may  answer  his  letter  ;  I 
won't." 

"  And  about  the  money  ?  " 

"  \yhy  doesn't  he  write  to  Gazebee  about  his  dirty  money  ? 

'by  does  he  trouble  me  '?     I  haven't  got  his  money.     Ask 

izehee  about  his  money.     I  won't  trouble  myself  about  it." 

Then  there  was  another  pause,  duiing  which  the  countess  folded 

'.he  letter,  and  put  it  in  her  pocket. 

"  How  long   is   George  going  to  remain  here  with  that 
.man  ?  "  he  asked. 


i_j 
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"  I'm  sure  she  is  very  harmless,"  pleaded  the  countess. 

"  I  always  think  when  I  see  her  that  I'm  sitting  doAvn  to 
dinner  with  my  own  housemaid.  I  never  saw  such  a  woman. 
How  he  can  put  up  with  it !  But  I  don't  suppose  he  cares  for 
anything." 

"  It  has  made  him  very  steady." 

"  Steady  !  " 

"  And  as  she  will  be  confined  before  long  it  may  be  as  well 
that  she  should  remain  here.  If  Porlock  doesn't  many,  you 
know " 

"  And  so  he  means  to  live  here  altogether,  does  he  ?     I'll 
tell  you  what  it  is, — I  Avon't  have  it.     He's  better  able  to  keep  i 
a  house  over  his  own  head  and  his  wife's  than  I  am  to  do  it  for  1 
them,   and  so   you  may  tell  them.      I  won't  have  it.     D'ye  \ 
hear  ?  "     Then  there  was  another  short  pause.    "  D'ye  hear  ?  " 
be  shouted  at  her. 

"  Yes  ;  of  course  I  hear.     I  was  only  thinking  you  wouldn't] 
wish  me  to  turn  them  out,  just  as  her  confinement  is  coming  on."  i 

"I  know  what  that  means.  Then  they'd  never  go.  ij 
won't  have  it ;  and  if  you  don't  tell  them  I  will."  In  answer] 
to  this  Lady  De  Courey  promised  that  she  would  tell  them,  | 
thinking  perhaps  that  the  earl's  mode  of  telling  might  not  be 
beneficial  in  that  paiiicular  epoch  which  was  now  coming  in  the  j 
life  of  Mrs.  George. 

"  Did  you  know,"  said  he,  breaking  out  on  a  new  subject,! 
"  that  a  man  had  been  here  named  Dale,  calling  on  somebody 
in  this  house?"     In  answer  to  which  the  countess  acknow- 
ledged that  she  had  kno^Ti  it. 

"  Then  why  did  you  keep  it  from  me  ?  "  And  that  gnash- 
ing of  the  teeth  took  place  which  was  so  specially  objectionable 
to  Mrs.  George. 

"  It  was  a  matter  of  no  moment.  He  came  to  see  Lady 
Julia  De  Guest." 

"  Yes  ;  but  he  came  about  that  man  Crosbie." 

"  I  suppose  he  did." 

"  Why  have  you  let  that  girl  be  such  a  tool  ?  You'll  find 
he'll  play  her  some  knave's  trick." 

"  Oh  dear,  no." 

"  And  why  should  she  want  to  many  such  a  man  as  that  ?  " 

"  He's  quite  a  gentleman,  you  know,  and  veiy  much  thought 
of  in  the  world.  It  won't  be  at  all  bad  for  her,  poor  thing. 
It  is  so  very  hard  for  a  girl  to  got  married  n6w-a-da}s  without 
money." 
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"  And  SO  they're  to  take  np  •n'itli  anyLody.  As  fivr  as  I  can 
see,  this  is  a  worse  atlair  than  that  of  Amelia." 

"  Amelia  has  done  very  well,  my  dear." 

"  Oh,  if  you  call  it  doing  well  for  j-our  girls,  I  don't.  I  call 
it  doing  uncommon  badly  ;  about  as  bad  as  thoy  well  can  do. 
But  it's  your  ati'air.  I  have  never  meddled  with  them,  and  don't 
intend  to  do  it  now." 

"  I  really  think  she'll  be  happy,  and  she  is  devotedly  attached 
to  the  young  man." 

"Devotedly  attached  to  the  young  man  !"  The  tone  and 
manner  in  which  the  earl  repeated  these  words  were  such  as  to 
wan-ant  an  opinion  that  his  lordship  might  have  done  very  well 
on  the  stage  had  his  attention  been  called  to  that  profession. 
"  It  makes  me  sick  to  hear  people  talk  in  that  way.  She  wants 
to  get  man-icd,  and  she's  a  fool  for  her  pains ; — I  can't  help 
that :    onlv  remember  that  I'll  have  no  nonsense  hero  about 

that  other  girl.     If  he  gives  me  trouble  oi  that  sort,  by 

I'll  be  the  death  of  him.     "^Tien  is  the  maniage  to  be  ?  " 

•'  They  talk  of  February." 

"  I  won't  have  any  tomfoolery  and  expense.  If  she  chooses 
to  marr}'  a  clerk  in  an  oliice,  she  shall  many  him  as  clerks  are 
married." 

"  He'll  be  the  secretary  before  that,  De  Courcy." 

"  A\Tiat  difi'ercnce  does  that  make?  Secretaiy,  indeed > 
"\Miat  sort  of  men  do  you  suppose  secretaries  are  ?  A  beggat 
that  came  fi'om  nobody  knows  where !  I  won't  have  any 
tomfoolery ; — d'ye  hear  ?  "  ^Vhereupou  the  countess  said  that 
she  did  hear,  and  soon  aftcnvards  managed  to  escape.  The 
valet  then  took  his  turn  ;  and  repeated,  after  his  hour  of  sei-vice, 
that  "  Old  Nick  "  in  his  tantrums  had  been  more  like  the  Prince 
of  Darkness  than  ever. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

"ON  MY  HONOUR,  I  DO  NOT  UNDERSTAND  IT." 

In  the  meantime  Lady  Alexandrina  endeavoured  to  realize  to 

uerself  all  the  advantages  and  disadvantages  of  her  own  posi- 

ion.     She  was  not  possessed  of  strong  afl'ections,  nor  of  depth 

f  character,  nor  of  high  purpose ;  but  she  was  no  fool,  nor 

17 
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was  she  clcvoid  of  principle.  She  had  asked  herself  many 
times  whether  her  present  life  was  so  happy  as  to  make  her 
think  that  a  peimanent  continuance  in  it  would  suffice  for  her 
desires,  and  she  had  always  replied  to  herself  that  she  would 
fain  change  to  some  other  life  if  it  were  possible.  She  had 
also  questioned  herself  as  to  her  rank,  of  which  she  was  quite 
sufficiently  proud,  and  had  told  herself  that  she  could  not 
degrade  herself  in  the  world  without  a  heavy  pang.  But  she 
had  at  last  taught  herself  to  believe  that  she  had  more  to 
gain  by  becoming  the  wife  of  such,  a  man  as  Crosbio  than  by 
remaining  as  an  unmarried  daughter  of  her  father's  house. 
There  was  much  in  her  sister  AmeHa's  position  which  she 
did  not  envy,  but  there  was  less  to  envy  in  that  of  her  sister 
Eosina.  The  Gazebee  house  in  St.  John's  Wood  Road  was 
not  so  magnificent  as  Courcy  Castle ;  but  then  it  was  less 
dull,  less  embittered  by  torment,  and  was  moreover  her  sister's 
own. 

"  Very  many  do  many  commoners,"  she  had  said  to 
Margaretta. 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course.  It  makes  a  difference,  you  know, 
when  a  man  has  a  fortune." 

Of  course  it  did  make  a  difference.  Crosbie  had  no  fortune, 
was  not  even  so  rich  as  Mr.  Gazebee,  could  keep  no  carriage, 
and  would  have  no  countiy  house.  But  then  he  was  a  man  of 
fashion,  was  more  thought  of  in  the  world  than  Mr.  Gazebee, 
might  probably  rise  in  his  ovra  profession, — and  was  at  any 
rate  thoroughly  presentable.  She  would  have  preferred  a 
gentleman  with  5,000Z.  a  year;  but  then  as  no  gentleman 
with  5,000/.  a  j'ear  came  that  way,  would  she  not  be  happier 
with  Mr.  Crosbie  than  she  would  be  with  no  husband  at  all  ? 
She  was  not  very  much  in  love  with  Mr.  Crosbie,  but  she 
thought  that  she  could  live  with  him  comfortably,  and  that 
on  the  whole  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  be  mamed. 

And  she  made  certain  resolves  as  to  the  manner  in  which 
she  would  do  her  duty  by  her  husband.  Her  sister  Amelia 
was  paramount  in  her  o^vn  house,  ruling  indeed  with  a 
moderate,  endurable  dominion,  and  ruling  much  to  her  hus- 
band's advantage.  Alexandriua  feai-ed  that  she  would  not  be 
allowed  to  rule,  but  she  could  at  any  rate  txy.  She  would 
do  all  in  her  power  to  make  him  comfortable,  and  would  be 
specially  careful  not  to  irritate  him  by  any  iusistauce  on  her 
own  higher  rank.  She  would  be  very  meek  in  this  respect ; 
and  if  children  should  come  she  would  be  as  painstaking  about 
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them  as  tliouf'li  her  own  father  had  been  mcrolv  a  clcr^vmnn 
or  a  hnvyer.  Shu  thought  also  much  about  poor  Lilian  Dale, 
asking  herself  sundiy  questions,  with  an  idea  of  being  high- 
principled  as  to  her  duty  in  that  respect.  Was  she  wrong  in 
taking  Mr.  Crosbie  away  trom  Lilian  Dale '?  Li  answer  to 
these  questions  she  was  able  to  assure  herself  comfortably  that 
she  was  not  wrong.  Mr.  Crosbie  would  not,  under  any  circum- 
stances, marry  Lilian  Dale.  He  had  told  her  so  more  than 
once,  and  that  in  a  solemn  way.  She  could  therelore  be  doing 
no  harm  to  Lilian  Dale.  If  she  entertained  any  inner  feeling 
that  Crosbie's  lault  in  jilting  Lilian  Dale  was  less  than  it  would 
have  been  had  she  herself  not  been  an  earl's  daughter, — that 
her  own  rank  did  in  some  degree  extenuate  her  lover's  false- 
ness,— she  did  not  express  it  in  words  even  to  herself. 

She  did  not  get  very  much  sjTnpathy  from  her  own  family. 
"  I'm  afraid  he  does  not  think  much  of  his  religious  duties. 
I'm  told  that  young  men  of  that  sort  seldom  do,"  said  Rosiua. 
"  I  don't  say  you're  wrong,"  said  Margaretta.  "  By  no  means. 
Indeed  I  think  less  of  it  now  than  I  did  when  Amelia  did 
the  same  thing.  I  shouldn't  do  it  myself,  that's  all."  Her 
father  told  her  that  he  supposed  she  knew  her  own  mind. 
Her  mother,  who  endeavoured  to  comfort  and  in  some  sort  to 
congi'atulate  her,  nevertheless,  harped  constantly  on  the  fact 
that  he  was  marrying  a  man  without  rank  and  without  a 
fortune.  Her  congratulations  were  apologetic,  and  her  coni- 
lortings  took  the  guise  of  consolation.  "  Of  coui'se  you  won't 
be  rich,  my  dear  ;  but  I  really  think  you'll  do  very  well.  Mr. 
Crosbie  may  be  received  an}T\'hcrc,  and  you  never  need  be 
ashamed  of  him."  By  which  the  countess  implied  that  her 
elder  married  daughter  was  occasionally  called  on  to  be 
ashamed  of  her  husband.  "I  wish  he  could  keep  a  carriage 
for  you,  but  perhaps  that  will  come  some  day."  Upon  the 
whole  Alexaudrina  did  not  repent,  and  stoutly  told  her  father 
that  she  did  know  her  own  mind. 

During  all  this  time  Lily  Dale  was  as  yet  perfect  in  her 
happiness.  That  delay  of  a  day  or  two  in  the  receipt  of  the 
expected  letter  from  her  lover  had  not  disquieted  her.  She 
had  promised  him  that  she  would  not  distrust  him,  and  she 
^vas  firmly  minded  to  keep  her  promises.     Indeed  no  idea  of 

aking  it  came  to  her  at  this  time.     She  was  disappointed 

on  the  postman  would  come  and  bring  no  letter  for  her, — 
-appointed,  as  is  the  husbandman  when  the  longed-for  rain 
OS  not  come  to  refresh  the  parched  earth ;  but  she  was  in  no 
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degree  angiy.  "  He  will  explain  it,"  she  said  to  herself. 
And  she  assured  Bell  that  men  never  recognized  the  hunger 
and  thirst  after  letters  which  women  feel  %Yhen  away  from  those 
whom  they  love. 

Then  they  heard  at  the  Small  House  that  the  squire  had 
gone  away  from  Allingtou.  During  the  last  few  days  Bernard 
had  not  been  much  with  them,  and  now  they  heard  the  news, 
not  through  their  cousin,  but  from  Hopkins.  "  I  really  can't 
undertake  to  say.  Miss  Bell,  where  the  master's  gone  to.  It's 
not  likely  the  master  'd  tell  me  where  he-  was  going  to ;  not 
unless  it  was  about  seeds,  or  the  likes  of  that." 

"  He  has  gone  very  suddenly,"  said  Bell. 

"•'  Well,  miss,  I've  nothing  to  say  to  that.  And  why 
shouldn't  he  go  sudden  if  he  likes  ?  I  only  know  he  had  his 
gig,  and  went  to  tlic  station.  If  you  was  to  bury  me  alive  I 
couldn't  tell  you  more." 

"I  should  like  to  tiy,"  said  Lily  as  they  walked  away. 
*'  He  is  such  a  cross  old  thing.  I  wonder  whether  Bernard 
has  gone  with  my  uncle."  And  then  they  thought  no  more 
about  it. 

On  the  day  after  that  Bernard  came  down  to  the  Small 
House,  but  he  said  nothing  by  way  of  accounting  for  the 
squire's  absence.     "  He  is  in  London,  I  know,"  said  Bernard. 

"  I  hope  he'll  call  on  Mr.  Crosbie,"  said  Lily.  But  on  this 
subject  Bernard  said  not  a  word.  He  did  ask  Lily  whether 
she  had  heard  from  Adolphus,  in  answer  to  which  she  replied, 
with  as  indiflerent  a  voice  as  she  could  assume,  that  she  had 
not  had  a  letter  that  morning. 

"I  shall  be  angry  with  him  if  he's  not  a  good  coiTe- 
spondent,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  when  she  and  Lily  were  alone 
together. 

"  No,  mamma,  you  mustn't  be  angiy  Mitli  him.  I  won't 
let  you  bo  angry  with  him.  Please  to  remember  he's  my 
lover  and  not  yours." 

"  Bnt  I  can  see  you  when  you  watch  for  the  postman." 

'•  I  won't  watch  for  the  postman  any  more  if  it  makes  you 
have  bad  thoughts  about  him.  Yes,  they  are  bad  thoughts.  I 
won't  have  you  think  that  he  doesn't  do  eveiything  that  is 
right." 

On  the  next  morning  the  postman  brought  a  letter,  or 
rather  a  note,  and  Lily  at  once  saw  that  it  was  from  Crosbie. 
She  had  contrived  to  intercept  it  near  the  back  door,  at 
which  the  postman   called,  so   that  her  mother  should  not 
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watch  ber  watchinfrs,  nor  sco  her  disappointmeut  if  none 
should  come.  "  Thank  you,  Jane,"  she  said,  veiy  cuhuly 
when  the  eager,  kindly  gii-1  ran  to  her  with  the  little  missive ; 
and  she  walked  off  to  some  solitude,  trying  to  hide  her 
impatience.  The  note  had  seemed  so  small  that  it  amazed 
her ;  but  when  she  opened  it  the  contents  amazed  her  more. 
There  was  neither  beginning  nor  end.  There  was  no  appella- 
tion of  love,  and  no  signature.  It  contained  but  two  lines. 
"  I  will  write  to  you  at  length  to-morrow.  This  is  my  first  day 
in  London,  and  I  have  been  so  diiven  about  that  I  cannot 
write."  That  was  all,  and  it  was  scrawled  on  half  a  sheet 
of  note-paper.  Why,  at  any  rate,  had  he  not  called  her  his 
dearest  Lily  ?  Why  had  he  not  assured  her  that  he  was  ever 
her  own  ?  Such  expressions,  meaning  so  much,  may  be  con- 
veyed in  a  glance  of  the  pen.  "Ah,"  she  said,  "if  he  knew 
how  I  hunger  and  thirst  after  his  love  !  " 

She  had  but  a  moment  left  to  her  before  she  must  join  her 
mother  and  sister,  and  she  used  that  moment  in  remembering 
her  promise.  "  I  know  it  is  all  right,"  she  said  to  herself. 
"  He  does  not  think  of  these  things  as  I  do.  He  had  to  writ- 
at  the  last  moment. — as  he  was  leaving  his  office."  And  thene 
with  a  quiet,  smiling  fiice,  she  walked  into  the  breakiast, 
parlour. 

"  ^Vhat  does  he  say,  Lily  ?  "  asked  Bell. 

"  Wliat  would  you  give  to  know '?  "  said  Lily. 

"  I  wouldn't  give  twopence  for  the  whole  of  it,"  said  Bell. 

"  When  you  get  anybody  to  write  to  you  letters,  I  wonder 
whether  you'll  show  them  to  everybody  ?  " 

"  But  if  there's  any  special  London  news,  I  suppose  we 
might  hear  it,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  But  suppose  there's  no  special  London  news,  mamma. 
The  poor  man  had  only  been  in  town  one  day,  you  know :  and 
there  never  is  any  news  at  this  time  of  the  year." 

"  Had  he  seen  uncle  Christopher  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  he  had  ;  but  he  doesn't  say.  We  shall  get 
all  the  news  fi'om  him  when  he  comes.  He  cares  mu«h  more 
about  London  news  than  Adolphus  does."  And  then  there 
was  no  more  said  about  the  letter. 

!  But  Lily  had  read  her  two  foi-mer  letters  over  and  over 
again  at  the  breakfast-table ;  and  though  she  had  not  read 
them  aloud,  she  had  repeated  many  words  out  of  them,  and 
had  8-1  annotated  upon  them  that  her  mother,  who  had  heard 
her,  could  have  almost  re-^vritten  them.  Now,  she  did  not 
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even  show  the  paper ;  and  then  her  absence,  during  which  she 
had  read  the  letter,  had  hardly  exceeded  a  minute  or  two. 
All  this  Mrs.  Dale  observed,  and  she  knew  that  her  daughter 
had  been  again  disappoiutcd. 

In  fact  that  day  Lily  was  very  serious,  but  she  did  not 
appear  to  be  unhappy.  Early  after  breakfast  Bell  went  over 
to  the  parsonage,  and  Mrs.  Dale  and  her  youngest  daughter 
sat  together  over  their  work.  "  Mamma,"  she  said,  "  I  hope 
you  and  I  arc  not  to  be  divided  when  I  go  to  live  in  London." 

"  We  shall  never  be  divided  in  heart,  my  love." 

"  Ah,  but  that  will  not  be  enough  for  happiness,  though 
perhaps  enough  to  prevent  absolute  unhappiness.  I  shall 
want  to  see  you,  touch  you,  and  pet  you  as  I  do  now."  And 
she  came  and  knelt  on  the  cushion  at  her  mother's  feet. 

"  You  will  have  some  one  else  to  caress  and  pet, — perhaps 
many  others." 

'"'  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  are  going  to  throw  me  off, 

mamma?" 

"  God  forbid,  my  darling.  It  is  not  mothers  that  throw  off 
their  children.  What  shall  I  have  left  when  you  and  Bell  arc 
gone  from  me  ?  " 

"  But  we  will  never  be  gone.  That's  what  I  mean.  We 
are  to  be  just  the  same  to  you  always,  even  though  wo  are 
married.  I  must  have  my  right  to  be  here  as  much  as  I  have 
it  now ;  and,  in  return,  you  shall  have  your  right  to  be  there. 
His  house  must  be  a  home  to  you,— not  a  cold  place  which 
you  may  visit  now  and  again,  with  your  best  clothes  on.  You 
know  what  I  mean,  when  I  say  that  we  must  not  be  divided." 

"  But  Lily " 

"  Well,  mamma  ?  " 

"I  have  no  doubt  we  shall  be  happy  together, — you 

and  I." 

"  But  you  were  going  to  say  more  than  that." 

"  Only  this,— that  your  house  will  be  his  house,  and  will 
be  full  without  me.  A.  daughter's  marriage  is  always  a  paiuful 
pai-ting*" 

"Is  it,  mamma?" 

"  Not  that  I  would  have  it  othei-wise  than  it  is.  Do  not 
think  that  I  would  wish  to  keep  you  at  home  with  me.  Of 
course  you  will  both  marry  and  leave  me.  I  hope  that  he  to 
whom  you  are  going  to  devote  yourself  maybe  spared  to  love  you 
and  protect  you."  Then  the  widow's  heart  became  too  tull,  and 
she  put  away  her  child  from  her  that  she  might  hide  her  face. 
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"  IMiimmji,  mamma,  I  wish  I  was  not  going  from  you." 

"No,  Lily;  do  not  say  that.  I  shouhl  not  be  contented 
with  life  if  I  did  not  seo  both  my  gii-Is  married.  I  think  that 
it  is  the  only  lot  which  can  give  to  a  woman  perfect  content 
and  satisfoction.  I  would  have  you  both  man-ied.  I  should 
be  the  most  selfish  being  alive  if  I  wished  otherwise." 

"  Bell  will  settle  herself  near  you,  and  then  you  will  seo 
more  of  her  and  love  her  better  than  you  do  me." 

"  I  shall  not  love  her  better." 

"  I  ^vish  she  would  marry  some  London  man,  and  then  you 
would  come  with  us,  and  be  near  to  us.  Do  you  know,  mamma, 
I  sometimes  think  you  don't  like  this  place  here." 

"  Your  uncle  has  been  very  kind  to  give  it  to  us." 

"  I  know  he  has ;  and  we  have  been  vciy  happy  here. 
But  if  Bell  should  leave  you " 

"  Then  should  I  go  also.  Your  uncle  has  been  very  kind, 
but  I  sometimes  feel  that  his  kindness  is  a  burden  which  I 
should  not  be  strong  enough  to  bear  solely  on  my  own 
shoulders.  And  what  should  keep  me  here,  then  ?  "  Mrs. 
Dale  as  she  said  this  felt  that  the  "  here  "  of  which  she  spoke 
extended  beyond  the  hmits  of  the  home  which  she  held  through 
the  charity  of  her  brother-in-law.  Might  not  all  the  world,  as 
far  as  she  was  concerned  in  it,  be  contained  in  that  here  ? 
How  was  she  to  live  if  both  her  children  should  be  taken 
away  from  her  ?  She  had  already  realized  the  fact  that 
Crosbie's  house  could  never  be  a  home  to  her, — never  even  a 
temporar}-  home.  Her  visits  there  must  be  of  that  full-dressed 
nature  to  which  Lily  had  alluded.  It  was  impossible  that  she 
could  explain  this  to  Lily.  She  would  not  prophesy  that  the 
hero  of  her  girl's  heart  would  be  inhospitable  to  his  wife's 
mother  ;  but  such  had  been  her  reading  of  Crosbie's  character. 
Alas,  alas,  as  matters  were  to  go,  his  hospitality  or  inhos- 
pitaUty  would  be  matter  of  small  moment  to  them. 

Again  in  the  afternoon  the  two  sisters  were  togctlier,  and 
Lily  was  still  more  serious  than  her  wont.  It  might  almost 
have  been  gathered  from  her  manner  that  this  maiTiago  of 
Hlis  was  about  to  take  place  at  once,  and  that  she  was  pre- 
I'aring  to  leave  her  home.  "Bell,"  she  said,  "  I  wonder  why 
Or.  Crofts  never  comes  to  see  us  now  ?  " 

"  It  isn't  a  mouth  since  he  was  here,  at  our  party." 

"  A  month !  But  there  was  a  time  when  he  made  some 
pretext  for  being  here  every  other  day." 

"  Yes,  when  mamma  was  ill." 
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"Ay,  and  since  mamma  was  -well,  too.     But  I  suppose  x 
"must  not  break  the  promise  you  made  me  give  you.     He's  not 
to  be  talked  about  even  yet,  is  he  ?" 

"  I  didn't  say  he  was  not  to  be  talked  about,     lou  know 
what  I  meant,  Lilv ;  and  what  I  meant  then,  I  mean  now.'' 

"And  how  long  will  it  be  before  you  mean  somethmg 
else  ?     I  do  hope  it  will  come  some  day,— I  do  indeed." 

"It  never  will,  Lily.      I  once  fancied  that  I  cared  for 

Dr.  Crofts,  but  it  was  only  fancy.     I  know  it,  because " 

She  was  going  to  explain  that  her  knowledge  on  that  pomt  was 
assured  to  her,  because  since  that  day  she  had  felt  that  she 
might  have  learned  to  love  another  man.  But  that  other  man 
had  been  Mr.  Crosbic,  and  so  she  stopped  herself. 
"  I  wish  he  would  come  and  ask  you  himself." 
"  He  will  never  do  so.  He  would  never  ask  such  a  ques- 
tion without  encouragement,  and  I  shall  give  him  none.  Nor 
will  he  ever  think  of  mai-rying  till  he  can  do  so  without,— 
without  what  he  thinks  to  be  imprudence  as  regards  money. 
He  has  corn-age  enough  to  be  poor  himself  without  unhappi- 
ness,  but  he  has  not  courage  to  endure  poverty  with  a  wite. 
I  know  well  what  his  feelings  are." 

"Well,  we  shall  see,"  said  Lily.  "I  shouldn  t  wonder 
if  you  were  married  first  now.  Bell.  For  my  part  I'm  quite 
prepared  to  wait  for  tlii-ee  years." 

Late   on  that  evening  the  squire  returned  to  Alhngton, 
Bernard  having  diiven  over  to  meet  him  at  the  station.     He 
had  telegraphed  to  his  nephew  that  he  would  be  back  by  a  late 
train,  and  no  more  than  this  had  been  heard  from  him  since 
he  went.     On  that  day  Bernard  had  seen  none  of  the  ladies  at 
the  Small  House.     With  Bell  at  the  present  moment  it  was 
impossible  that  he  should  be  on  easy  terms.     He  could  not 
meet  her  alone  without  recurring  to  the  one  special  subject  of 
interest  between  them,  and  as  to  that  ho  did  not  choose  to 
speak  without  much  forethought.     He  had  not  known  himseli, 
when  he  had  gone  about  his  wooing  so  lightly,  thinking  it  a 
slight  thing,  whether  or  no  he  might  be  accepted.     Now  it 
was  no  longer  a  slight  thing  to  him.     I  do  not  know  that  it 
was  love  that  made  him  so  eager;  not  good,  honest,  do^\^3- 
rif'ht  love.     But  he  had  set  his  heart  upon  the  object,  and 
wfth  the  wilfulness  of  a  Dale  was  determined  that  it  should  be 
his      He  had  no  remotest  idea  of  giving  up  his  cousm,  but  he 
had  at  last  persuaded  himself  that  she  was  not  to  be  woa 
without  some  toil,  and  perhaps  also  some  delay. 
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Nor  had  he  been  in  a  humour  to  talk  either  to  Mrs.  Dale 
or  to  Lily.     He  feared  that  Lady  Julia's  news  was  true -that 
at  any  rate  there  might  be  in  it  something  of  truth  ;  and  while 
thus  in  doubt  he  could  not  go  dov.ii  to  the  Small  House.     So 
he  hung  about  the  place  by  himself,,  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth, 
earmg  that  something  evil  was  going  to  happen,  and  when 
he  message  camo  for  him.   almost   shuddered  as  he  seated 
himselt  in  the  gig.     ^at  would  it  become  hira  to  do  in  this 
emergency  if  Crosbie  had  ti-uly  been  giiilty  of  the  villany  with 
which  Lady  Juha  had  charged  him  ■?     Thirty  rears  ago  he 
would  have  caUed  the  man  out,  and  shot  at 'him  till  one  of 
hem  was  hit.     Now-a-days  it  was  hardly  possible  for  a  man 
to  do    hat ;  and  yet  what  would  the  world  say  of  him  if  he 
aUowed  such  an  injury  as  this  to  pass  without  ven-eance  '> 

Mis  uncle,  as  he  came  forth  from  the  stati'on  with  his 
^velhng-bag  in  his  hand,  was  stern,  gloomy,  and  silent. 
He  came  out  and  took  his  place  in  the  gig  almost  without 
speaking.  There  were  strangers  about,  and  therefore  his 
nephew  at  first  could  ask  no  question,  but  as  the  gig  turned 
the  comer  out  of  the  station-house  yard  he  demanded  the 

"  What  have  you  heard  ?"  he  said. 

But  even  then  the  squire  did  not  answer  at  once.  He 
Shook  his  head,  and  turned  away  his  face,  as  though  he  did 
not  choose  to  be  interrogated. 

"  Have  you  seen  him,  sir  ?"  asked  Bernard. 

"  No,  he  has  not  dared  to  see  me  " 

'•  Then  it  is  true  '?  " 

"True?— yes,  it  is  aU  true.  T\Tiy  did  you  brin'r  the 
scoundrel  here?     It  has  been  your  foult.''  ° 

fcr  r^'°'  '\^^l°^^st  contradict  that.     I  did  not  know  him 
for  a  scoundrel.  ^^ 

T,.nn"^i"i*-'\'''''  ^"'^  "^"^y  *°  ^^^°  ^°o^  ^im  before  you 
brmight  him  here  among  them.     Poor  girl !  how  is  she  to  be 

"  Then  she  does  not  know  it  ?" 

"  I  fear  not.     Have  you  seen  them  ?  " 

"I  saw  them  yesterday,  and  she  did  not  know  it  then  : 
She  may  hav-e  heard  it  to-day." 

"  I  don't  think  so.  I  believe  he  has  been  too  great  a 
coward  to  write  to  her.  A  coward  indeed  !  How  can  any 
man  hnd  the  courage  to  vnrite  such  a  letter  as  that  '> " 

By  degrees  the  squii-e  told  his  tale.     How  he  had  gone  to 
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Lady  Julia,  had  made  his  way  to  London,  had  tracked  Crosbie 
to  his  club,  and  had  there  learned  the  whole  truth  from 
Crosbie's  friend,  Fowler  Pratt,  we  already  know.  "  The 
coward  escaped  me  while  I  was  talking  to  the  man  he  sent 
down,"  said  the  squire.  ''  It  was  a  concerted  plan,  and  I 
think  he  was  right.  I  should  have  brained  him  in  the  hall  of 
the  club."  On  the  following  morning  Pratt  had  called  upon 
him  at  liis  inn  with  Crosbie's  apology.  "  His  apology  !  "  said 
the  squire.  "  I  have  it  in  my  pocket.  Poor  reptile  ;  wretched 
wonu  of  a  man !  I  cannot  understand  it.  On  my  honour, 
Bernard,  I  do  not  understand  it.  I  think  men  are  changed 
since  I  knew  much  of  them.  It  would  have  been  impossible 
for  me  to  write  such  a  letter  as  that."  He  went  on  telling  how 
Pratt  had  brought  him  this  letter,  and  had  stated  that  Crosbie 
declined  an  interview.  ' '  The  gentleman  had  the  goodness  to 
assure  me  that  no  good  could  come  from  such  a  meeting. 
'  You  mean,'  I  answered,  '  that  I  cannot  touch  pitch  and  not 
be  defiled  ! '  He  acknowledged  that  the  man  was  pitch.  In- 
deed, he  could  not  say  a  word  for  his  friend.'* 

"  I  know  Pratt.  He  is  a  gentleman.  I  am  sure  he  would 
not  excuse  him." 

"  Excuse  him  !  How  could  any  one  excuse  him  ?  Words 
could  not  be  found  to  excuse  him."  And  then  he  sat  silent 
for  some  half  mile.  "  On  my  honour,  Bernard,  I  can  hardly 
yet  bring  myself  to  believe  it.  It  is  so  new  to  me.  It  makes 
me  feel  that  the  world  is  changed,  and  that  it  is  no  longer 
worth  a  man's  while  to  live  in  it." 

"  And  he  is  engaged  to  this  other  girl  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes;  with  the  full  consent  of. the  family.  It  is  all 
arranged,  and  the  settlements,  no  doubt,  in  the  lawyer's  hands 
by  this  time.  Ho  must  have  gone  away  from  here  determined 
to  throw  her  over.  Indeed,  I  don't  suppose  he  ever  meant  to 
many  her.  He  was  just  passing  away  his  time  here  in  the 
countiy." 

"  He  meant  it  up  to  the  time  of  his  leaving." 

"  I  don't  think  it.  Had  he  found  me  able  and  willing 
to  give  her  a  fortune  he  might,  perhaps,  have  manicd  her. 
But  I  don't  think  he  meant  it  for  a  moment  after  I  told  him 
that  she  would  have  nothing.  Well,  here  we  are.  I  may 
truly  say  that  I  never  before  came  back  to  my  own  house  with 
so  sore  a  heart." 

They  sat  silently  over  their  supper,  the  squire  showing 
more  open  sorrow  than  might  have  been  expected  fr'om  his 


"  ox   ATT   nOXOU?.,    I    DO   NOT    UNDERSTAND    IT."      207 

character.     -  WTiat  am  I  to  say  to  thorn  in  the  momma  o" 

be  repe;itoc    over  and  over  again.     -  How  am  I  to  do°if? 

And  It  1  tell  the  mother,  how  is  she  to  tell  her  chikl  ?  " 

"Do  you  think  that  he  has  given  no  intimation  of  his  pur- 
pose .  ^ 

"As  f^ir  as  I  can  tell,  none.  That  man  Pratt  knew  that 
he  had  not  done  so  yesterday  afternoon.  I  asked  liim  Nvhat 
were  the  intentions  of  his  blackguard  friend,  and  he  said  that 
he  did  not  know-that  Crosbie  would  probably  have  written  to 
mc.  Then  he  brought  me  this  letter.  There  it  is,"  and  the 
^■imre  threw  the  letter  over  the  table;  "read  it  and  let  me 
have  It  back.  He  thinks  probably  that  the  trouble  is  now  over 
as  lar  as  he  is  concerned." 

It  was  a   vile  letter  to  have  written  — not  because  the 
language  was  bad,  or  the  mode  of  expression  unfeeling,  or  the 
f.cts  falsely  stated-but  because  the  thing  to  be  told  was  in 
its.ll  so  vile.     There  are  deeds  which  will  not  bear  a  abss- 
sms  as  to  which  the  perpetrator  cannot  speak  othcnvis'^e  than 
as  a  reptile ;  circumstances  which  change  a  man  and  put  upon 
him  the  worthlessness  of  vermin.     Csosbie  had  stru--led  hard 
to  wnte  It,  going  home  to  do  it  after  his  last  inte^-view  on 
that  night  with  Pratt.     But  he  had  sat  moodily  in  his  chair  at 
his  lodgings,  unable  to  take  the  pen  in  his  hand.     Pratt  was 
to  come  to  him  at  his  office  on  the  following  morning,  and  he 
wen    to  bed  resolving  that  ho  would  wi-ite  it  at  his  desk. 
On  the  next  day  Pratt  was  there  before  a  word  of  it  had  been 
written. 

"  I  can't  stand  this  kind  of  thing,"  said  Pratt.  "  If  you 
mean  me  to  take  it,  you  must  write  it  at  once."  Then  with 
mward  groanmg,  Crosbie  sat  himself  at  his  table,  and  the 
words  at  last  were  forthcoming.  Such  words  as  they  were ! 
i  know  that  I  can  have  no  excuse  to  make  to  you— or  to 
her.  But  circumstanced  as  I  now  am,  the  truth  is  the  best. 
I  feel  that  I  should  not  make  Miss  Dale  happv ;  and,  there- 
fore, as  an  honest  man,  I  think  I  best  do'  mv  dutv  by 
relmquishmg  the  honour  which  she  and  vou  had  proposed  for 
me  Ihere  was  more  of  it,  but  we  all  know  of  what  words 
OTch  letters  are  composed,  and  how  men  write  when  they  feel 
themselves  constrained  to  write  as  reptiles. 

"  As  an  honest  man  ! "  repeated  the  squire.  "  On  my 
Honour,  Bernard,  as  a  gentleman,  I  do  not  understand  it.  I 
canno  beheve  it  possible  that  the  man  who  wrote  that  letter 
was  sittmg  the  other  day  as  a  guest  at  my  table." 
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<'  What  are  we  to  do  to  him?"  said  Bernard,  after  a  while. 

"  Treat  him  as  you  would  a  rat.  Throw  your  stick  at  him, 
if  he  comes  under  your  feet ;  but  beware,  above  all  thmgs, 
that  he  docs  not  get  into  your  house.     That  is  too  late  for  us 

now."  ,, 

"  There  must  be  more  than  that,  uncle. 

"  I  don't  know  what  more.  There  are  deeds  for  com- 
mitting^ which  a  man  is  doubly  damned,  because  he  has 
screened  himself  from  overt  punishment  by  the  nature  oi  his 
own  villany.  We  have  to  remember  Lily's  name,  and  do 
what  may  best  tend  to  her  comfort.     Poor  gii'l !  poor  girl !  '' 

Then  they  were  silent,  till  the  squii-e  rose  and  took  his  bed 
candle.  "  Bernard,"  he  said,  "  let  my  sister-in-law  know  early 
to-morrow  that  I  will  see  her  here,  if  she  wiU  be  good  enough 
to  come  to  me  after  breakfast.  Do  not  have  anytlimg  else  said 
at  the  Small  House.     It  may  be  that  he  has  witten  to-day. 

Then  the  squu-e  went  to  bed,  and  Bernard  sat  over  the 
dining-room  fire,  meditating  on  it  all.  How  would  the  wor  d 
expect  that  he  should  behave  to  Crosbie?  and  what  should 
he  do  when  he  met  Crosbie  at  the  club  ? 


CHAPTER    XXVni. 


THE  BOARD. 


Ceosbie,  as  we  already  know,  went  to  his  office  in  Whitehall 
on  the  morning  after  his  escape  from  Scbright's,  at  which 
establishment  he  left  the  Squii-e  of  AUington  in  conference 
with  Fowler  Pratt.  He  had  seen  Fowler  Pratt  again  that 
same  night,  and  the  course  of  the  story  will  have  shown  what 
took  place  at  that  interview. 

He  went  early  to  his  office,  knowing  that  he  had  before 
him  the  work  of  writing  two  letters,  neither  of  which  would  run 
very  gliblv  from  his  pen.  One  was  to  be  his  missive  to  the 
squire,  to  be  delivered  by  his  fr-iend ;  the  other,  that  fatal 
epistle  to  poor  Lily,  which,  as  the  day  passed  away,  he  found 
himself  utterly  unable  to  accomplish.  The  letter  to  the  squiro 
he  did  wi-ite,  under  certain  threats  ;  and,  as  we  have  seen,  was 
considered  to  have  degraded  himself  to  the  vermin  rank  of 
humanity  by  the  meanness  of  his  production. 
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But  on  reaching  his  office  he  found  that  other  cares  awaited 
him, — cares  which  he  would  have  taken  much  delight  in  bear- 
ing, had  the  state  of  his  mind  enabled  him  to  take  delight 
in  an}-thing.    On  entering  the  lobby  of  his  otfice,  at  ten  o'clock, 
he  became  aware  that  he  was  received   by  the   messengers 
assembled  there  with  almost  more  than  their  usual  deference. 
He  was  always  a  great  man  at  the  General  Committee  Otfice ; 
but  there  are  shades  of  greatness  and  shades  of  deference, 
which,  though  quite  beyond  the  powers  of  definition,  neverthe- 
less manifest  themselves  clearly  to  the  experienced  ear  and 
eye.     He  walked  through  to  his  own  apartment,  and  there 
found  two  otficial  letters  addressed  to  him  lying  on  his  table. 
The  first  which  came  to  hand,  though  oflicial,  was  small,  and 
marked  private,  and  it  was  adibessed  in  the  handwriting  of 
his  old  friend,  Butterwell,  the  outgoing  secretaiy.     "I  shall 
see  you  in  the  morning,  nearly  as  soon  as  you  get  this,"  said 
the  senii-ofl5cial  note;    "but' I  must  be  the  first  to  congra- 
tulate you  on  the  acquisition  of  my  old  shoes.     They  will  be 
very  easy  in  the  wearing   to  you,   though  they  pinched  my 
corns  a  little  at  first.     I  dare  say  they  want  new  soling,  and 
perhaps  they  are  a  little  down  at  heels  ;    but  you  ^^'ill  find 
some  excellent  cobbler  to  make  them  all  right,  and  will  give 
them  a  grace  in  the  wearing  which  they  have  sadly  lacked 
since  they  came  into  my  possession.     I  wish  you  much  joy 
with  them,"  &c.  &c.     He  then  opened  the  larger  ofiicial  letter, 
but  that  had  now  but  little  interest  for  him.     He  could  have 
made  a  copy  of  the  contents  without  seeing  them.     The  Board 
of  Commissioners  had  had  great  pleasure  in  promoting  him  to 
the  office  of  secretary-,  vacated  by  the  promotion  of  Mr.  Butter- 
well  to  a  seat  at  their  own  Board ;  and  then  the  letter  was 
signed  by  Mr.  Butterwell  himself. 

How  delightful  to  him  would  have  been  this  welcome  on 
liis  return  to  his  oflice  had  his  heart  in  other  respects  been 
free  from  care !  And  as  he  thought  of  this,  he  remembered 
all  Lily's  charms.  He  told  himself  how  much  she  excelled 
the  noble  sciou  of  the  De  Courcy  stock,  with  whom  he  was 
now  destined  to  mate  himself;  how  the  bride  ho  had  rejected 
excelled  the  one  he  had  chosen  in  grace,  beauty,  faith,  fresh- 
ness, and  all  feminine  virtues.  If  he  could  only  wipe  out  the 
last  fortnight  from  the  facts  of  his  existence !  But  fortnights 
such  as  those  are  not  to  be  wiped  out, — not  even  ^^ith  many 
sorrowful  years  of  tedious  scrubbing. 

And  at  tliis  moment  it  seemed  to  him  as  though  all  those 
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impediments  which  had  frightened  him  when  he  had  thought  of 
manying  Lily  Dale  were  withdra^vn.  That  which  would  have 
been  terrible  with  seven  or  eight  hundred  a  year,  would  have 
been  made  delightful  with  twelve  or  thirteen.  Why  had  his 
fate  been  so  unkind  to  him  ?  Why  had  not  this  promotion 
come  to  him  but  one  fortnight  earlier  ?  Why  had  it  not  been 
declared  before  he  had  made  his  visit  to  that  terrible  castle  ? 
He  even  said  to  himself  that  if  he  had  positively  kuo\\Ti  the 
fact  before  Pratt  had  seen  Mr.  Dale,  he  would  have  sent  a 
different  message  to  the  squii-e,  and  would  have  braved  the 
anger  of  all  the  race  of  the  De  Courcys.  But  in  that  he  lied 
to  himself,  and  he  knew  that  he  did  so.  An  earl,  in  his 
imagination,  was  hedged  by  so  strong  a  divinity,  that  his 
treason  towards  Alexandrina  could  do  no  more  than  peep  at 
what  it  would.  It  had  been  considered  but  little  by  him,  when 
the  project  first  offered  itself  to  his  mind,  to  jilt  the  niece  of  a 
small  rural  squire  ;  but  it  was  not  in  him  to  jilt  the  daughter 
of  a  countess. 

That  house  full  of  babies  in  St.  John's  Wood  appeared 
to  him  now  under  a  very  different  guise  from  that  which  it 
wore  as  he  sat  in  his  room  at  Courcy  Castle  on  the  evening 
of  his  arrival  there.  Then  such  an  establishment  had  to  him 
the  flavour  of  a  graveyard.  It  was  as  though  he  were  going 
to  bury  himself  alive.  Now  that  it  was  out  of  his  reach,  he 
thought  of  it  as  a  paradise  upon  earth.  And  then  he  con- 
sidered what  soi-t  of  a  paradise  Lady  Alexandrina  would  make 
for  him.  It  was  astonishing  how  ugly  was  the  Lady  Alexan- 
drina, how  old,  how  graceless,  how  destitute  of  all  pleasant 
charm,  seen  through  the  spectacles  which  ho  wore  at  the  pre- 
sent moment. 

During  his  first  hour  at  the  ofiice  he  did  nothing.  One 
or  two  of  the  younger  clerks  came  in  and  congratulated  him 
with  much  heartiness.  He  was  popular  at  his  office,  and  they 
had  got  a  step  by  his  promotion.  Then  he  met  one  or  two 
of  the  elder  clerks,  and  was  congratulated  with  much  less 
heartiness.  "  I  suppose  it's  .ill  right,"  said  one  blufi"  old 
gentleman.  "  My  time  is  gone  by,  I  know.  I  mamed  too 
early  to  be  able  to  wear  a  good  coat  when  I  was  young,  and  I 
never  was  acquainted  \nth  any  lords  or  lords'  famiHes."  The 
sting  of  this  was  the  sharper  because  Crosbie  had  begun  to 
feel  how  absolutely  useless  to  him  had  been  all  that  high 
interest  and  noble  connection  which  he  had  formed.  He  had 
really  been  promoted  because  he  knew  more  about  his  work 


THE    BOARD.  271 

^an  any  Of  the  other  men,  and  Ladj  De  Courcys  influential 
relation  at  the  India  Board  had  not  yet  even  had  time  to  wr  te 
a  note  upon  the  subject. 

At  eleven  Mr.  ButtenveU  came  into  Crosbie's  room,  and 
the  new  secretary  was  forced  to  clothe  himself  in  smiles.  Mr 
liutte^^^-ell  was  a  pleasant,  handsome  man  of  about  Mtv  who 
had  never  j^t  set  the  Thames  on  fii-e,  and  had  never  attempted 
to  do  so.  He  was  perhaps  a  little  more  civil  to  gi-eat  men  and 
a  httle  more  pa  romzmg  to  those  below  him  than  he  would 
ha^e  been  had  ho  been  perfect.  But  there  was  somethin<. 
ti-ank  and  English  even  in  his  mode  of  bowing  before  the 

t"%  4T;  :>1  ''  *^"  "'^  "^^^°^*  °^^Shty  h^  was  rather 
too  cnU  than  either  stem  or  supercihous.  He  knew  that  he 
^^as  no  very  clever,  but  he  knew  also  how  to  use  those  who 
were  clever.  He  seldom  made  any  mistake,  and  was  very 
scrupulous  not  to  tread  on  men's  corns.  Though  he  had  no 
enemies  yet  he  had  a  friend  or  two;  and  we  mav  therefore 
say  of  Mr  ButtenveU  that  he  had  walked  his  path^in  life  dis^ 
erectly.  At  the  age  of  thiity-five  he  had  married  a  lady  wi^th 
some  httle  fortune,  and  now  he  hved  a  pleasant,  easv,  Lmll 
hfe  m  a  viUa  at  Putney,  ^en  Mr.  ButterweU  heai'd,  as  h^ 
often  did  hear   of  the  difficulty  which  an  English  gentleman 

itrLT'%'" '""'  ^  '^'^  '"^  ^'°'^"*^'  ^«  --  --rto 

Ww  ?l    f  T  ^"/'"^  '^'''  ^''^^   ''"^^  complacencv.      He 
blew  tha    he  had  not  given  the  world  much;   vet  "he  had 

lact      Mr   ButterweU  used  to  say  to  himself,  as  he  walked 
along  the  paths  of  his  Putney  villa.  "  '•  Tact.     Tact      T^ct  ' 

.n«"?fl"^'"  ^^?"^'  ^^  ^"^  ^^^^^^^  the  room  cheeiilv,  '"I 

-ngratulate  you  with  all  my  heart.     I  do,  indeed.     You^have 

t  the  step  early  in  hie,  and  you  deserve  it  thorou-hly  •— 

u^ch  better  than  I  did  when  I  was  appointed  to  the  same 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Crosbie,  gloomily. 

ml?"^  ?  '''>'  .^?;  l^'-     ^^'"^  "'^  ^"°^^^  l°ckv  to  have  such 
man,  and  so  I  told  the  commissioners." 

"  I'm  sure  I'm  very  much  obhged  to  you  " 
ItaffloBn/"r?/\f"  ^^^"g'-'^^fore   you  left   even.      Sii- 

Office      tT'     i      ^^^  "^^  \'  ^^'  *°  g«  t«  the  Income-tax 
"ftce.     The  chair  is  two  thousand  there,  you  know;  and  I 
Ueen  promised  the  first  seat  at  the  Board." 
<!  V    '~^  "^^^  ^'^  known,"  said  Crosbie. 
iou   are  much  better  as  you   ai-e,"   said   Luttcrwell. 
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"  There's  uo  pleasure  like  a  surprise  !  Besides,  one  knows 
a  tiling  of  that  kind,  and  yet  doesn't  know  it.  I  don't  mind 
saving^'now  that  I  knew  it,— swearing  that  I  knew  it,— hut  I 
wouldn't  have  said  so  to  a  living  heing  the  day  hefore  yester- 
day. There  are  guch  slips  between  the  cups  and  the  lips. 
Suppose  Sir  Eaffle  had  not  gone  to  the  Income  tax  !  " 

"Exactly  so,"  said  Crosbie. 

*•  But  it's  all  right  now.  Indeed  I  sat  at  the  Board  yester- 
day, though  I  signed  the  letter  afterwards.  I'm  not  sure  that 
I  don't  lose  more  than  I  gain." 

"  What !  with  three  hundred  a  year  more  and  less  work  .-' 

"  Ah,  but  look  at  the  interest  of  the  thing.  The  secretaiy 
sees  everything  and  knows  eveiything.  But  I'm  getting  old, 
and,  as  you  say,  the  lighter  work  will  suit  me.  By  the  by, 
will  you  come  down  to  Putney  to-morrow  ?  Mrs.  Butterwell 
will  be  dehghtcd  to  see  the  new  secretary.  There^s  nobody 
in  town  now,  so  you  can  have  no  ground  for  refusing."  _ 

But  Mr.  Crosbie  did  find  some  ground  for  retusmg.  It, 
would  have  been  impossible  for  him  to  have  sat  and  smiled  at 
Mrs.  Butterwell's  table  in  his  present  frame  of  mind.  In  a 
mysterious,  half-explanatoiy  manner,  he  let  Mr.  Buttei-wcU 
know  that  private  affairs  of  importance  made  it  absolutely 
necessaiy  that  he  should  remain  that  evening  in  town.  "  And 
indeed,"  as  he  said,  "  he  was  not  his  own  master  just  at  pre- 

"  By  the  by,— of  course  not.  I  had  quite  forgotten  to 
con^n-atulate  you  on  that  head.  So  you're  going  to  be  married  ? 
Well ;  I'm  veiy  glad,  and  hope  you'll  be  as  lucky  as  I  have 

been."  .        „        ,       -i 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Crosbie,  again  rather  gloomily. 
"A  young  lady  from  near  Guestwick,  isn't  it;  or  some- 
where in  those  parts  ? "  ,     ,   ,  j. 
<<  N no,"  stammered  Crosbie.     "  The  lady  comes  from 

Barsctshire."  m  -i     , 

"Why,  I  heard  the  name.     Isn't  she  a  Bell,  or  iait,  or 

Ball,  or  some  such  name  as  that  ? "  ■,  u 

"No,"   said   Crosbie,  assuming  what  boldness  he   could 

command.     "  Her  name  is  De  Courcy." 
"  One  of  the  earl's  daughters  ?  " 
"  Yes,"  said  Crosbie.  ^ 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.     I'd  heard  wrong.     You  re  going 

to  be  allied  to  a  veiy  noble  family,  and  I  am  heartily  glad  to 

hear  of  your  success  in  hfe."    Then  Buttei-well  shook  him  very 
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ffoivlially  by  the  haml, — having  ofiered  him  no  sueli  special 
testimony  of  approval  when  under  the  belief  that  he  was  goiii" 
to  marry  a  Bell,  a  Tait,  or  a  Ball.  All  the  same,  Mr.  Butter^ 
well  be-^an  to  think  that  there  was  something  wrong.  He  hatl 
heard  from  an  indubitable  source  that  Crosbic  had  engaged 
himself  to  a  niece  of  a  squire  with  whom  he  had  been  staylui: 
near  Guestwick, — a  girl  without  any  money ;  and  Mr.  Butter^ 
well,  in  his  wisdom,  had  thought  his  friend  Crosbie  to  be  rathir 
a  fool  for  his  pains.  But  now  he  was  going  to  maiTy  one  of 
the  De  Coureys  !  ^Ir.  Butten\-ell  was  rather  at  his  wits'  ends. 
"  Well ;  we  shall  be  sitting  at  two,  you  know,  and  of  course 
'^u'll  come  to  us.  If  you're  at  leisure  before  that  I'll  make 
over  what  papers  I  have  to  you.  I've  not  been  a  Lord  Eldou 
in  my  office,  and  they  won't  break  your  back." 

Immediately  after  that  Fowler  Pratt  had  been  shown  into 
Crosbie's  room,  and  Crosbie  had  written  the  letter  to  the  squire 
under  Pratt's  eye. 

He  could  take  no  joy  in  his  promotion.  "When  Pratt  left 
him  he  tried  to  lighten  his  heart.  He  endeavoured  to  throw 
Lily  and  her  wrongs  behind  him,  and  fix  his  thoughts  on  his 
advancing  successes  iu  life ;  but  he  could  not  do  it.  A  self- 
imposed  trouble  will  not  allow  itself  to  be  banished.  If  a  man 
lose  a  thousand  pounds  by  a  friend's  fault,  or  by  a  turn  in  the 
wheel  of  fortune,  he  can,  if  he  bo  a  man.  put  his  gi-ief  doA\ni 
and  trample  it  under  foot ;  he  can  exorcise  the  spii-it  of  his 
grievance,  and  bid  the  e^-il  one  depart  from  out  of  his  house. 
Bat  such  exorcism  is  not  to  be  used  when  the  sorrow  has 
come  from  a  man's  o^\■n  folly  and  sin  ;— especially  not  if  it  has 
come  from  his  own  selfishness.  Such  are  the  cases  whicli 
;  make  men  drink  ;  which  drive  them  on  to  the  avoidance  of  all 
I  thought ;  which  create  gamblers  and  reckless  prodigals  ;  which 
1  are  the  promoters  of  suicide.  How  could  he  avoid  writing  this 
ttor  to  Lily  ?  He  might  blow  his  brains  out,  and  so  let  "there 
■^  an  end  of  it  all.  It  was  to  such  reflections  that  he  came, 
!ien  he  sat  himself  do^n  endeavouring  to  reap  satisfaction 
im  his  promotion. 

But  Crosbie  was  not  a, man  to  commit  suicide.  In  giving 
ni  his  due  I  must  protest  that  he  was  too  good  for  that.  He 
ew  too  well  that  a  pistol-bullet  could  not  be  the  ])e-all  and  the 
id-all  here,  and  there  was  too  much  manliness  in  him  for  so 
■wardly  an  escape.  The  burden  must  be  borne.  But  how  was 
■  to  bear  it  ?  There  he  sat  till  it  was  two  o'clock,  neglecting 
Ir.  Butterwell  and  his  office  papers,  and  not  stirring  from  his 
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seat  till  a  messenger  summoned  him  before  the  Board.     The    > 
Board,  as  he  entered  the  room,  was  not  such  a  Board  as  the 
public  may,  perhaps,  imagine  such  Boards  to  be      There  was  a 
round  table,  with  a  few  pens  lying  about,  and  a  comfortable 
leathern  arm-chair  at  the  side  of  it,  farthest  from  the  door.    Sir 
Baffle  Buffle  was  leaving  his  late  colleagues   and  was  standing 
uith  his  back  to  the  fire-place,  talking  yery  loudly.     Sir  KatHe 
was  a  great  bully,  and  the  Board  was  uncommonly  glad  to  be 
rid  of  him ;  but  as  this  was  to  be  his  last  appearance  at  the  , 
Committee  Office,  they  submitted  to  his  ^ice  meekly.     Mr. 
Buttei-well  was  standing  close  to  him,  essaymg  to    augh  mildly 
•it  Sir  Baffle's  jokes.     A  little  man,  hardly  more  than  five  leet 
hich,  with  small  but  honest-looking  eyes,  and  close-cut  hair, 
was  standing  behind  the  arm-chair,  i-ubbing  his  hands  together, 
and  loncrlng  for  the  departure  of  Sii-  Baffle,  m  order  that  he 
mi«ht  sit  down.     This  was  Mr.  Optimist,  the  new  chairman,  m 
praise  of  whose  appointment  the  Daily  Jupiter  had  been  so 
loud,  declaring  that  the  present  Minister  was  showmg  himselt 
superior  to  all  Ministers  who  had  ever  gone  before  him,  m  giving 
promotion  solely  on  the  score  of  merit.     The  Daily  Jupiter,  a 
fortnight  since,  had  published  a  vei7  eloquent  article   strongly 
advocating  the  claims  of  Mr.  Optimist,  and  was  naturally  pleased 
to  find  that  its  advice  had  been  taken.     Has  not  an  obedient 
^linistcr  a  right  to  the  praise  of  those  powers  which  he  obeys  .-' 
Mr.  Optmiist  was,  in  truth,  an  industrious  little  gentleman, 
very  weU  connected,  who  had  served  the  public  all  his  life,  and 
who  was,  at  anv  rate,  honest  in  his  dealings.     Nor  was  he  a 
bullY,  such  as  his  predecessor.     It  might,  however,  be  a  question 
whether  he  earned  guns  enough  for  the  command  m  which  he 
was  now  to  be  employed.     There  was  but  one  other  member  of 
the  Board,  Major  Fiasco  by  name,  a  discontented,  broken- 
hearted, silent  man,  who  had  been  sent  to  the  General  Committee 
Office  some  few  years  before  because  he  was  not  wanted  any- 
where else.    He  was  a  man  who  had  intended  to  do  great  things 
when  he  entered  public  life,  and  had  possessed  the  talent  and 
energv  for  things  moderately  great.     He  had  also  possessed  to 
a  certain  extent  the  ear  of  those  high  in  office;  but,  m  some 
way,  matters  had  not  gone  well  with  him,  and  m  rannmg  his 
com-se  he  had  gone  on  the  wi-ong  side  of  the  post      He  was  stui 
in  the  prime  of  life,  and  yet  all  men  knew  that  Major  Fiasco 
had  notliing  further  to  expect  fi'om  the  public  or  from  the  bovern- 
inent.     Indeed,  there  were  not  wanting  those  who  said  tha 
Major  Fiasco  was  already  in  receipt  of  a  Uberal  mcome,  loi 
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■vhicL  he  gave  no  work  in  return;  that  he  raerelv  filled  a  chwr 
or  four  hours  a  day  four  or  five  days  a  week,  siguiu^  his  mZ 
to  certaxn  forms  and  documents,  reading,  or  pretending  ^  Cl 
^orta m  papers  but,  in  truth,  doing  no  good.  Major  Fiasco  on 
the  0  her  hand,  considered  himself  to  be  a  deeply  injured  irn'r 
Tidual,  and  he  spent  his  life  in  brooding  over  h  s  wron^  He 
believed  now  m  nothing  and  in  nobodyf    He  had  be4n  pubh' 

that  whic     h.  f      Y^""'  '^^''^-'''^^^^  i^  any  man  other  than 

thf<,  or^Lf  f.  "^^  ""'^'^  f""'  "^■'°*  ^^°^l^i  ^J^«^^-  to  him  that 
th  s  or  that  0  her  compeer  of  his  own  had  proved  himself  to  bo 
self-interested,  alse,  or  fi-audulent.  '«  Din't  tell  me,  Butter- 
weU,  he  would  say-for  ;nth  Mr.  ButtemeU  he  maintained 
aome  semi-ofticial  mtimacy,  and  he  would  take  that  ^eS  em ' 
bv  the  button-hole  holding  Mm  close.  "  Don't  tell  me!  I W 
what  men  are.  I've  seen  the  world.  I've  been  LkLtat 
tte:"''  n%T?.r  •     '  ^^"  ^-^^^  ^^  -as  doing  ''And 

^Tit  fo;"c^  denoune^g  it  by  any  means,  but  affecting  to 
BntlLn     ^n  ^^  ^^V^'  "^''^'^   '^  'l^^-^tion  was  a  ro^e 
Batter^sell  would  shrug  his  shoulders,  and  laugh  gentlvTnd 

Isor  did  he  ;  for  Butteim-11  believed  in  manv  thin^xs      He 
ttt  he' "ii;;f  r^r  ^^  ^"^  -  *^-  -rtl^'  -d  he  believed  aL 

bevond  ^Tthn  ,f      T'  """^^  '"^  "^  ^"*"^y  ^-i"^  i°  the  world 
^yond  ^ithout  undergomg  present  martyrdom.     His  Putney 

S^P^U;  If     '"  t  '"t'^'^'^"*  -mforts,  and  then  h^s  duty  o 
Oie  pabhc  afterwards.     It  was  thus  that  Mr.  Butter«eU  Jcni 
^ted  h.s  conduct ;  and  as  he  was  solicitous  that  the  vHla  shS, 
be  as  comfortable  a  home  to  his  wife  as  to  hfmseh',  and   h  t  t 

iieve^ in^p'S!'^  \'r'-''^  ^^  everything,  but  especiallv  he  be- 
S  ttee  Offl""'  ^^T''^'-  "^  '^'  ^^•'^-  J'^Piter,  k  the  Generd 
^mm.ttee  Office,  and  m  himself.     He  had  long  thou-ht  that 

ImfT.  Ju-  ^'*''*''"^^  Committee  Office,  he  was  quite  sure 
hate^erythlng  must  be  right.     In  Sir  likffle  Buffi^e  Leed 

^^hS'uflitlfl  'm  --^--'P-baps,  the 'greatest 
J>eemg  who  were  the  components  of  the  new  Board,  it  may 
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Le  presumed  that  Crosbie  would  look  forward  to  enjoying  a  not 
iininfluential  position  in  his  office.  There  were,  indeed,  some 
among  the  clerks  who  did  not  hesitate  to  say  that  the  new  secre- 
tary would  have  it  pretty  nearly  all  his  own  v,-ay.  As  for  "  old 
Jpt,"  there  would  be,  they  said,  no  difficulty  about  him.  Only 
tell  him  that  such  and  such  a  decision  was  his  own,  and  he 
would  be  sure  to  believe  the  teller.  Butterwell  was  not  fond  of 
work,  and  had  been  accustomed  to  lean  upon  Crosbie  for  many 
years.  As  for  Fiasco,  he  would  be  cynical  in  words,  but  wholly 
indifferent  in  deed.  If  the  whole  office  were  made  to  go  to  the 
mischief.  Fiasco,  in  his  own  grim  way,  would  enjoy  the  confusion. 

"  Wish  you  joy,  Crosbie,"  said  Sir  Baffle,  standing  up  on 
the  rag,  waiting  for  the  new  secretary  to  go  up  to  him  and  shake 
hands.  But  Sir  Eaffle  was  going,  and  the  new  secretaiy  did 
not  indulge  him. 

"  Thank  ye.  Sir  Raffle,"  said  Crosbie,  without  going  near 
the  rug. 

"  Mr.  Crosbie.  I  congratulate  you  inost  sincerely,"  said 
Mr.  Optimist.  "  Your  promotion  has  been  the  result  altogether 
of  your  own  merit.  You  have  been  selected  for  the  high  office 
which  you  are  now  called  upon  to  fill  solely  because  it  has  been 
thought  that  you  arc  the  most  fit  man  to  perform  the  onerous 
duties  attaclied  to  it.  Hum — h-m — ha.  As  regards  my  share 
in  the  recommendation  which  we  found  ourselves  bound  to 
submit  to  the  Treasury,  I  must  say  that  I  never  felt  less  hesita- 
tion in  my  life,  and  I  believe  I  may  declare  as  much  as  regards 
the  other  members  of  the  Board."  And  Mr.  Optimist  looked 
around  him  for  approving  words.  He  had  come  forward  from 
his  standing  grouud  behind  his  chair  to  v/elcome  Crosbie,  and 
had  shaken  his  hand  cordially.  Fiasco  also  had  risen  from  his 
^•eat,  and  had  assured  Crosbie  in  a  whisper  that  he  had  feathered 
his  nest  uncommon  well.     Then  he  had  sat  down  again. 

"  Indeed  you  may,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  said  Butterwell. 

"  I  told  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,"  said  Sir  Raffle, 
speaking  very  loud  and  with  much  authority,  "  that  unless  he 
had  some  first-rate  man  to  send  from  elsewhere  I  could  name 
a  fitting  candidate.  '  Sir  Raffle,'  he  said,  '  I  mean  to  keep  it 
in  the  office,  and  therefore  shall  be  glad  of  your  opinion.'  'la 
that  case,  Mr.  Chancellor,'  said  I,  '  Mr.  Crosbie  must  be  the 
man.'  '  Mr.  Crosbie  shall  be  the  man,'  said  the  Chancellor. 
And  Mr.  Crosbie  is  the  man." 

"  Your  friend  Sark  spoke  to  Lord  Brock  about  it,"  said 
Fiasco.    Now  the  Earl  of  Sark  was  a  young  nobleman  of  much 
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inflncnce  at  the  present  moment,  and  Lord  Brock  was  the  Prime 
Minister.     "  You  should  thank  Lord  Sark." 

"  Had  as  much  to  do  with  it  as  if  my  footman  had  spoken," 
d  Sir  Raffle. 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  the  Board  for  their  good 
opinion,"  said  Crosbie,  gravely.  "  I  am  obliged  to  Lord  Sark 
as  well, — and  also  to  yonr  footman.  Sir  Raffle,  if,  as  you  seem 
to  say,  he  hus  interested  hiuisclf  in  my  favour." 

"  I  didn't  say  anything  of  the  kind,"  said  Sir  Raffle.  "  I 
thought  it  right  to  makej-ou  understand  that  it  was  my  opinion, 
given,  of  course,  officially,  which  prevailed  with  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer.  "Wtil,  gentlemen,  as  I  shall  be  wanted  in 
the  city,  I  will  say  good  morning  to  you.  Is  my  carriage  ready, 
Boggs?"  Upon  which  the  attendant  messenger  opened  the 
door,  and  the  great  Sir  Raffle  Buffle  took  his  final  depai-ture 
from  the  scene  of  his  former  labours. 

"As  to  the  duties  of  your  new  office  " — and  Mr.  Optimist 
continued  his  speech,  taking  no  other  notice  of  the  departui-e  of 
his  enemy  than  what  was  indicated  by  an  increased  brightness 
of  his  eye  and  a  more  satisfactor}-  tone  of  voice — "  you  ^vill  find 
yourself  quite  familiar  with  them." 
"  Indeed  he  will,"  said  Butterwell. 

"  And  I  am  quite  sure  that  you  will  perform  them  with 

equal  credit  to  yourself,  satisfaction  to  the  department,  and 

advantage  to  the  public.     We   shall  always  be  glad  to  have 

your  opmion  on  any   subject  of  importance  that  may   come 

r')re  us ;  and  as  regards  the  intcnial  discipline  of  the  office, 

feel  that  we  may  leave  it   safely  in  your  hands.     In  any 

itter  of  importance  you  will,  of  coui'se,  consult  us,  and  I  feel 

very  confident  that  we  shall  go  on  together  with  gi-eat  comfort 

"d  with  mutual  confidence."     Then  Mr.  Optimist  looked  at 

-  brother  commissioners,  sat  down   in  his  ann-chair,   and 

ing  in  his  hands  some  papers  before  him,  began  the  routine 

"usiness  of  the  day. 

It  was  nearly  five  o'clock  v.-hen.  on  this  special  occasion, 

the  secretary  returned  from  the  board-room  to  his  o\vn  office. 

N*ot  for  a  moment  had  the  weight  been  off  his  shoulders  whilo 

■^ir   Raffle   had    been  bragging  or  Mr.   Optimist  making  his 

•^ch.    He  had  been  thinking,  not  of  them,  but  of  Lily  Dale  ; 

!  though  they  had  not  discovered  his  thoughts,  they  had 

ceived  that  he  was  hardly  like  himself. 

*'  I  never  saw  a  man  so  little  elated  by  good  fortune  in  mj 

,"  said  Mr.  Optimist. 
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"  Ah,  he's  got  somethiug  on  his  mind,"  said  Butterwell. 
*'  He's  going  to  be  married,  I  believe." 

"  If  that's  the  case,  it's  no  wonder  he  shoukln't  be  elated," 
said  Major  Fiasco,  who  was  himself  a  bachelor. 

When  in  his  own  room  again,  Crosbie  at  once  seized  on  a 
sheet  of  note-paper,  as  though  by  hunting  himself  on  with 
it  he  could  get  that  letter  to  Allington  written.  But  though 
the  paper  was  before  him,  and  the  pen  in  his  hand,  the  letter 
did  not,  would  not,  get  itself  written.  With  what  words  was 
be  to  begin  it  ?  To  whom  should  it  be  written  *?  How  was 
he  to  declare  himself  the  villain  which  he  had  made  himself? 
The  letters  from  his  office  were  taken  away  every  night  shortly 
after  six,  and  at  six  o'clock  he  had  not  written  a  word.  "  I 
will  do  it  at  home  to-night,"  he  said  to  himself,  and  then, 
tearing  off  a  scrap  of  paper,  he  scratched  those  few  lines  which 
Lily  received,  and  which  she  had  declined  to  communicate  to 
her  mother  or  sister.  Crosbie,  as  he  wrote  them,  conceived 
that  they  would  in  some  way  prepare  the  poor  girl  for  the 
coming  blow, — that  they  would,  at  any  rate,  make  her  Imow 
that  all  was  not  right ;  but  in  so  supposing  he  had  not  counted 
on  the  constancy  of  her  nature,  nor  had  he  thought  of  the 
promise  which  she  had  given  him  that  nothing  should  make 
her  doubt  him.  He  wrote  the  scrap,  and  then  taking  his  hat 
walked  off  through  the  gloom  of  the  November  evening  up 
Charing  Cross  and  St.  Martin's  Lane,  towards  the  Seven  Dials 
and  Bloomsbuiy,  into  regions  of  the  town  with  which  he  had  no 
business,  and  which  he  never  frequented.  He  hardly  knew 
where  he  went  or  wherefore.  How  was  he  to  escape  from  the 
weight  of  the  burden  which  was  now  crushing  him  ?  It  seemed 
to  him  as  though  he  would  change  his  position  with  thank- 
fulness for  that  of  the  junior  clerk  in  his  office,  if  only  that 
junior  clerk  had  upon  his  mind  no  such  betrayal  of  trust  as 
that  of  which  he  was  guilty. 

At  half-past  seven  he  found  himself  at  Sebright's,  and 
there  he  dined.  A  man  will  dine,  even  though  his  heart  be 
breaking.  Then  he  got  into  a  cab,  and  had  himself  taken 
home  to  Mount  Street.  During  his  walk  he  had  sworn  to 
himself  that  he  would  not  go  to  bed  that  night  till  the  letter 
was  written  and  posted.  It  was  twelve  before  the  first  words 
were  marked  on  the  paper,  and  yet  he  kept  his  oath.  Between 
two  and  three,  in  the  cold  moonlight,  he  crawled  out  and 
deposited  his  letter  in  the  nearest  post-office. 
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JonN  E.v>iES  and  Crosbie  returned  to  town  on  the  same  day. 
It  will  be  remembered  Low  Eames  had  assisted  Lord  De  Guest 
iu  the  matter  of  the  bull,  and  how  great  had  been  the  earls 
gratitude  on  the  occasion.  The  memory  of  this,  and  the  strong 
encouragement  which  he  received  from  his  mother  and  sister 
for  having  made  such  a  fiiend  by  his  gallantry,  lent  some  slight 
-itisfaction  to  his  last  hours  at  home.  But  his  two  misfortunes 
were  too  serious  to  allow  of  anything  like  real  happiness.  He 
was  leaving  Lilv  behind  him,  eu"a"ed  to  be  married  to  a  man 
whom  he  hated,  and  he  was  returning  to  Bui-ton  Crescent, 
where  he  would  have  to  face  Ameha  Roper, — Amelia  either 
in  her  rage  or  in  her  love.  The  prospect  of  Amelia  in  her 
rage  was  very  terrible  to  him ;  but  his  greatest  fear  was  of 
Amelia  in  her  love.  He  had  in  his  letter  declined  matrimony  ; 
but  what  if  she  talked  down  all  his  objections,  and  carried 
him  oti"  to  church  in  spite  of  himself! 

When  he  reached  London  and  got  into  a  cab  with  his 
portmanteau,  he  could  hardly  fetch  up  courage  to  bid  the  man 
drive  him  to  Burton  Crescent.  '*  I  might  as  well  go  to  an 
hotel  for  the  night,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  and  then  I  can  learn 
how  things  are  going  on  from  Cradell  at  the  office."  Never- 
theless, he  did  give  the  direction  to  Burton  Crescent,  and 
when  it  was  once  given  felt  ashamed  to  change  it.  But,  as 
he  was  driven  up  to  the  well-known  door,  his  heart  was  so 
low  within  him  that  he  might  almost  be  said  to  have  lost  it. 
When  the  cabman  demanded  whether  he  should  knock,  he 
eoald  not  answer ;  and  when  the  maid- servant  at  the  door 
greeted  him,  he  almost  ran  away. 

'*  Who's  at  home  ?  "  said  he,  asking  the  question  in  a  veiy 
low  voice. 

*' There's  missus,"  said  the  girl,  "and  Miss  Spruce,  and 
Mrs.  Lupex.  He's  away  somewhere,  in  his  tantrums  again ; 
land  there's  Mr. " 

"  Is  Miss  lioper  here  ?"  he  said,  still  whispering. 

"  Oh,  yes !  Miss  Mealyer's  here,"  said  the  girl,  speaking 
I  in  a  cruelly  loud  voice.  "  She  was  in  the  dining-room  just 
Inow,  putting  out  the  table.     Miss  Mealyer ! "     And  the  girl, 


230       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

as  she  calleJ  out  the  name,  opened  the  dining-room  dcor. 
Johnny  Eames  felt  that  his  knees  were  too  weak  to  support 
iiim. 

But  jMiss  Mealyer  was  not  in  the  dining-room.  She  had 
perceived  the  advancing  ca^b  of  her  swoni  adorer,  and  had 
thought  it  expedient  to  retreat  from  her  domestic  duties,  and 
fortify  herself  among  her  brushes  and  ribbons.  Had  it  been 
possible  that  she  should  know  hoAV  very  weak  and  cowardly 
was  the  enemy  against  whom  she  was  called  upon  to  put 
herself  in  action,  she  might  probably  have  fought  her  battle 
somewhat  dilierently,  and  have  achieved  a  speedy  victory,  at 
the  cost  of  an  energetic  shot  or  two.  But  she  did  not  loiow. 
She  thought  it  probable  that  she  might  obtain  power  over  him 
uud  manage  him  ;  but  it  did  not  occur  to  her  that  his  legs 
were  so  weak  beneath  him  that  she  might  almost  blow  him 
over  with  a  breath.  None  but  the  worst  and  most  heartless 
of  women  know  the  extent  of  their  own  power  over  men ; — as 
none  but  the  worst  and  most  heartless  of  men  know  the  extent 
of  their  power  over  women.  Amelia  Roper  was  not  a  good 
specimen  of  the  female  sex,  but  there  were  worse  women  than 
her. 

"  She  ain't  there,  Mr.  Eames;.  but  you'll  see  her  in  the 
drawen-room,"  said  the  girl.  "  And  it's  she'll  be  glad  to  see 
you  back  again,  Mr.  Eames."  But  he  scnipulously  passed 
the  door  of  the  upstairs  sitting-room,  not  even  looking  within 
it,  and  contrived  to  get  himself  into  his  own  chamber  without 
having  encountered  anybody.  "  Here's  yer  'ot  water,  Mr. 
Eames,"  said  the  gu"l,  coming  up  to  him  after  an  interval  of 
iialf-an-liQur ;  "and  dinner'U  be  on  the  table  in  ten  minutes. 
Mr.  CradeU  is  come  in,  and  so  is  missus's  son." 

It  was  still  open  to  him  to  go  out  and  dine  at  some  eating- 
liousc  in  the  Strand.  He  could  start  out,  leaving  word  that  he 
was  engaged,  and  so  postpone  the  evil  hour.  He  had  almost 
made  up  his  mind  to  do  so,  and  certainly  would  have  done  it, 
had  not  the  sitting-room  door  opened  as  he  was  on  the  landing- 
place.  The  door  opened,  and  he  found  himself  confronting  the 
assembled  company.  First  came  CradeU,  and  leaning  on  his 
ami,  I  regret  to  say,  was  I\L's.  Lupex, — Egyptia  conjuxl 
Then  there  came  Miss  Spruce  with  young  Roper ;  Amelia  and 
lier  mother  brought  up  the  rear  together.  There  was  no  longer 
question  of  flight  now ;  and  poor  Eames,  before  he  knew  what 
lie  was  doing,  was  earned  down  into  the  dining-room  with  the 
rest  of  the  company.     They  were  all  glad  to  see  him,  and 
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•velcomed  hiin  back  warmly,  but  he  was  so  much  beside  him- 
self that  he  could  not  ascertain  whether  Amelia's  voice  was 
joined  with  the  others.  He  was  already  seated  at  table,  and 
had  before  him  a  plate  of  soup,  before  he  recognized  the  fact 
that  he  was  sitting  between  Mrs.  Roper  and  Mrs.  Lupex. 
The  latter  lady  had  separated  herself  fi"om  Mr.  Cradell  as  she 
entered  the  room.  ' '  Under  all  the  circumstances  perhaps  it 
v.-ill  be  better  for  us  to  be  apart,"  she  said.  "A  lady  can't 
:;iake  herself  too  safe;  can  she,  ^Irs.  Roper?  There's  no 
'.anger  between  you  and  me,  is  there,  Mr.  Eames, — specially 
when  Miss  Amelia  is  opposite?"  The  last  words,  however, 
'vere  intended  to  be  whispered  into  his  ear. 

But  Johnny  made  no  answer  to  her ;  contenting  himself 
for  the  moment  with  wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  brow. 
There  was  Amelia  opposite  to  him,  looking  at  him — the  very 
Amelia  to  whom  he  had  written,  declining  the  honour  of 
marrying  her.  Of  what  her  mood  towards  him  might  be,  he 
could  form  no  judgment  fiom  her  looks.  Her  face  was  simply 
stem  and  impassive,  and  she  seemed  inclined  to  eat  her  dinner 
in  silence.  A  slight  smUe  of  derision  had  passed  across  her 
face  as  she  heard  Mis.  Lupex  whisper,  and  it  might  have  been 
discerned  that  her  nose,  at  the  same  time,  became  somewhat 
elevated  ;  but  she  said  not  a  word. 

"  I  hope  you've  enjoyed  yourself,  Mr.  Eami"'s,  among  the 
vernal  beauties  of  the  couutr},"  said  Mrs.  Lupex. 

"  Very  much,  thank  you,"  he  replied. 

"  There's  nothing  like  the  country  at  this  autumnal  season 
of  the  vear.  As  for  mvself,  I've  never  been  accustomed  to 
remain  in  Lend  >\x  after  the  breaking  up  of  the  heim  monde. 
"We've  usually  been  to  Broadstaii-s,  which  is  a  very  charming 

place,  with  most  elegant  society,  but  now "  and  she  shook 

her  head,  by  which  all  the  company  knew  that  she  intended  to 
allade  to  the  sins  of  Mr.  Lupex. 

"  I'd  never  wish  to  sleep  out  of  London  for  my  part," 
said  Mrs.  Roper.  "  AVTien  a  woman's  got  a  house  over  lur 
head,  I  don't  think  her  mind's  ever  easy  out  of  it." 

She  had  not  intended  any  reflection  on  Mrs.  Lupex  for  uoi 
having  a  house  of  her  own,  but  that  lady  immediately  bristled 
up.  "  That's  just  what  the  snails  say,  Mrs.  Roper.  And  as 
for  having  a  house  of  one's  own,  it's  a  verj-  good  thing,  no 
doubt,  sometimes ;  but  that's  according  to  circumstances.  It 
has  suited  me  lately  to  live  in  lodgings,  but  there's  no  know- 
ing whether  I  mayn't  fall  lower  than  that  yet,  and  have " 
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but  here  she  stopped  herself,  and  looking  over  at  Mr.  Cradell 
nodded  her  head. 

"  And  have  to  let  them,"  said  Mrs.  Roper.  "  I  hope 
you'll  be  more  lucky  with  your  lodgers  than  I  have  been  with 
some  of  mine,  Jemima,  hand  the  potatoes  to  Miss  Spruce. 
Miss  Spruce,  do  let  me  send  you  a  little  more  gravy  ? 
There's  plenty  here,  really."  Mrs.  Roper  was  probably  think- 
ing of  Mr.  Todgers. 

"  I  hope  I  shall,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex.  "  But,  as  I  was 
saying,  Broadstairs  is  delightful.  Were  you  ever  at  Broad- 
stairs,  Mr.  Cradell  ?  " 

"  Never,  Mrs.  Lupex.  I  generally  go  abroad  in  my  leave. 
One  sees  more  of  the  world,  you  know.  I  was  at  Dieppe  last 
June,  and  found  that  very  delightful — though  rather  lonely.  I 
shall  go  to  Ostend  this  year ;  only  December  is  so  late  for 
Ostend.  It  was  a  deuced  shame  my  getting  December,  wasn't 
it,  Johnny  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  was,"  said  Eames.     "  I  managed  better." 

"And  what  have  you  been  doing,  Mr.  Eames?"  said 
Mrs.  Lupex,  with  one  of  her  sweetest  smiles.  "  Whatever  it 
may  have  been,  you've  not  been  false  to  the  cause  of  beauty, 
I'm  sure."  And  she  looked  over  to  Amelia  with  a  knowing 
smile.  But  Amelia  was  engaged  upon  her  plate,  and  went  on 
with  her  dinner  without  tui-ning  her  eyes  either  on  Mrs.  Lupex 
or  on  John  Eames. 

"  I  haven't  done  anything  particular,"  said  Eames.  "  I've 
just  been  staying  with  my  mother." 

"  We've  been  very  social  here,  haven't  we.  Miss  Amelia?" 
continued  ^Irs.  Lupex.  "  Only  now  and  then  a  cloud  comes 
aci'oss  the  heavens,  and  the  lights  at  the  banquet  are  dark- 
ened." Tlien  she  put  her  handkerchief  up  to  her  eyes,  sobbing 
deeply,  and  they  all  knew  that  she  was  again  alluding  to  the 
sins  of  her  husband. 

As  soon  as  dinner  was  over  the  ladies  with  young  Mr.  Roper 
retired,  and  Eames  and  Cradell  were  left  to  take  their  wine 
over  the  dining-room  fire, — or  theii*  glass  of  gin  and  water,  as 
it  might  be.  "  Well,  Caudle,  old  fellow,"  said  one.  "  Well, 
Johnny,  my  boy,"  said  the  other.  "  What's  the  news  at  the 
office  ?  "  said  Eames. 

"  Muggeridge  has  been  playing  the  very  mischief."  Mug- 
geridge  was  the  second  clerk  in  Cradell's  room.  "  We're 
going  to  put  him  into  Coventry  and  not  speak  to  him  except 
officially.     But  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  hands  have  been  so 
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full  here  at  home,  that  I  haven't  thought  much  about  the 
office.     What  am  I  to  do  about  that  woman  ?  " 

"  Do  about  her '?     How  do  about  her  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  what  am  I  to  do  about  her  ?  How  am  I  to  manage 
with  her  ?  There's  Lupex  off  again  iu  one  of  his  tits  of 
jealousy." 

"  But  it's  not  your  fault,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Well ;  I  can't  just  say.  I  am  fond  of  her,  and  that's 
the  long  and  the  short  of  it ;  deuced  fond  of  her." 

"  But,  my  dear  Caudle,  you  know  she's  that  man's  wife." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  all  about  it.  I'm  not  going  to  defend 
myself.  It's  wi-ong,  I  know,  —  pleasant,  but  wrong.  But 
what's  a  fellow  to  do '?  I  suppose  in  strict  morahty  I  ought 
to  leave  the  lodgings.  But,  by  George,  I  don't  see  why  a 
man's  to  be  turned  out  in  that  way.  And  then  I  couldn't 
make  a  clean  score  with  old  mother  Roper.  But  I  say,  old 
fellow,  who  gave  you  the  gold  chain  ?  " 

"Well;  it  was  an  old  family  friend  at  Guestwick ;  or 
rather,  I  should  say,  a  man  who  said  he  knew  my  fother." 

"And  he  gave  you  that  because  he  knew  your  governor! 
Is  there  a  watch  to  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  there's  a  watch.  It  wasn't  exactly  that.  There  was 
some  trouble  about  a  bull.  To  tell  the  truth,  it  was  Lord  De 
Guest ;  the  queerest  fellow.  Caudle,  you  ever  met  in  your  life  ; 
but  such  a  trump.  I've  got  to  go  and  dine  with  him  at 
Christmas."     And  then  the  old  story  of  the  bull  was  told. 

"  I  \\ish  I  could  find  a  lord  in  a  field  with  a  bull,"  said 
Cradell.  We  may,  however,  be  permitted  to  doubt  whether 
Mr.  Cradell  would  have  earned  a  watch  even  if  he  had  had  his 
wish. 

"  You  see,"  continued  Cradell,  reverting  to  the  subject  on 
which  he  most  delighted  to  talk,  "  I'm  not  responsible  for 
that  man's  ill-conduct." 

"  Does  anybody  say  you  are  ?  " 

"  No ;  nobody  says  so.  But  people  seem  to  think  so. 
\Mien  he  is  by  I  hardly  speak  to  her.  She  is  thoughtless  and 
giddy,  as  women  are,  and  takes  my  arm,  and  that  kind  of 
thing,  you  know.  It  makes  him  mad  with  rage,  but  upon  my 
honour  I  don't  think  she  means  any  harm." 

"  I  don't  suppose  she  does,"  said  Eanies. 

"  Well ;  she  may  or  she  mayn't.  I  hope  with  all  my 
heart  she  doesn't." 

"  And  whore  is  he  now  ?  " 
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"  Tliis  is  between  ourselves,  you  know;  but  she  went  to 
find  him  this  afternoon.  Unless  he  gives  her  money  she  can't 
stay  here,  nor,  for  the  matter  of  that,  will  she  be  able  to  go 
away.  If  I  mention  something  to  you,  you  won't  tell  any 
one  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  won't." 

"  I  wouldn't  have  it  kuo\vn  to  any  one  for  the  world.  I've 
lent  her  seven  pounds  ten.  It's  that  which  makes  me  so 
short  with  mother  Roper." 

"  Then  I  think  you're  a  fool  for  your  pains." 

"  Ah,  that's  so  like  you.  I  always  said  you'd  no  feeling  of 
real  romance.  If  I  cared  for  a  woman  I'd  give  her  the  coat 
off  my  back." 

"I'd  do  better  than  that,"  said  Johnny.  "I'd  give  her 
the  heart  out  of  my  body.  I'd  be  chopped  up  alive  for  a  girl 
I  loved  ;  but  it  shouldn't  be  for  another  man's  wife." 

"  That's  a  matter  of  taste.  But  she's  been  to  Lupex 
to-day  at  that  house  he  goes  to  in  Drury  Lane.  She  had  a 
terrible  scene  there.  He  was  going  to  commit  suicide  in  the 
middle  of  the  street,  and  she  declares  that  it  all  comes  from 
jealousy.  Think  what  a  time  I  have  of  it — standing  always, 
as  one  may  say,  on  gunpowder.  He  may  turn  up  here  any 
moment,  you  know.  But,  upon  my  word,  for  the  life  of  me  I 
cannot  desert  her.  If  I  were  to  turn  my  back  on  her  she 
wouldn't  have  a  friend  in  the  world.  And  how's  L.  D.  ? 
I'll  tell  you  what  it  is — you'll  have  some  trouble  with  the 
divine  Amelia." 

"Shall  I?" 

"  By  Jove,  you  will.     But  how's  L.  D.  all  this  time  ?  " 

"  L.  D.  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  a  man  named  Adol- 
phus  Crosbie,"  said  poor  Johnny,  slowly.  "  If  you  please,  we 
will  not  say  any  more  about  her." 

"  Whew — w — w  !  That's  what  makes  you  so  down  in  the 
mouth  !  L.  D.  going  to  inarry  Crosbie !  Why,  that's  the 
man  who  is  to  be  the  new  secretary  at  the  General  Committee 
Office.  Old  Huffle  Scuffle,  who  was  their  chair,  has  come  to 
us,  you  know.  There's  been  a  general  move  at  the  G.  C,  and 
this  Crosbie  has  got  to  be  secretaiy.  He's  a  lucky  chap, 
isn't  he  ?  " 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  his  luck.  He's  one  of 
those  fellov/s  that  make  me  hate  them  the  first  time  I  look  at 
them.  I've  a  sort  of  a  feeling  that  I  shall  live  to  kick  him 
some  day." 
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"  That's  the  time,  is  it '?  Then  I  suppose  Amelia  will  have 
it)  all  her  own  way  now." 

"  I'll  teU  you  what,  Caudle.  I'd  sooner  get  up  through  the 
trap-door,  and  throw  myself  oiT  the  roof  into  the  area,  than 
uiMTy  Amelia  Roper." 

"  Have  you  and  she  had  any  conversation  since  vou  came 
lack  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word." 

"  Then  I  tell  you  fairly  you've  got  trouble  before  you. 
Amelia  and  Maria — ^Irs.  Lupex,  I  mean — are  as  thick  as  thieves 
just  at  present,  and  they  have  been  talking  you  over.  Maria 
— that  is,  Mrs.  Lupex — lets  it  all  out  to  me.  You'll  have  to 
mind  where  you  are,  old  fellow." 

Eames  was  not  inclined  to  discuss  the  matter  any  f'lrther,  so 
ho  finished  his  toddy  in  silence.  Cradell,  however,  who  felt 
tiiat  there  was  something  in  his  affairs  of  which  he  had  reason 
to  be  proud,  soon  retmiicd  to  the  story  of  his  own  very  extra- 
ordinary position.  "  By  Jove,  I  don't  know  that  a  man  was 
ever  so  cii'cumstanced,"  he  said.  "  She  looks  to  me  to  protect 
her,  and  yet  what  can  I  do  ?" 

At  last  Cradell  got  up,  and  declared  that  he  must  go  to  the 
ladies.  "  She's  so  neiTOUs,  that  unless  she  has  some  one  to 
countenance  her  she  becomes  unwell." 

Eames  declared  his  pui-pose  of  going  to  the  divan,  or  to  the 
theatre,  or  to  take  a  walk  in  the  streets.  The  smiles  of  beauty 
had  no  longer  charms  for  him  in  Burton  Crescent. 

"  They'll  expect  ytu  4)  take  a  cup  of  tea  the  first  night," 
.said  Cradell ;  but  Eames  declared  that  they  might  expect  it. 

"  I'm  in  no  humour  for  it,"  said  he.  "  I'll  tell  you  what, 
Cradell,  I  shall  leave  this  place,  and  take  rooms  for  myself 
somewhere.     I'll  never  go  into  a  lodging-house  again." 

As  he  so  spoke,  he  was  standing  at  the  dining-room  door  ; 
but  he  was  not  allowed  to  escape  in  this  easy  way.  Jemima, 
as  he  went  out  into  the  passage,  was  there  with  a  three-cornered 
note  in  her  hand.  "  From  Miss  Mealyer,"  she  said.  "  Miss 
Mcalyer  is  in  the  back  parlour  all  by  herself." 

Poor  Johnny  took  the  note,  and  read  it  by  the  lamp  over 
the  fi-ont  door. 

"Are  you  not  going  to  speak  to  me  on  the  day  of  your 
return  ?  It  cannot  be  that  you  will  leave  the  house  without 
seeing  me  for  a  moment.     I  am  in  the  back  parlour." 

When  he  had  read  these  words,  he  paused  in  the  passage, 
with  his  hat  on.     Jemima,  wlio  could  not  understand  why  any 
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young  man  should  hesitate  as  to  seeing  his  lady-love  in  the 
back  parlour  alone,  whispered  to  him  again,  in  her  audible  way, 
"  Miss  Mealyer  is  there,  sir;  and  all  the  rest  on  'em's  upstairs  !  " 
So  compelled,  Eames  put  down  his  hat,  and  walked  with  slow 
steps  into  the  back  parlour. 

How  was  it  to  be  with  the  enemy  ?  Was  he  to  encounter 
Amelia  in  anger,  or  Amelia  in  love  ?  She  had  seemed  to  be 
stern  and  defiant  when  he  had  ventured  to  steal  a  look  at  her 
across  the  dining-table,  and  now  he  expected  that  she  would  turn 
upon  him  with  loud  threatenings  and  protestations  as  to  her 
wrongs.  But  it  was  not  so.  When  he  entered  the  room  she  was 
standing  with  her  back  to  him,  leaning  on  the  mantel-piece,  and 
at  the  first  moment  she  did  not  essay  to  speak.  He  walked  into 
the  middle  of  the  room  and  stood  there,  waiting  for  her  to  begin. 

"  Shut  the  door !  "  she  said,  looking  over  her  shoulder.  "  I 
suppose  you  don't  want  the  girl  to  hear  all  you've  got  to  say 
to  me  !  " 

Then  he  shut  the  door;  but  still  Amelia  stood  with  her  back 
to  him,  leaning  upon  the  mantel-piece. 

It  did  not  seem  that  he  had  much  to  say,  for  he  remained 
pei'fectly  silent, 

"Well!"  said  Amelia,  after  a  long  pause,  and  she  then 
again  looked  over  her  shoulder.     "  Well,  Mr.  Eames  ! " 

"  Jemima  gave  me  your  note,  and  so  I've  come,"  said  he. 

"  And  is  this  the  way  we  meet !  "  she  exclaimed,  turning 
suddenly  upon  him,  and  throwing  her  long  black  hair  back  over 
her  shoulders.  There  certainly  was  some  beauty  about  her. 
Her  eyes  were  large  and  bright,  and  her  shoulders  were  well 
turned.  She  might  have  done  as  an  artist's  model  for  a  Judith, 
but  I  doubt  whether  any  man,  looking  well  into  her  face,  could 
think  that  she  would  do  well  as  a  wife.  '*  Oh,  John,  is  it  to  be 
thus,  after  love  such  as  ours  ?"  And  she  clasped  her  hands 
together,  and  stood  before  him. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  said  Eames. 

"  If  you  are  engaged  to  marry  L.  D.,  tell  me  so  at  once. 
Be  a  man,  and  speak  out,  sir." 

"  No,"  said  Eames  ;  "  I  am  not  engaged  to  mai-ry  the  lady 
to  whom  you  allude." 

"  On  your  honour  ?  " 

"  I  won't  have  her  spoken  about.  I'm  not  going  to  marry 
her,  and  that's  enough." 

"  Do  you  think  that  I  wish  to  speak  of  her  ?  What  can 
L.  D.  be  to  me  as  long  as  she  is  nothing  to  you  ?      Oh, 
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Johnny,  why  did  you  write  me  that  heax-tless  letter  ?  "  Tlien 
lie  leaned  upon  his  slioulder — or  attempted  to  do  so. 

I  cannot  say  that  Eames  shook  her  off,  seeing  that  he  lacked 
the  courage  to  do  so  ;  hut  he  shutlled  his  shoulder  about  so  that 
the  support  was  uneasy  to  her,  and  she  was  driven  to  stand 
erect  again.  "  Why  did  you  wi'ite  that  cruel  letter  ?  "  she  said 
again. 

"  Because  I  thought  it  best,  Amelia.  "What's  a  man  to  do 
with  ninety  pounds  a  year,  you  know  ?  " 

"  But  your  mother  allows  you  twenty." 

"  And  what's  a  man  to  do  with  a  hundred  and  ten  ?  " 

"  Rising  live  pounds  every  year,"  said  the  well-informed 

Amelia.     "  Of  course  we  should  live  here,  with  mamma,  and 

ou  would  just  go  on  paying  her  as  you  do  now.     If  your  heart 

was  right,  Johnny,  you  wouldn't  think  so  much  about  money.    If 

you  loved  me — as  you  said  you  did "     Then  a  little  sob 

came,  and  the  words  were  stopped.  The  words  were  stopped, 
but  she  was  again  upon  his  shoulder.  "What  was  he  to  do  ? 
In  truth,  his  only  wish  was  to  escape,  and  yet  his  arm,  quite  in 
opposition  to  his  own  desires,  found  its  way  round  her  waist. 
In  such  a  combat  a  woman  has  so  many  points  in  her  favour  ! 
"  Oh,  Johnny,"  she  said  again,  as  soon  as  she  felt  the  pressure 
of  his  arm.  "  Gracious,  what  a  beautiful  watch  you've  got,"  and 
she  took  the  trinket  out  of  his  pocket.     "  Did  you  buy  that  ?  " 

"  No  ;  it  was  given  to  me." 

"  John  Eames,  did  L.  D.  give  it  you  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  no,"  ho  shouted,  stamping  on  the  floor  as  he 
spoke. 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Amelia,  quelled  for  the 
moment  by  his  energy.     "  Perhaps  it  was  your  mother." 

"  No  ;  it  was  a  man.     Never  mind  about  the  watch  now." 

"  I  wouldn't  mind  amlhing,  Johnny,  if  you  would  tell  me 
that  you  loved  me  again.  Porliaps  I  oughtn't  to  ask  you,  and 
it  isn't  becoming  in  a  lady ;  but  how  can  I  help  it,  when  you 
know  you've  got  my  heart.  Come  upstairs  and  have  tea  with 
us  now,  won't  you  ?  " 

^^^lat  was  he  to  do  ?  He  said  that  he  would  go  up  and 
have  tea  ;  and  as  he  led  her  to  the  door  he  put  down  his  face 
and  kissed  her.  Oh,  Johnny  Eames!  But  then  a  woman  in 
such  a  contest  has  so  many  points  in  her  favour. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

IS     IT    FROM    HIM? 

I  HAVE  already  declared  that  Crosbie  -uTote  and  posted  the  fatal 
letter  to  Allington,  and  we  must  now  follow  it  down  to  that  place. 
On  the  morning  following  the  squire's  return  to  his  own  house 
Mrs.  Crump,  the  post-mistress  at  Allington,  received  a  parcel  by 
post  directed  to  herself.  She  opened  it,  and  found  an  enclosure 
addressed  to  IMrs.  Dale,  ■with  a  written  request  that  she  would 
herself  deliver  it  into  that  ladj^'s  own  hand  at  once.  This  was 
Crosbie's  letter. 

"  It's  from  M'ss  Lily's  gentleman,"  said  Mrs.  Cnimp,  look- 
ing at  the  handwriting.  "  There's  something  up,  or  he  Avouldn't 
be  wi'iting  to  her  mamma  in  this  way."  But  Mrs.  Crump  lost 
no  time  in  putting  on  her  bonnet,  and  tradging  up  with  the  letter 
to  the  Small  House.  "  I  must  see  the  missus  herself,"  said 
Mrs.  Crump.  Whereupon  Mrs.  Dale  was  called  do^\^lstairs  into 
the  hall,  and  there  received  the  packet.  ■  Lily  was  in  the  break- 
fast-parlour, and  had  seen  the  post-mistress  arrive ; — had  '='.cci\ 
also  that  she  can'ied  a  letter  in  her  hand.  For  a  moment  she 
had  thought  that  it  was  for  her,  and  imagined  that  the  old  woman 
had  brouglit  it  hersi  If  from  simple  good-nature.  But  Lily,  when 
she  heard  her  mother  mentioned,  instantly  withdrew  and  shut  the 
parlour  door.  Her  heart  misgave  her  that  something  was  yrrong, 
but  she  hardly  tried  to  think  what  it  might  be.  After  all,  the 
regular  postman  might  bring  the  letter  she  herself  expected. 
Bell  was  not  yet  downstairs,  and  she  stood  alone  over  the  tea- 
cups on  the  breakfast-table,  feeling  that  there  was  something  for 
her  to  fear.  Her  mother  did  not  come  at  once  into  the  room, 
but,  after  a  pause  of  a  moment  or  two,  went  again  upstairs. 
So  she  remained,  either  standing  against  the  table,  or  at  the 
window,  or  seated  in  one  of  the  two  arm-chairs,  for  a  space  of 
ten  minutes,  when  Bell  entered  the  room. 

"  Isn't  mamma  dowTi  yet  ?"  said  Bell. 

"  Bell,"  said  Lily,  "  something  has  happened.  Mamma  has 
got  a  letter." 

"  Happened  !  What  has  happened  ?  Is  anybody  ill  ? 
Who  is  the  letter  from  ?  "  And  Bell  was  going  to  return  through 
the  door  in  search  of  her  mother. 

«' Stop,  Bell,"  said  Lily.  "  Do  not  go  to' her  yet.  I  think 
it's  fi-om — Adolphus." 
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"  Oh,  Lily,  what  ilo  you  mcau  ?  " 

"  I  dout  know,  dear.  We"ll  wait  a  little  longer.  Don't 
look  like  that,  Bell."  And  Lily  strove  to  appeal-  calm,  and 
strove  almost  success !'ully. 

"  You  have  frighteucd  me  so,"  said  Bell. 

"  I  am  frightened  myself.  He  only  sent  me  one  line  yes- 
terday, and  now  he  has  sent  nothing.  If  some  misfortune 
should  have  happened  to  him  !  Mrs.  Crump  hrought  dowTi  tho 
letter  herself  to  mamma,  and  that  is  so  odd,  you  know." 

"  Are  you  sure  it  was  from  him  ?  " 

•'  No  ;  I  have  not  spoken  to  her.  I  will  go  up  to  her  now. 
Don't  you  come,  Bell.  Oh  !  Bell,  do  not  look  so  unhappy." 
She  theu  went  over  and  kissed  her  sister,  and  after  that,  with 
Tery  gentle  steps,  made  her  way  up  to  her  mother's  room. 
*'  Mamma,  mav  I  come  in  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Oh  !  my'child  !  " 

"  I  know  it  is  from  him,  mamma.     Tell  me  all  at  once." 

Mrs.  Dale  had  read  the  letter.  ^Yith  quick,  glancing  eyes, 
she  had  made  herself  mistress  of  its  whole  contents,  and  was 
already  aware  of  the  natuie  and  extent  of  the  sorrow  which 
had  come  upon  them.  It  was  a  sorrow  that  admitted  of  no  hope. 
The  man  who  had  wTitten  that  letter  could  never  return  again  ; 
nor  if  he  should  return  could  he  be  welcomed  back  to  them. 
The  blow  had  fallen,  and  it  was  to  be  borne.  Inside  the  letter 
to  herself  hud  been  a  very  small  note  addi'essedto  Lily.  "  Give 
her  the  enclosed,"  Crosbie  had  said  in  his  letter,  "  if  30U  do  not 
now  think  it  WTong  to  do  so.  I  have  left  it  open,  that  you  may 
read  it."  Mrs.  Dale,  however,  had  not  yet  read  it,  and  she  now 
concealed  it  beneath  her  handkerchief. 

I  will  not  repeat  at  length  Crosbie's  letter  to  Mrs.  Dale.    It 

eovered  four  sides  of  letttr-paper,  and  was  such  a  letter  that  any 

man  who  wrote  it  must  have  fult  himself  to  be  a  rascal.     AVo 

saw  that  he  had  difficulty  in  wTiting  it,  but  the  miracle  was,  thut 

any  man  could  have  found  it  possible  to  write  it.     "I  kno-.v 

you  will  curse  me,"  said  he  ;  "  and  I  deserve  to  bo  cursotl. 

I  know  that  I  shall  be  punished  for  this,  and  I  must  bear  my 

punishment.     My  worst  punishment  will  be  this, — that  I  never 

more  shall  hold  up  my  head  again."     And  then,  again,  he  said  : 

— "  My  only  excuse  is  my  conviction  that  I  should  never  maki- 

her  happy.     She  has  been  brought  up  as  an  angel,  with  puio 

li    i^'hts,  with  holy  hopes,  with  a  belief  in  all  tliiit  is  good,  and 

ii;^!i,  and  noble.     I  have  been  surrounded  through  my  whoi<! 

ife  by  things  low,  and  mean,  and  iguobie.     IIow  could  I  live 

I'J 


I 


200       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

with  her,  or  she  with  me  ?  I  know  now  that  this  is  so  ;  but  my 
fault  has  been  tha^.  I  did  not  know  it  when  I  was  there  with  her. 
I  choose  to  tell  you  all,"  he  continued,  towards  the  end  of  the 
letter,  "  and  therefore  I  let  you  know  that  I  have  engaged  myself 
to  many  another  woman.  Ah  !  I  can  foresee  how  bitter  will  be 
your  feelings  when  you  read  this  :  but  they  will  not  be  so  bitter 
as  mine  while  I  write  it.  Yes  ;  I  am  already  engaged  to  one 
who  •will  suit  me,  and  whom  I  may  suit.  You  ^^'ill  not  expect 
me  to  speak  ill  of  her  who  is  to  be  near  and  dear  to  me.  But 
she  is  one  with  whom  I  may  mate  myself  without  an  inward 
conviction  that  I  shall  destroy  all  her  happiness  by  doing  so. 
Ijilian,"  he  said,  "  shall  always  have  my  praj-ers  ;  and  I  trust 
that  she  may  soon  forget,  in  the  love  of  an  honest  man,  that  she 
ever  knew  one  so  dishonest  as — Adolphus  Crosbie." 

Of  what  like  must  have  been  his  countenance  as  he  sat 
writing  such  words  of  himself  under  the  ghastly  light  of  his  own 
small,  solitary  lamp  ?  Had  he  written  his  letter  at  his  othce, 
in  the  day-time,  with  men  coming  in  and  out  of  his  room,  he 
could  hardly  have  written  of  himself  so  plainly.  He  would  have 
bethought  himself  that  the  written  words  might  remain,  and  be 
read  hereafter  by  other  eyes  than  those  for  which  they  were 
intended.  But,  as  he  sat  alone,  during  the  small  hours  of  the 
night,  almost  repenting  of  his  sin  with  true  repentance,  he 
declared  to  himself  that  he  did  not  care  who  might  read  them. 
They  should,  at  any  rate,  be  true.  Now  they  had  been  read  by 
her  to  whom  they  had  been  addressed,  and  the  daughter  was 
standing  before  the  mother  to  hear  her  doom. 

"  Tell  me  all  at  once,"  Lily  had  said ;  but  in  what  words  was 
her  mother  to  tell  her  ? 

"  Lily,"  she  said,  rising  from  her  scat,  and  leaving  the 
two  letters  on  the  couch  ;  that  addressed  to  the  daughter  was 
hidden  beneath  a  handkerchief,  but  that  which  she  had  read 
she  left  open  and  in  sight.  She  took  both  the  girl's  hands 
in  hers  as  she  looked  into  her  face,  and  spoke  to  her.  "  Lily, 
my  child!  "  Then  she  burst  into  sobs,  and  was  unable  to  tell 
her  tale. 

"Is  it  from  him,  mamma  ?  May  I  read  it '?  He  cannot 
be " 


"  It  is  from  Mr.  Crosbie." 

"  Is  he  ill,  mamma  ?  Tell  mo  at  once.  If  no  is  ill  I  will 
jfo  to  him." 

"  No,  my  darling,  he  is  not  ill.  Not  yet; — do  not  read  it 
yet.     Oh,  Lily  !     It  brings  bad  news  ;  very  bad  news." 
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"  Mamma,  if  he  is  not  in  danger,  I  can  read  It.  Is  it  bi.d 
to  him,  or  only  bad  to  me  ?  " 

At  this  moment  the  servant  knocked,  and  not  waiting  for  an 
answer  half  oi^eued  the  door. 

"  If  vou  please,  ma'aiu,  Mr.  Bernard  is  below,  and  wants 
to  speak  to  you." 

"  Mr.  Bernard  !  ask  Miss  Bell  to  sec  him." 

"  Miss  Bell  is  with  him,  ma'am,  but  he  says  that  be  specially 
wants  to  speak  to  you." 

Mrs.  Dale  felt  that  she  could  not  leave  Lily  alone.  She 
could  not  take  the  letter  away,  nor  could  she  leave  her  child 
with  the  letter  open. 

"  I  cannot  see  him,"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  Ask  him  what  it 
is.  Tell  him  I  cannot  come  down  just  at  present."  And  then 
the  servant  went,  and  Bernard  left  his  message  with  Bell. 

"  Bernard,"  she  had  said,  "  do  you  know  of  an}-thing  '?  Is 
there  anything  wrong  about  Jlr.  Crosbie  ?  "  Then,  in  a  few 
words,  he  told  her  all,  and  understanding  why  his  aunt  had  not 
come  down  to  him,  he  went  back  to  the  Great  House.  Bell, 
almost  stupefied  by  the  tidings,  seated  herself  at  the  table  uncon- 
sciously, leaning  upon  her  elbows. 

"  It  will  kill  her,"  she  said  to  herself.  "  My  Lily,  my 
darling  Lily  !     It  will  surely  kill  her." 

But  the  mother  was  still  with  the  daughter,  and  the  story  was 
still  untold. 

"  Mamma,"  said  Lily,  "  whatever  it  is,  I  must,  of  course, 
bo  made  to  know  it.  I  begin  to  guess  the  truth.  It  will  pain 
you  to  say  it.     Shall  I  read  the  letter  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  was  astonished  at  her  calmness.  It  could  not  be 
that  she  had  guessed  the  truth,  or  she  would  not  stand  like  that, 
with  tearless  eyes  and  unquelled  courage  before  her. 

''  You  shall  read  it,  but  I  ought  to  tell  you  first.  Oh,  my 
child,  my  own  one  !  "  Lily  was  now  leaning  against  the  bed, 
and  her  mother  was  standing  over  her,  caressing  her. 

"  Then  tell  me,"  said  she.  "  But  I  know  what  it  is.  Ih- 
has  thought  it  all  over  while  away  from  me,  and  he  finds  that 
it  must  not  be  as  we  have  supposed.  Before  he  went  I  offered 
to  release  him,  and  now  he  knows  that  he  had  better  accept 
my  offer.  Is  it  so.  mamma  ?  "  In  answer  to  this  Mrs.  Dale  did 
not  speak,  but  Lily  uuderstood  from  her  signs  that  it  was  so. 

"  He  might  have  written  it  to  me,  myself,"  said  Lily, 
very  proudly.  "  Mamma,  we  will  go  down  to  breakfast.  Ho 
has  sent  nothing  to  me,  then  ?  " 
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*'  There  is  a  note.  He  bids  me  read  it,  but  I  have  no 
opened  it.     It  is  here." 

"  Give  it  me,"  said  Lily,  almost  sternly.  "  Let  me  have 
his  last  words  to  me  ;"  and  she  took  the  note  from  her  mother's 
hands. 

"  Lily,"  said  the  note,  "  your  mother  will  have  told  you  all. 
Before  you  read  these  few  words  you  will  know  that  you  have 
tmsted  one  who  was  quite  untrastworthy.  I  know  that  you 
will  hate  me. — I  cannot  even  ask  you  to  forgive  me.  You  will, 
let  me  pray  that  you  may  yet  be  happy. — A.  C." 

She  read  these  few  words,  still  leaning  against  the  bed. 
Then  she  got  up,  and  walking  to  a  chair,  seated  herself  with 
her  back  to  her  mother.  Mrs.  Dale  moving  silently  after  her 
stood  over  the  back  of  the  chaii",  not  daring  to  speak  to  her. 
So  she  sat  for  some  five  minutes,  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
open  window,  and  with  Grosbie's  note  in  her  hand. 

*'  I  will  not  hate  him,  and  I  do  forgive  him,"  she  said  at 
last,  struggling  to  command  her  voice,  and  hardly  showing  that 
she.  could  not  altogether  succeed  in  her  attempt.  "  I  may  not 
write  to  him  again,  but  you  shall  wTite  and  tell  him  so.  Now 
we  will  go  down  to  breakfast."  And  so  saying,  she  got  up  from 
her  chair. 

Mrs.  Dale  almost  feared  to  speak  to  her,  her  composure 
was  so  complete,  and  her  manner  so  stern  and  fixed.  She 
hardly  knew  how  to  offer  pity  and  sympathy,  seeing  that  pity 
seemed  to  be  so  little  necessary,  and  that  even  sympathy  was 
not  demanded.  And  she  could  not  understand  all  that  Lily 
had  said.  "What  had  she  meant  by  the  offer  to  release  him  ? 
Had  there,  then,  been  some  quarrel  between  them  before  he 
went  ?  Crosbie  had  made  no  such  allusion  in  his  letter.  But 
Mrs.  Dale  did  not  dare  to  ask  any  questions. 

"  You  fi-ightou  me,  Lily,"  she  said.  "  Your  very  calmness 
frightens  me." 

"  Dear  mamma  !  "  and  the  poor  girl  absolutely  smiled  as 
she  embraced  her  mother.  "  You  need  not  be  frightened  by 
my  calmness.  I  know  the  truth  well.  I  have  been  very  un- 
fortunate ; — very.  The  brightest  hopes  of  my  life  are  all 
gone ; — and  I  shall  never  again  see  him  whom  I  love  beyond 
all  the  world  !  "  Then  at  last  she  broke  down,  and  wept  in 
her  mother's  anns.     , 

There  was  not  a  word  of  anger  spoken  then  against  him 
who  had  done  all  this.  Mrs.  Dale  felt  that  she  did  not  dare 
to  speak  in  anger  against  him,  and  words  of  anger  were  not 
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likely  to  come  from  poor  Lily.     She,  iuilooJ,  hitherto  ilid  unt 
kuow  tlio  whole  of  his  otlence,  for  she  had  uot  read  his  letter. 

"  Give  it  me,  mamma,"  she  said  at  last.  "  It  has  to  be 
done  sooner  or  later." 

"  Not  now,  Lily.  I  have  told  you  all, — all  that  you  need 
know  at  present." 

"Yes  ;  now,  mamma,"  and  again  that  sweet  silvery  voice 
became  stem.  "  I  will  read  it  now,  and  there  shall  be  an 
end."  "Whereupon  Mrs.  Dale  gave  her  the  letter  and  she  read 
it  in  silence.  Her  mother,  though  standing  somewhat  behind 
her,  watched  her  narrowly  as  she  did  so.  She  was  now  lying 
over  upon  the  bed,  and  the  letter  was  on  the  pillow,  as  she 
propped  herself  upon  her  arm.  Her  tears  were  running,  and 
ever  and  again  she  would  stop  to  dry  her  eyes.  Her  sobs  too 
were  yctv  audible,  but  she  went  on  steadily  with  her  reading 
till  she  came  to  the  line  on  which  Crosbie  told  that  he  had 
already. engaged  himself  to  another  woman.  Then  her  mother 
could  see  that  she  paused  suddenly,  and  that  a  shudder  slightly 
convulsed  all  her  limbs. 

"  He  has  been  very  quick,"  she  said,  almost  in  a  whisper  ; 
and  then  she  finished  the  letter.  "  Tell  him,  mamma,"  she 
said,  "  that  I  do  forgive  him,  and  I  will  not  hate  him.  You 
will  tell  him  that, — from  me  ;  will  you  not  ?  "  And  then  she 
raised  herself  from  the  bed. 

Mrs.  Dale  would  give  her  no  such  assurance.  In  her 
present  mood  her  feelings  against  Crosbie  were  of  a  nature 
which  she  herself  hardly  could  understand  or  analyze.  She 
felt  that  if  he  were  present  she  could  almost  fly  at  him  as  would 
a  tigress.  She  had  never  hatiid  before  as  she  now  hated  this 
man.  He  was  to  her  a  murderer,  and  worse  than  a  murderer. 
He  had  made  his  way  like  a  wolf  into  her  little  fold,  and  torn 
her  ewe-lamb  and  left  her  maimed  and  mutilated  for  life. 
How  could  a  mother  forgive  such  an  otfenco  as  that,  or  con- 
sent to  be  the  medium  tlirough  which  forgiveness  should  be 
txiir.  "id? 

'  Yju  must,  mamma;  or,  if  you  do  not,  I  shall  do  so. 
Remember  that  I  love  him.  You  know  what  it  is  to  have  loved 
one  single  man.  He  has  made  me  very  unhappy ;  I  hardly 
know  yet  how  unhappy.  But  I  have  loved  him,  and  do  love 
him.  I  believe,  in  my  heart,  that  he  still  loves  me.  Where 
this  has  been  there  must  not  be  hatred  and  unforgiveness." 

''  I  will  pray  that  I  may  become  able  to  iorgivo  him," 
said  Mrs.  Dale. 
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"  But  you  must  vrriie  to  liim  those  words.  Indeed  you 
must,  mamma  !  '  She  bids  me  tell  you  that  she  has  forgiven 
you,  and  will  not  hate  you.'     Promise  me  that  \  " 

"  I  can  make  no  promise  now,  Lily.  I  will  think  about  it, 
and  endeavoui'  to  do  my  duty." 

Lily  was  now  seated,  and  was  holding  the  skirt  of  her 
mother's  dress. 

"  Mamma,"  she  said,  looking  up  into  her  mother's  face, 
"  you  must  be  veiy  good  to  me  now ;  and  I  must  be  very 
good  to  you.  We  shall  be  always  together  now.  I  must  be 
your  friend  and  counsellor ;  and  be  eveiythiBg  to  you,  more 
than  ever.  I  must  fall  in  love  with  you  now;"  and  she 
smiled  again,  and  the  tears  were  almost  diy  upon  her  cheeks. 

At  last  they  went  down  to  the  breakfast-room,  from  which 
Bell  had  not  moved.  Mrs.  Dale  entered  the  room  first,  and 
Lily  followed,  hiding  herself  for  a  moment  behind  her  mother. 
Then  she  came  forward  boldly,  and  taking  Bell  in  her  arms, 
clasped  her  close  to  her  bosom. 

"  Bell,"  she  said,  "  he  has  gone." 

"  Lily  !  Lily !  Lily  !  "  said  Bell,  weeping. 

"  He  has  gone !  We  shall  talk  it  over  in  a  few  days,  and 
shall  know  how  to  do  so  without  losing  ourselves  in  miseiy. 
To-day  we  wiU  say  no  more  about  it.  I  am  so  thirsty.  Bell ; 
do  give  me  my  tea ; "  and  she  sat  herself  down  at  the  breakfast- 
table. 

Lily's  tea  was  given  to  her,  and  she  drank  it.  Beyond 
that  I  cannot  say  that  any  of  them  partook  with  much  hearti- 
ness of  the  meal.  They  sat  there,  as  they  would  have  sat  if 
no  terrible  thunderbolt  had  fallen  among  them,  and  no  word 
further  was  spoken  about  Crosbie  and  his  conduct.  Lnme- 
diately  after  breakfast  they  went  into  the  other  I'oom,  and 
Lily,  as  was  her  wont,  sat  herself  immediately  down  to  hor 
drawing.  Her  mother  looked  at  her  with  wistful  eyes,  longing 
to  bid  her  spare  herself,  but  she  shrank  from  interfering  with 
her.  For  a  quarter  of  an  hour  Lily  sat  over  her  board,  with 
her  brush  or  pencil  in  her  hand,  and  then  she  rose  up  and  put 
it  away. 

"  It  is  no  good  pretending,"  she  said.  "  I  am  only  spoil- 
ing the  things  ;  but  I  will  be  better  to-morrow.  I'll  go  away 
and  lie  down  by  myself,  mamma."     And  so  she  went. 

Soon  after  this  Mrs.  Dale  took  her  bonnet  and  went  up  to 
the  Great  House,  having  received  her  brother-in-law's  mcsbago 
from  Bell. 
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"  I  know  what  he  has  to  tell  me,"  she  saiil ;  "  but  I  might 
as  well  go.  It  will  be  necessaiT  that  we  should  speak  to  each 
other  about  it."  So  she  walked  across  the  lawTi,  and  up  into 
the  hall  of  the  Great  House.  "  Is  my  brother  in  tlie  book- 
room  ?  "  she  said  to  one  of  the  maids  ;  and  then  knocking  at 
the  door,  went  in  unannounced. 

The  squire  rose  from  his  arm-chair,  and  came  forward  to 
meet  her. 

"  Mary,"  he  said,  "  I  believe  you  know  it  all." 

"  Yes,"  she  said.  "  You  can  read  that,"  and  she  handed 
him  Crosbie's  letter.  "  How  was  one  to  know  that  any  man 
could  be  so  wicked  as  that  ?  " 

"  And  she  has  heard  it  ?  "  asked  the  squire.  "  Is  she  able 
to  bear  it  ?  " 

"  Wonderfully  !  She  has  amazed  me  by  her  strength.  It 
frightens  me  ;  for  I  know  that  a  relapse  must  come.  She  has 
never  sunk  for  a  moment  beneath  it.  For  myself,  I  feel  as 
though  it  were  her  strength  that  enables  me  to  bear  my  share 
of  it."  And  then  she  described  to  the  squire  all  that  had  taken 
place  that  morning. 

"  Poor  child  !  "  said  the  squire.  "  Poor  child  !  What  can 
we  do  for  her '?  Would  it  be  good  for  her  to  go  away  for  a 
time  ?  She  is  a  sweet,  good,  lovely  girl,  and  has  desened 
better  than  that.  Sorrow  and  disappointment  come  to  us  all ; 
but  they  are  doubly  heavy  when  they  come  so  early." 

Mrs.  Dale  was  almost  surprised  at  the  amount  of  sympathy 
which  he  showed. 

■'  And  what  is  to  be  his  punishment  ?  "  she  asked. 

••  The  scorn  which  men  and  women  will  feel  lor  him  ;  those, 
at  least,  whose  esteem  or  scorn  are  matters  of  concern  to  any 
one.  I  know  no  other  punishment.  Y'ou  would  not  have  Lily's 
name  brought  before  a  tribunal  of  law '?  " 

••  Certainly  not  that." 

"  And  I  will  not  have  Bernard  calling  him  out.  Indeed,  it 
would  be  for  nothing  ;  for  in  these  days  a  man  is  not  expected 
to  fight  duels." 

"  You  cannot  think  that  I  would  wish  that." 

"  What   punisbmont  is  there,  then  ?      I  know  of  none. 

here  are  evils  which  a  man  may  do,  and  no  one  can  punish 

him.     I  know  of  nothing.     I  went  up  to  London  after  him,  but 

ho  continuid  to  crawl  nut  of  my  way.     What  can  you  do  to 

a  rat  but  kcip  clear  of  him  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  had  felt  in  her  heart  that  it  would  bo  well  if 
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Crosbie  could  be  beaten  till  all  liis  bones  were  sore.  I  hardly 
know  wbether  such  should  have  been  a  woman's  thought,  but 
it  was  hers.  She  had  no  wish  that  he  should  be  made  to  fight 
a  duel.  In  that  there  would  have  been  much  that  was  wicked, 
and  in  her  estimation  nothing  that  was  just.  But  she  felt  that 
if  Bernard  would  thrash  the  coward  for  his  cowardice  she  would 
love  her  ]icphcw  better  than  ever  she  had  loved  him.  Bernard 
also  had  considered  it  probable  that  he  might  be  expected  to 
horsewhip  the  man  who  had  jilted  his  cousin,  and,  as  regarded 
the  absolute  bodily  risk,  he  would  not  have  felt  any  insuper- 
able objection  to  undertake  the  task.  But  such  a  piece  of  work 
was  disagreeable  to  him  in  many  ways.  He  hated  the  idea  of 
a  row  at  his  club.  He  was  most  desirous  that  his  cousin's 
name  should  not  be  made  public.  He  wished  to  avoid  any- 
thing that  might  be  impolitic.  A  wicked  thing  had  been  done, 
and  he  was  quite  ready  to  hate  Crosbie  as  Crosbie  ought  to  be 
hated  ;  but  as  regarded  himself,  it  made  him  unhappy  to  think 
that  the  world  might  probably  expect  him  to  punish  the  man 
who  had  so  lately  been  his  friend.  And  then  he  did  not 
know  where  to  catch  him,  or  how  to  thrash  him  when  caught. 
He  was  very  sorry  for  his  cousin,  and  felt  strongly  that 
Crosbie  should  not  be  allowed  to  escape.  But  what  was  he 
to  do  ? 

"  Would  she  like  to  go  am-where  ?  "  said  the  squii-e  again, 
anxious,  if  he  could,  to  afford  solace  by  some  act  of  generosity. 
At  this  moment  he  would  have  settled  a  hundi-ed  a  year  for 
life  upon  his  niece  if  by  so  doing  he  could  have  done  her  any 
good. 

"  She  will  be  better  at  home,"  said  'Mis.  Dale.  "  Poor 
thing.     For  a  while  she  will  wish  to  avoid  going  out." 

''  I  suppose  so  ;  "  and  then  there  was  a  pause.  "  I'll  tell 
you  what,  Mary ;  I  don't  understand  it.  On  my  honour  I 
don't  understand  it.  It  is  to  me  as  wonderful  as  though  I  had 
caught  the  man  picking  my  pence  out  of  my  pocket.  I  don't 
think  any  man  in  the  position  of  a  gentleman  would  have  done 
such  a  thing  when  I  was  young.  I  don't  think  any  man  would 
liave  dared  to  do  it.  But  now  it  seems  that  a  man  may  act  in 
tliat  way  and  no  hanu  come  to  him.  He  had  a  friend  in 
London  who  came  to  me  and  talked  about  it  as  though  it  were 
some  ordinary,,  everyday  transaction  of  life.  Yes ;  you  may 
come  in,  Bernard.     The  poor  child  knows  it  ajl  now." 

BeiTiard  offered  to  his  aunt  what  of  solace  and  sympathy 
he  had  to  offer,  and  made  some  sort  of  half- expressed  apology 
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for  having  introducoil  this  wolf  into  their  flock,  "  "We  always 
thought  very  much  of  him  at  his  cluh,"  said  Bernard. 

"  I  don't  know  much  about  your  London  clubs  now-a- 
days,"  said  his  uncle,  "  nor  do  I  wish  to  do  so  if  the  society 
of  that  man  can  be  endured  after  what  he  has  now  done." 

"  I  don't  suppose  half-a-dozen  men  will  ever  know  anything 
about  it,"  said  Bernard. 

"  Umph !  "  ejaculated  the  squire.  He  could  not  say  that 
he  wished  Crosbie's  villany  to  be  widely  discussed,  seeing  that 
Lily's  name  was  so  closely  connected  with  it.  But  yet  he  could 
not  support  the  idea  that  Crosbie  should  not  be  punished  by 
the  frown  of  the  world  at  large.  It  seemed  to  him  that  from 
this  time  forward  any  man  speaking  to  Crosbie  should  be  held 
to  have  disgi-aced  himself  by  so  doing. 

"  Give  her  my  best  love,"  he  said,  as  Mrs.  Dale  got  up  to 
take  her  leave  ;  "  my  xerj  best  love.  If  her  old  uncle  can  do 
anything  for  her  she  has  only  to  let  me  know.  She  met  the 
man  in  my  house,  and  I  feel  that  I  owe  her  much.  Bid  her 
come  and  see  me.  It  will  be  better  for  her  than  moping  at 
home.  And  Mary" — this  he  said  to  her,  whispering  into  her 
ear — "  think  of  what  I  said  to  you  about  Bell." 

Mrs.  Dale,  as  she  walked  back  to  her  own  house,  acknow- 
ledged to  herself  that  her  brother-in-law's  manner  was  different 
to  her  from  anything  that  she  had  hitherto  known  of  him. 

During  the  whole  of  that  day  Crosbie's  name  was  not 
mentioned  at  the  Small  House.  Neither  of  the  girls  stiired 
out,  and  Bell  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  afternoon  sitting, 
with  her  arm  round  her  sister's  waist,  upon  the  sofa.  Each  of 
them  had  a  book ;  but  though  there  was  little  spoken,  there 
was  as  little  read.  Who  can  describe  the  thoughts  that  were 
passing  through  Lily's  miud  as  she  remembered  the  hours 
which  she  had  passed  with  Crosbie,  of  his  warm  assurances 
of  love,  of  his  accepted  caresses,  of  her  uncontrolled  and 
acknowledged  joy  in  his  affection  ?  It  had  all  been  holy  to  her 
then ;  and  now  those  things  which  were  then  sacred  had  been 
made  almost  disgraceful  by  his  fault.  And  yet  as  she  thought 
of  tliis  she  declared  to  herself  over  and  over  again  that  she 
wotild  forgive  him  ; — nay,  that  she  had  forgiven  him.  "  And 
he  shall  know  it,  too,"  she  said,  speaking  almost  out  loud. 

"  Lily,  dear  Lily,"  said  Bell,  "  turn  your  thoughts  away 
from  it  for  a  while,  if  you  can." 

"  They  won't  go  away,"  said  Lily.  And  that  was  all  that 
was  said  between  them  on  the  subject. 
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EverylDody  would  know  it !  I  doubt  whether  that  must 
not  be  one  of  the  bitterest  drops  in  the  cup  which  a  gu-1  in 
such  circumstances  is  made  to  drain.  Lily  perceived  early  in 
the  day  that  the  parlour-maid  well  knew  that  she  had  been 
jilted.  The  girl's  manner  was  intended  to  convey  sympathy  ; 
but  it  did  convey  pity  ;  and  Lily  for  a  moment  felt  angiy.  But 
she  remembered  that  it  must  be  so,  and  smiled  upon  the  girl, 
and  spoke  kindly  to  her.  What  mattered  it  ?  All  the  world 
would  know  it  in  a  day  or  two. 

On  the  following  day  she  went  up,  by  her  mother's  advice, 
to  see  her  uncle. 

"  My  child,"  said  he,  "  I  am  sorry  for  you.  My  heart 
bleeds  for  you." 

"  Uncle,"  she  said,  "  do  not  mind  it.  Only  do  this  for 
mc, — do  not  talk  about  it, — I  mean  to  me." 

"  No,  no  ;  I  will  not.  That  there  should  ever  have  been 
in  my  house  so  gi'cat  a  rascal " 

"  Uncle  !  uncle !  I  will  not  have  that !  I  will  not  listen 
to  a  word  against  him  from  any  human  being, — not  a  word ! 
Remember  that !  "     And  her  eyes  flashed  as  she  spoke. 

He  did  not  answer  her,  but  took  her  hand  and  pressed  it, 
and  then  she  left  him.  "  The  Dales  were  ever  constant !  "  he 
said  to  himself,  as  he  walked  up  and  down  the  terrace  before 
his  house.     "  Ever  constant !  " 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 


THE     WOUNDED     FAWN". 


Nearly  two  months  passed  away,  and  it  was  now  Christmas 
time  at  Allington.  It  may  be  presumed  that  there  was  no 
intention  at  either  house  that  the  mirth  should  be  very  loud. 
Such  a  wound  as  that  received  by  Lily  L>ale  was  one  from 
which  recovery  could  not  be  quick,  and  it  was  felt  by  all  the 
family  that  a  weight  was  upon  them  which  made  gaiety  im- 
practicable. As  for  Lily  herself  it  may  be  said  that  she  bore 
her  misfortune  with  all  a  woman's  courage.  For  the  first  week 
she  stood  up  as  a  tree  that  stands  against  the  wind,  which  is 
soon  to  be  shivered  to  pieces  because  it  will  not  bend.  During 
that  week  her  mother  and  sister  were  frightened  by  her  calm- 
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ness  and  endurance.  She  wonld  perform  hor  daily  task.  She 
would  go  out  through  the  village,  and  appear  at  her  place  in 
church  on  the  lirst  Sunday.  She  would  sit  over  her  book  of 
au  evening,  keeping  back  her  tears  ;  and  would  chide  her  mother 
and  sister  when  she  found  that  they  were  rcgai-diug  her  with 
earnest  anxiety. 

"  Mamma,  let  it  all  be  as  thoughit  had  never  been,"  she  said. 

"  Ah.  dear  !  if  that  were  but  possible  !  " 

"  God  forbid  that  it  should  be  possible  inwardly,"  Lily 
replied.  "  But  it  is  possible  outwardly.  I  feel  tliat  you  are 
more  tender  to  me  than  you  used  to  be,  and  that  upsets  me. 
If  you  would  only  scold  me  because  I  am  idle,  I  should  soon 
be  better."  But  her  mother  could  not  speak  to  her  as  she 
perhaps  might  have  spoken  had  no  grief  fallen  upon  her  pet. 
She  could  not  cease  from  those  anxious  tender  glances  which 
made  Lily  know  that  she  was  looked  on  as  a  lawn  wounded 
almost  to  death. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  week  she  gave  way.  "  I  won't  get 
up.  Bell,"  she  said  one  morning,  almost  petulantly.  "  I  am 
ill ; — I  had  better  lie  here  out  of  the  way.  Don't  make  a  fuss 
about  it.     I'm  stupid  and  foolish,  and  that  makes  me  ill." 

Thereupon  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell  were  frightened,  and  looked 
into  each  other's  blank  foces,  remembering  stories  of  poor 
broken-hearted  girls  who  had  died  because  their  loves  had  been 
unfortunate, — as  small  wax  tapers  whose  lights  are  quenched  if 
a  breath  of  wind  blows  upon  them  too  strongly.  But  then  Lily 
was  in  truth  no  such  slight  taper  as  that.  Nor  was  she  the 
stem  that  must  be  broken  because  it  will  not  bend.  She  bent 
herself  to  the  blast  during  that  week  of  illness,  and  then  arose 
with  her  form  still  straight  and  graceful,  and  with  her  bright 
light  unquenched. 

After  that  she  would  talk  more  openly  to  her  mother  about 
her  loss, — openly  and  with  a  true  appreciation  of  the  misfor- 
tune which  had  befallen  her  ;  but  with  an  assurance  of  strength 
which  seemed  to  ridicule  the  idea  of  a  broken  heart.  "  I  know 
that  I  can  bear  it,"  she  said,  "  and  that  I  can  bear  it  without 
lasting  unhappiness.  Of  course  I  shall  always  love  him,  and 
must  leel  almost  as  you  felt  when  you  lost  my  father." 

In  answer  to  this  Mrs.  Dale  could  say  nothing.  She  could 
not  speak  out  her  thoughts  about  Crosbie,  and  explain  to  Lily 
that  ho  was  unworthy  of  her  love.  Love  does  not  follow  worth, 
and  is  not  given  to  excellence  ; — nor  is  it  destroyed  by  ill- 
usarje,  nor  killed  by  blows  and  mutilation.     ^Vhcn  Lily  dcclai-cd 
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that  she  still  loved  the  man  who  had  so  ill-used  her,  Mrs.  Dale 
would  be  silent.  Each  perfectly  understood  the  other,  hut  on 
that  matter  even  they  could  not  interchange  their  thoughts  with 
freedom. 

"  You  must  promise  never  to  he  tu'ed  of  me,  mamma," 
said  Lily. 

"  Mothers  do  not  often  get  tired  of  theu'  children,  whatever 
the  children  may  do  of  their  mothers." 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that  when  the  children  turn  out  old 
maids.  And  I  mean  to  have  a  will  of  my  ovm,  too,  mamma  ; 
and  a  way  also,  if  it  he  possible.  AVhen  Bell  is  married  I  shall 
consider  it  a  partnership,  and  I  shan't  do  what  I'm  told  any 
longer." 

"  Forewarned  will  be  forearmed." 

"Exactly; — and  I  don't  want  to  take  you  by  surprise. 
For  a  year  or  two  longer,  till  Bell  is  gone,  I  mean  to  be  dutiful ; 
but  it  would  be  very  stupid  for  a  person  to  be  dutiful  all  their 
lives." 

All  of  which  Mrs.  Dale  understood  thoroughly.  It  amounted 
to  an  assertion  on  Lily's  part  that  she  had  loved  once  and  could 
never  love  again  ;  that  she  had  played  her  game,  hoping,  as 
other  girls  hope,  that  she  might  win  the  prize  of  a  husband ; 
but  that,  having  lost,  she  could  never  play  the  game  again. 
It  was  that  inward  conviction  on  Lily's  part  which  made  her 
say  such  words  to  her  mother.  But  Mrs.  Dale  would  by  no 
means  allow  herself  to  share  this  conviction.  She  declared  to 
herself  that  time  would  cure  Lily's  wound,  and  that  her  child 
might  yet  be  crowned  by  the  bliss  of  a  happy  marriage.  She 
would  not  in  her  heart  consent  to  that  plan  in  accordance  with 
which  Lily's  destiny  in  life  was  to  be  regarded  as  already  fixed. 
She  had  never  really  liked  Crosbie  as  a  suitor,  and  would 
herself  have  prcfeiTed  John  Eames,  with  all  the  faults  of  his 
hobbledehoyhood  on  his  head.  It  might  yet  come  to  pass  that 
John  Eames'  love  might  be  made  happy. 

But  in  the  meantime  Lily,  as  I  have  said,  had  become 
strong  in  her  courage,  and  recommenced  the  work  of  living 
with  no  lackadaisical  self-assurance  that  because  she  had  been 
made  more  unhappy  than  others,  therefore  she  should  allow 
herself  to  be  more  idle.  Morning  and  night  she  prayed  for 
him,  and  daily,  almost  hour  by  houi*,  she  assured  herself  that 
it  was  still  her  duty  to  love  him.  It  was  hard,  this  duty  of 
loving,  without  any  power  of  expressing  such  love.  But  still 
she  would  do  her  duty. 
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"  Tell  me  at  once,  mamma,"  slie  said  one  mornin<:j,  "  when 
YOU  hear  that  the  day  is  fixed  for  his  marriage.  Pray  don't 
keep  me  in  the  dark." 

•'  It  is  to  be  in  February,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  But  let  me  know  the  day.  It  must  not  be  to  me  like 
ordinary  days.  But  do  not  look  unhappy,  mamma  ;  I  am  not 
going  to  make  a  fool  of  myself.  I  shan't  steal  off  and  appear 
in  the  chuixh  like  a  ghost."  And  then,  having  uttered  her 
little  joke,  a  sob  came,  and  she  hid  her  face  on  her  mother's 
bosom.  In  a  moment  she  raised  it  again.  "  Believe  me, 
mamma,  thiit  I  am  not  unhappy,"  she  said. 

After  the  expiration  of  that  second  week  Mrs.  Dale  did 
write  a  letter  to  Crosbie  : 

I  SUPPOSE  (she  said)  it  is  ripht  that  I  should  acknowledjrc  the  receipt 
of  vour  kttcr.  I  do  not  know  that  I  have  au^dit  else  to  say  to  you.  It 
would  not  become  me  as  a  woman  to  say  what  I  think  of  your  conduct, 
but  I  believe  that  your  conscience  will  tell  yon  the  same  thingrs.  If  it 
do  not,  you  must,  indeed,  be  hardened.  I  have  promised  my  child  that 
I  will  send  to  you  a  messa;,'e  from  her.  She  bids  me  tell  you  that 
she  has  forgriven  you,  and  that  she  does  not  hate  you.     May  God  also 

I  forgive  you,  and  may  you  recover  his  love. 

j  JIart  Dale. 

I  bej:  that  no  rejoinder  may  be  made  to  this  letter,  cither  to  myself 
or  to  any  of  my  family. 

The   squire  wrote  no  answer  to  the  letter  which  ho  had 

received,  nor  did  he  take  any  steps  towards  the  immediate 

punishment  of  Crosbie.     Indeed  he  had  declared  that  no  such 

steps  could  be  taken,  explaining  to  his  nephew  that  such  a  man 

^  could  be  sen*ed  only  as  one  serves  a  rat. 

"  I  shall  never  see  him,"  he  said  once  again  ;  "  if  I  did.  I 
I  should  not  scruple  to  hit  him  on  the  head  with  my  stick ;  but 

tl  should  think  ill  of  myself  to  go  after  him  with  such  an 
•object." 

And  yet  it  was  a  terrible  sorrow  to  the  old  man  that  the 
Bcoundrel  who  had  so  injured  him  and  his  should  escape  scot- 
free.     He  had  not  forgiven  Crosbie.     No  idea  of  forgivene-s 
ever  crossed  his  mind.     He  would  have  hated  himself  had 
thought  it  possible  that  he  could  be  induced  to  forgive  such 
m  injury.     "  There  is  an  amount  of  rascality  in  it, — of  low 
anucss,  which  I  do  not  understand,"  he  would  say  over  and 
■ver  again  to  his  nephew.     And  then  as  he  would  walk  alone 
'Q  the  terrace  he  would  speculate  within  his  own  mind  whether 
mard  would  take  any  steps  towards  avenging  his  cousin's 
iry,     "  He  is  right,"  he  would  say  to  himself;  '•  Bernard 
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is  quite  right.  But  when  I  was  young  I  could  not  have  stood 
it.  In  those  days  a  gentleman  might  have  a  fellow  out  who 
had  treated  him  as  he  has  treated  us.  A  man  was  satisfied  in 
feeling  that  he  had  done  something.  I  suppose  the  world  is 
different  now-a-days."  The  world  is  different ;  but  the  squire 
by  no  means  acknowledged  in  his  heart  that  there  had  been 
any  improvement. 

Bernard  also  was  greatly  troubled  in  his  mind.     He  would 
have  had  no  objection  to  fight  a  duel  with  Crosbie,  had  duels 
in  these  days  been  possible.     But  he  believed  them  to  be  uc 
longer  possible, — at  any  rate  without  ridicule.     And  if  he  could 
not  fight  the  man,  in  what  other  way  was  he  to  punish  him  •' 
Was  it  not  the  fact  that  for  such  a  fault  the  world  afforded  no 
punishment  ?     Was  it  not  in  the  power  of  a  man  like  Crosbie 
to  amuse  himself  for  a  week  or  two  at  the  expense  of  a  girl's 
happiness  for  life,  and  then  to  escape  absolutely  without  any 
ill  effects  to  himself?     "  I  shall  be  barred  out  of  my  club  lest 
I  should  meet  him,"  Bernard  said  to  himself,  "  but  he  will  not 
be  bai-red  out."     Moreover,  there  was  a  feeling  within  him  that 
the  matter  would  be  one  of  triumph  to  Crosbie  rather  than 
otherwise.     In  having  secured  for  himself  the  pleasure  of  his 
courtship  with  such  a  girl  as  Lily  Dale,  without  encountering 
the  penalty  usually  consequent  upon  such  amusement,  he  would 
be  held  by  manv  as  having  merited  much  admiration.     He  had 
sinned  against  all  the  Dales,  and  yet  the  suffering  arising  from 
•  his  sin  was  to  fall  upon  the  Dales  exclusively.     Such  was  Ber- 
nard's reasoning,  as  he  speculated  on  the  whole  affair,  sadly 
enough, — wishuig  to  be  avenged,  but  not  knowing  where  to 
look  for  vengeance.     For  myself  I  believe  him  to  have  beeu 
altogether  wi'ong  as  to  the  light  in  which  he  supposed  that 
Crosbie's  falsehood  would  be   regarded  by   Crosbie's  fi-iends. 
Men  will  still  talk  of  such  things  lightly,  professing  that  all  18 
fair  in  love  as  it  is  in  war,  and  speaking  ahnost  with  envy  of 
the  good  fortunes  of  a  practised  deceiver.     But  I  have  never 
come  across  the  man  who  thought  in  this  way  with  reference 
to  an  individual  case.      Crosbie's   own  judgment   as  to  the 
consequences  to  himself  of  what  he  had  done  was  more  correct 
than  that  fonned  by  Bernard  Dale.     He  had  regarded  the  act 
as  venial  as  long  as  it  was  still  to  do,— while  it  was  still  withm 
his  power  to  leave  it  undone  ;  but  from  the  moment  of  its 
accomplishment  it  had  forced  itself  upon  his  own  view  in  its 
proper  light.     He  knew  that  he  had  been  a  scoundrel,  and  he 
knew  that  other  men  would  so  think  of  him.     His  friend  Fowler 


THE    WOUNDED    FA^^-X.  303 

Pmtt,  who  had  the  reputation  of  looking  at  vromcn  simplv  as 

ys,  bad  so  regarded  him.  Instead  of  boasting  of  what  be 
nad  done,  be  was  as  afraid  of  alluding  to  any  matter  connected 
with  bis  marriage  as  a  man  is  of  talking  of  the  articles  which 
he  has  stolen.  He  had  ah-eady  felt  that  men  at  his  club 
looked  askance  at  him  ;  and,  though  he  was  no  coward  as 
regarded  his  own  skin  and  bones,  be  bad  an  undotined  fear 
lest  some  day  be  might  encounter  Bernard    Dale   purposely 

lued  with  a  stick.  The  squii-e  and  his  nephew  were  wrong 
la  supposing  that  Crosbie  was  unpunished. 

And  as  the  winter  came  on  he  felt  that  he  was  closely 
watched  by  the  noble  family  of  De  Courcy.  Some  of  that  noble 
family  be  bad  already  learned  to  hate  cordially.  The  Honour- 
able John  came  up  to  to^\Ti  in  Nove'^^ber,  and  persecuted  him 
vilely ; — insisted  on  having  dinners  given  to  him  at  Sebright's, 
of  smoking  throughout  the  whole  afternoon  in  bis  future 
brother-in-law's  rooms,  and  on  boiTowing  his  future  brother- 
in-law's  possessions  ;  till  at  last  Crosbie  determined  that  it 
would  be  vdse  to  quarrel  with  the  Honourable  John, — and  he 
quarrelK  d  with  him  accordingly,  turning  him  Out  of  bis  rooms, 
and  Itiliug  him  in  so  many  words  that  he  would  have  no  more 
to  do  with  him. 

"  You'll  have  to  do  it,  as  I  did,"  Mortimer  Gazebee  bad 
said  to  him  ;  '*  I  didn't  Like  it  because  of  the  family,  but  Lady 
Amelia  told  me  that  it  must  be  so."  WTiereupon  Crosbie  took 
the  advice  of  Mortimer  Gazebee. 

But  the  hospitality  of  the  Gazebces  was  perhaps  more  dis- 
tressing to  him  than  even  the  importunities  of  the  Honourable 
John.     It  seemed  as  though  his  future  sister-in-law  was  deter- 
mined not  to  leave  him  alone.     Mortimer  was  sent  to  fetch 
him  up  for  the  Sunday  afternoons,  and  he  found  that  he  was 
constrained  to  go  to  the  villa  in  St.  John's  Wood,  even  in 
ition  to  his  own  most  strenuous  will.     He  could  not  quite 
e  the  circumstances  of  his  own  position,  but  he  felt  as 
^  ;i  he  were  a  cock  with  his  spurs  cut  oS, — as  a  dog  with 

s  teeth  drawn.  He  found  himself  becoming  humble  and 
i.n  ' '  .  He  had  to  acknowledge  to  himself  that  be  was  afraid 
'>!  Lsdy  Amelia,  and  almost  even  afraid  of  Morthuer  Gazebee. 

■  0  was  aware  that  they  watched  him,  and  knew  all  his  goings 
out  and  comings  in.  They  called  him  Adolphus,  and  made 
him  tame.  That  coming  evil  day  in  Februar>'  was  dinned  into 
liis  ears.  Lady  Amelia  would  go  and  look  at  furniture  for 
him,  and  talked  by  the  hour  about  bedding  and  sheets.     "  You 
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had  better  get  your  kitchen  things  at  Tomkins'.  They're  all 
good,  and  he'll  give  you  ten  per  cent,  oif  if  you  pay  him  ready 
money, — which  of  course  you  will,  you  know  !"  Was  it  for 
this  that  he  had  sacrificed  Lily  Dale  ? — for  this  that  he  had 
allied  himself  with  the  noble  house  of  De  Courcy  ? 

Mortimer  had  been  at  him  about  the  settlements  from  the 
veiy  first  moment  of  his  return  to  Loudon,  and  had  already 
bound  him  up  hand  and  foot.  His  life  was  insured,  and  the 
policy  was  in  Mortimer's  hands.  His  own  little  bit  of  money 
had  been  already  handed  over  to  be  tied  up  with  Lady  Alexan- 
drina's  little  bit.  It  seemed  to  him  that  in  all  the  arrange- 
ments made  the  intention  was  that  he  should  die  off  speedily, 
and  that  Lady  Alexandrina  should  be  provided  with  a  decent 
little  income,  suflicieut  for  St.  John's  Wood.  Things  were  to 
be  so  settled  that  he  could  not  even  spend  the  proceeds  of  his 
owu  money,  or  of  hers.  They  were  to  go,  under  the  fostering 
hand  of  Mortimer  Gazebee,  in  paying  insurances.  If  he  would 
only  die  the  day  after  his  marriage,  there  would  really  be  a 
very  nice  sum  of  money  for  Alexandrina,  almost  worthy  of  the 
acceptance  of  an  earl's  daughter.  Six  months  ago  he  would 
have  considered  himself  able  to  turn  Mortimer  Gazebee  round 
his  finger  on  any  subject  that  could  be  introduced  between 
them.  When  they  chanced  to  meet  Gazebee  had  been  quite 
humble  to  him,  treating  him  almost  as  a  superior  being.  Ho 
had  looked  down  on  Gazebee  from  a  very  great  height.  But 
now  it  seemed  as  though  he  were  powerless  in  this  man's 
hands. 

But  perhaps  the  countess  had  become  his  greatest  aversion. 
She  was  perpetually  writing  to  him  little  notes  in  which  she  gave 
him  multitudes  of  commissions,  sending  him  about  as  though 
he  had  been  her -servant.  And  she  pestered  him  witli  advice 
which  was  even  worse  than  her  commissions,  telling  him  of  the 
style  of  life  iu  which  Alexandrina  would  expect  to  Live,  and 
warning  him  very  frequently  that  such  an  one  as  he  could  not 
expect  to  be  admitted  within  the  bosom  of  so  noble  a  family 
without  paying  veiy  dearly  for  that  inestimable  privilege.  Her 
letters  had  become  odious  to  him,  and  he  would  chuck  them  on 
one  side,  leaving  them  for  the  whole  day  unopened.  He  had 
already  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  quarrel  with  the 
countess  also,  very  shortly  after  his  marriage  ;  indeed,  that  he 
would  separate  himself  from  the  whole  family  if  it  were  possible. 
And  yet  he  had  entered  into  this  engagement  mainly  with  the 
view  of  reaping  those  advantages  which  would  accrue  to  him 
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from  being  allied  to  the  Dc  Courcys !  The  squire  and  bis 
nepbew  were  wTetcbod  in  thinking  that  this  man  was  csca])ing 
without  punishment,  but  they  might  have  spared  themselves 
that  misery. 

It  had  been  understood  from  the  first  that  he  was  to  spend 
his  Christmas  at  Courcy  Castle.  From  this  undertaking  it  was 
quite  out  of  his  power  to  enfranchise  himself :  but  he  resolved 
that  his  visit  should  bo  as  short  as  possible.  Christmas  Day 
unfortunately  came  on  a  Monday,  and  it  was  known  to  the 
De  Courcy  world  that  Saturday  was  almost  a  dies  non  at  the 
General  Committee  Office.  As  to  those  three  days  there  was 
no  escape  for  him  ;  but  he  made  Alcxandriua  understand  that 
the  three  Commissioners  were  men  of  iron  as  to  any  extension 
of  those  three  days.  "  I  must  be  absent  again  in  February,  of 
course,"  he  said,  almost  makiug  his  wail  audible  in  thewords 
he  used,  "  and  therefore  it  is  quite  impossible  that  I  should 
stay  now  beyond  the  Monday."  Had  there  been  attractions 
for  him  at  Courcy  Castle  I  think  he  might  have  an-anged 
with  'Mr.  Optimist  for  a  week  or  ten  days.  "  "We  shall  be  all 
alone,"  the  countess  wrote  to  him,  "  and  I  hope  you  will  have 
an  opportunity  of  learning  more  of  our  ways  than  you  have 
ever  really  been  able  to  do  as  yet."  This  was  bitter  as  gall  to 
him.  But  in  this  world  all  valuable  commodities  have  their 
price  ;  and  when  men  such  as  Crosbie  aspire  to  obtain  for 
themselves  an  alliance  with  noble  families,  they  must  pay  the 
market  price  for  the  article  which  they  pui'chase. 

'•  You'll  all  come  up  and  dine  with  us  on  Monday,"  the 
squii-e  said  to  Mrs.  Dale,  about  the  middle  of  the  previous 
week. 

"Well,  I  think  not,"  said  Mrs.  Dale;  "we  are  better, 
perhaps,  as  we  are." 

At  this  moment  the  squire  and  his  sister-in-law  were  on 
much  more  fifiendlv  tenns  than  had  been  usual  with  them,  and 
he  took  her  reply  in  good  part,  understanding  her  feeling. 
Therefore,  he  pressed  his  request,  and  succeeded. 

"  I  think  you're  wrong,"  he  said;  "I  don't  suppose  that 
we  shall  have  a  very  merrj-  Christmas.  You  and  the  girls  will 
hardly  have  that  whether  you  eat  your  pudding  here  or  at  the 
Great  House.  But  it  will  be  better  for  us  all  to  make  the 
attempt.  It's  the  right  thing  to  do.  That's  the  way  I  look 
at  it." 

♦'  I'll  ask  Lily,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Do,  do.     Give  her  my  love,  and  tell  her  from  me  that, 
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in  spite  of  all  that  has  come  and  gone,  Christmas  Day  should 
still  be  to  her  a  day  of  rejoicing.  We'll  dine  about  three,  so 
that  the  servants  can  have  the  aftenioon." 

"  Of  course  we'll  go,"  said  Lily  ;  "  why  not  ?  We  always 
do.  And  we'll  have  blind-man's-buff  with  all  the  Boyces,  as 
we  had  last  year,  if  uncle  will  ask  them  up."  But  the  Boyces 
were  not  asked  up  for  that  occasion. 

But  Lily,  though  she  put  on  it  all  so  brave  a  face,  had 
much  to  suffer,  and  did  in  truth  suffer  greatly.  K  you,  my 
reader,  ever  chanced  to  slip  into  the  gutter  on  a  wet  day,  did 
you  not  find  that  the  sympathy  of  the  bystanders  was  by  far 
the  severest  part  of  your  misfortune  ?  Did  you  not  declare  to 
yourself  that  all  might  yet  be  well,  if  the  people  would  only 
Avalk  on  and  not  look  at  you  ?  And  yet  j^ou  cannot  blame 
those  who  stood  and  pitied  you  ;  or,  perhaps,  essayed  to  rub 
you  down,  and  assist  you  in  the  recovery  of  your  bedaubed 
hat.  You,  yourself,  if  you  see  a  man  fall,  cannot  walk  by  as 
though  nothing  uncommon  had  happened  to  him.  It  was  so 
with  Lily.  The  people  of  Allington  could  not  regard  her  with 
their  ordinary  eyes.  They  would  look  at  her  tenderly,  knowing 
that  she  v^as  a  wounded  fawn,  and  thus  they  aggravated  the 
soreness  of  her  wound.  Old  Mrs.  Heam  condoled  mth.  her, 
,  telling  her  that  vciy  likely  she  would  be  better  oft'  as  she  was. 
Lily  would  not  lie  about  it  in  any  way.  *'  Mrs.  Heam,"  she 
said,  "the  subject  is  painful  to  me:"  Mrs.  Heam  said  no 
more  about  it,  but  on  every  meeting  between  them  she  looked 
the  things  she  did  not  say.  "  Miss  Lily  ! "  said  Hopkins,  one 
day,  "  Miss  Lily ! " — and  as  he  looked  up  into  her  face  a  tear 
had  almost  formed  itself  in  his  old  eye — "  I  knew  what  he 
was  from  the  fii-st.  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear!  if  I  could  have  had 
him  killed  !  "  "  Hopkins,  how  dare  you  ?  "  said  Lily.  "  If  you 
speak  to  me  again  in  such  a  w^ay,  I  will  tell  my  uncle."  She 
turned  away  from  him;  but  immediately  turned  back  again, 
and  put  out  her  little  hand  to  him.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,"  she 
said.  "  I  know  how  kind  j^ou  are,  and  I  love  you  for  it."  And 
then  she  went  away.  "I'll  go  after  him  yet,  and  break  the 
dirty  neck  of  him,"  said  Hopkins  to  himself,  as  he  vvalked 
down  the  path. 

Shortly  before  Christmas  Day  she  called  with  her  sister  at 
the  vicarage.  Bell,  in  the  course  of  the  visit,  left  the  room 
with  one  of  the  Boyce  girls,  to  look  at  the  last  chrysanthe- 
mums of  the  year.  Then  Mrs.  Boyce  took  advantage  of  the 
occasion  to  make  her  little  speech.     "  My  dear  Lily,"  she  said, 


THE    V^OUXDED   FXWS.  C07 

"  yon  -inU  tbink  me  cold  if  I  ilo  not  say  one  wonl  f  o  you." 
■  Xo,  I  shall  uot,"  said  Lily,  almost  sharply,  shriuking  from 
the  finger  that  threatened  to  touch  her  sore.  "There  are 
thinL;s  which  should  never  be  talked  about."  "  Well,  well ; 
perhaps  so,"  said  Mrs.  Boyce.  But  for.  a  minute  or  two  she 
was  unable  to  fall  back  upon  any  other  topic,  and  sat  looking 
at  Lily  with  painful  tenderness.  I  need  hardly  say  what  were 
Lily's  sutle rings  under  such  a  gaze  ;  but  she  bore  it,  acknow- 
ledging to  herself  in  her  misery  that  the  fiault  did  not  lie  with 
Mrs.  Boyce.  How  could  Mrs.  Boyce  have  looked  at  her  other- 
wise than  tenderly  ? 

It  was  settled,  then,  that  Lily  was  to  dine  up  at  the  Great 
House  on  Christmas  Day,  and  thus  show  to  the  Allington  world 
that  she  was  not  to  be  regarded  as  a  person  shut  out  from  the 
world  by  the  depth  of  her  misfoi-tune.  That  she  was  right 
there  can,  I  think,  be  no  doubt ;  but  as  she  walked  across  the 
little  bridge,  with  her  mother  and  sister,  after  returning  from 
church,  she  would  have  given  much  to  bo  able  to  have  turned 
round,  and  have  gone  to  bed  instead  of  to  her  uncle's  dinner. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

PAWKINS'S  IN  JERMTN  STREET. 

The  show  of  fat  beasts  in  London  took  place  this  year  on  the 
twentieth  day  of  December,  and  I  have  always  understood  that 
a  certain  bullock  exhibited  by  Lord  Do  Guest  was  declared  by 
the  metropolitan  butchers  to  have  realized  all  the  possible  ex- 
cellences of  breeding,  feeding,  and  condition.  No  doubt  the 
butchers  of  the  next  half-centuiy  will  have  learned  much  better, 
and  the  Guestwick  beast,  could  it  be  embalmed  and  then  pro- 
duced, would  excite  only  ridicule  at  the  agricultural  ignorance 
of  the  present  age  ;  but  Lord  Do  Guest  took  tlic  praise  that  was 
ofFered  to  him,  and  found  himself  in  a  seventh  heaven  of  delight. 
He  was  never  so  happy  as  when  surrounded  by  butchers, 
graziers,  and  salesmen  who  were  able  to  appreciate  the  work  of 
his  life,  and  who  rtcrarded  him  as  a  model  nobleman.  *'  Look 
at  that  fellow,"  he  said  to  Eames,  pointing  to  the  prize  bullock, 
imes  had  joined  his  patron  at  the  show  after  his  office  hours, 
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looking  on  upon  the  living  beef  by  gasliglit.     "  Isn't  he  like  Ms 
sire  ?     He  was  got  by  Lnmbkin,  you  kno^v." 

"  Lambkin,"  said  Johnny,  Avho  had  not  as  yet  been  able  to 
learn  much  about  the  Gucstwick  stock. 

"  Yes,  Lambkin.  The  bull  that  we  had  the  trouble  with. 
He  has  just  got  his  sire's  back  and  fore-quarters.  Don't  you 
see  ?  " 

"  I  daresay,"  said  Johnny,  who  looked  very  hard,  but  could 
not  see. 

"  It's  very  odd,"  exclaimed  the  earl,  ''  but  do  you  know, 
that  bull  has  been  as  quiet  since  that  day, — as  quiet  as — 
as  anvthing.  I  think  it  must  have  been  my  pocket-handker- 
chief." 

"I  daresay  it  was,"  said  Johnny;  —  "or  perhaps  the 
flies." 

"  Flics  !  "  said  the  earl,  angrily.  "  Do  you  suppose  he 
isn't  used  to  flies  ?  Come  away.  I  ordered  dinner  at  seven, 
and  it's  past  six  now.  My  bi'other-in-law,  Colonel  Dale,  is  up 
in  town,  and  he  dines  with  us."  So  he  took  Johnny's  arm,  and 
led  him  oiT  through  the  show,  calling  his  attention  as  he  went 
to  several  beasts  which  were  inferior  to  his  own. 

And  then  they  walked  down  through  Portman  Square  and 
Grosvenor  Square,  and  across  Piccadilly  to  Jermyn  Street. 
John  Eamcs  acknowledged  to  himself  that  it  was  odd  that  he 
should  have  an  earl  leaning  on  his  arm  as  he  passed  along 
through  the  streets.  At  home,  in  his  own  life,  his  daily  com- 
panions were  Cradell  and  Amelia  Roper,  Mrs.  Lupex  and  Mrs. 
Roper.  Tbc  difference  was  very  great,  and  yet  he  found  it  quite 
as  easy  to  talk  to  the  earl  as  to  Mrs.  Lupex. 

"  You  know  the  Dales  dowTi  at  Allington,  of  course,"  said 
the  earl. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  them." 

*'  But,  perhaps,  you  never  met  the  colonel." 

"I  don't  think  I  ever  did." 

"  He's  a  queer  sort  of  fellow; — very  well  in  his  way,  but 
he  never  does  anything.  He  and  my  sister  live  at  Torquay, 
and  as  far  as  I  can  find  out,  they  neither  of  them  have  any 
occupation  of  any  sort.  He's  come  up  to  town  now  because  we 
both  had  to  meet  our  family  la^\7ers  and  sign  some  papers,  but 
he  looks  on  the  journey  as  a  gi-eat  hardship.  As  for  me,  I'm 
a  year  older  than  he  is,  but  I  wouldn't  mind  going  up  and  down 
from  Guestwick  every  day." 

"  It's  looking  after  the  bull  that  does  it,"  said  Eames. 
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"  By  George !  you're  right,  Master  Johrmy.  My  sister  ami 
Crofts  may  tell  me  what  they  like,  but  when  a  man's  out  in  the 
open  air  for  eight  or  nine  hours  every  day,  it  doesn't  much  matter 
where  he  goes  to  sleep  after  that.  This  is  Pawkius's, — capital 
good  house,  but  not  so  good  as  it  used  to  be  while  old  Pawkins 
was  alive.  Show  Mr.  Eames  up  into  a  bedroom  to  wash  his 
hands." 

Colonel  Dale  was  much  like  his  brother  in  face,  but  was 
taller,  even  thinner,  and  apparently  older.  "When  Eames  went 
into  the  sitting-room,  the  colonel  was  there  alone,  and  had  to 
take  upon  himself  the  trouble  of  introducing  himself.  He  did 
not  get  up  fi-om  his  aim-chair,  but  nodded  gently  at  the  young 
man.  "Mr.  Eames,  I  believe  ?  I  knew  your  father  at  Guest- 
wick,  a  great  manv  vears  ago  ;  "  then  he  turned  his  face  back 
towap'ds  the  lire  and  sighed. 

"  It's  got  very  cold  this  afternoon,"  said  Johnny,  trj-ing  to 
make  conversation. 

"  It's  always  cold  in  London,"  said  the  colonel. 

"  If  you  had  to  be  here  in  August  you  wouldn't  say  so." 

"  God  forbid,"  said  the  colonel,  and  he  sighed  again,  with 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  fire.  Eames  had  heard  of  the  ver}' 
gallant  way  in  which  Orlando  Dale  had  persisted  in  running 
away  with  Lord  De  Guest's  sister,  in  opposition  to  very  terrible 
obstacles,  and  as  he  now  looked  at  the  intrepid  lover,  he  thought 
that  there  must  have  been  a  gi-eat  change  since  those  days. 
After  that  nothing  more  was  said  till  the  earl  came  down. 

Pawkins's  house  was  thoroughly  old-fashioned  in  all  things, 
and  the  Pawkins  of  that  day  himself  stood  behind  the  earl's 
elbow  when  the  dinner  began,  and  himself  removed  the  cover 
from  the  soup  tureen.  Lord  De  Guest  did  not  require  much 
personal  attention,  but  he  would  have  felt  annoyed  if  this  hadn't 
been  done.  As  it  was  he  had  a  civil  word  to  say  to  Pawkins 
about  the  fat  cattle,  thereby  showing  that  he  did  not  mistake 
Pawkins  for  one  of  the  waiters.  Pawkins  then  took  his  lord- 
ship's orders  about  the  wine  and  retired. 

"  He  keeps  up  the  old  house  pretty  well,"  said  the  earl  to 
his  brother-in-law.  "  It  isn't  like  what  it  was  thirty  yeare 
ago,  but  then  everything  of  that  sort  has  got  worse  and 
worse." 

"  I  suppose  it  has,"  said  the  colonel. 

*'  I  remember  when  old  Pawkins  had  as  good  a  glass  of 
port  as  I've  got  at  home, — or  nearly.  They  can't  get  it  now, 
a  know." 
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"  I  neyer  drink  port,"  said  the  colonel.  "  I  seldom  take 
anything  after  dinner,  except  a  little  negus." 

His  brother-in-law  said  nothing,  hut  made  a  most  eloquent 
grimace  as  he  turned  his  face  towards  his  soup-plate.  Eames 
saw  it,  and  could  hardly  refrain  from  laughing.  When,  at  half- 
past  nine  o'clock,  the  colonel  retired  from  the  room,  the  earl, 
as  the  door  was  closed,  throve  up  his  hands,  and  uttered  the  one 
word  "  negus  !  "  Then  Eames  took  heart  of  gi-ace  and  had 
his  laughter  out. 

The  dinner  was  very  dull,  and  before  the  colonel  went  to  bed 
Johnny  regretted  that  he  had  been  induced  to  dine  at  Paw- 
kins's.  It  might  be  a  very  fine  thing  to  be  asked  to  dinner 
with  an  earl,  and  John  Eames  had  perhaps  received  at  his  oiSce 
some  little  accession  of  dignity  from  the  circumstance,  of  which 
he  had  been  not  unpleasantly  aware  ;  but,  as  he  sat  at  the 
table,  on  which  there  were  four  or  five  apples  and  a  plate  of 
dried  nuts,  looking  at  the  carl,  as  he  endeavoured  to  keep  his 
eyes  open,  and  at  the  colonel,  to  v/hom  it  seemed  absolutely  a 
matter  of  indifference  whether  his  companions  were  asleep  or 
awake,  he  confessed  to  himself  that  the  price  he  was  paying 
was  almost  too  dear.  Mrs.  Roper's  tea-table  was  not  pleasant 
to  him,  but  even  that  would  have  been  preferable  to  the  black 
dinginess  of  Pawkins's  mahogany,  with  the  company  of  two  tired 
old  men,  with  whom  he  seemed  to  have  no  mutual  subject  of 
conversation.  Once  or  twice  he  tried  a  word  with  the  colonel, 
for  the  colonel  sat  with  his  eyes  open  looking  at  the  fire.  But 
he  was  answered  with  monosyllables,  and  it  was  evident  to  him 
that  the  colonel  did  not  wish  to  talk.  To  sit  still,  with  his 
hands  closed  over  each  other  on  his  lap,  was  work  enough  for 
Colonel  Dale  during  his  after-dinner  hours. 

But  the  carl  knew  what  was  going  on.  During  that  terrible 
conllict  between  him  and  his  slumber,  in  which  the  drowsy  god 
fairly  vanquished  him  for  some  twenty  minutes,  his  conscience 
was  always  accusing  him  of  treating  his  guests  badly.  He  was 
very  angiy  with  himself,  and  tried  to  arouse  himself  and  talk. 
But  his  brother-in-law  would  not  help  him  in  his  efforts  ;  and 
even  Eames  was  not  bright  in  rendering  him  assistance.  Then 
for  twenty  minutes  he  slept  soundly,  and  at  the  end  of  that  he 
woke  himself  with  one  of  his  own  snorts.  "  By  George  !  "  ho 
said,  jumping  up  and  standing  on  the  rug,  "  we'll  have  some 
coffee  ;  "  and  alter  that  he  did  not  sleep  any  more. 

"  Dale,"  said  he,  "  won't  you  take  some  moi'c 
wme  ?  " 
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"  Nothintj  more,"  said  the  colonel,  still  looking  at  the  fire, 
and  shaking  his  head  very  slowly. 

"  Come,  Johnny,  fill  your  <^lass."  He  had  ahoaily  got  into 
the  way  of  calling  his  young  friend  Johnny,  having  found  that 
ilrs.  Eanies  generally  spoke  of  her  son  hy  that  name. 

"  I  have  hcen  filling  my  glass  all  the  time,"  said  Eames, 
taking  the  decanter  again  in  his  hand  as  he  spoke. 

"  I'm  glad  you've  found  something  to  amuse  you,  for  it  has 
seemed  to  me  that  you  and  Dale  haven't  had  much  to  say  to 
each  other.     I've  heen  listening  all  the  time." 

"You've  been  asleep,"  said  the  colonel. 

"  Then  there's  been  some  excuse  for  my  holding  my  tongue," 
said  the  earl.  "  By-the-by,  Dale,  what  do  you  think  of  that 
fellow  Crosbie  ?  " 

Eames'  ears  were  instantly  on  the  alert,  and  the  spiiit  of 
dulness  vanished  from  him. 

"  Think  of  him  ?  "  said  the  colonel. 

"  Ho  ought  to  have  every  bone  in  his  skin  broken,"  said 
the  earl. 

"  So  he  ought,"  said  Eames,  getting  up  from  his  chair  in 
his  eagerness,  and  qieaking  in  a  tone  somewhat  louder  than 
was  perhaps  becoming  in  the  presence  of  his  seniors.  "  So  he 
ought,  my  lord.  He  is  the  most  abominable  rascal  that  ever 
I  met  in  my  life.  I  wish  I  was  Lily  Dale's  brother."  Then 
he  sat  do^NTi  again,  remembeiing  that  he  was  speaking  in  the 
presence  of  Lily's  uncle,  and  of  the  father  of  Bernard  Dale, 
who  might  be  supposed  to  occupy  the  place  of  Lily's  brother. 

The  colonel  turned  his  bead  round,  and  looked  at  the  young 
man  with  surprise.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Eames, 
"but  I  have  known  Mrs.  Dale  and  your  nieces  all  my  life." 

"  Oh,  have  you  ?  "  said  the  colonel.  "  Nevertheless  it  is, 
perhaps,  as  well  not  to  make  too  free  with  a  young  lady's  name. 
Not  that  I  blame  you  in  the  least,  Mr.  Eames." 

'•  I  should  think  not,"  said  the  earl.     "  I  honour  him  for 

his  feeling.     Johnny,  my  boy,  if  ever  I  am  unfortunate  enough 

•  meet  that  man,  I  shall  tell  him  my  mind,  and  I  believe  you 

will  do  the  same."     On  hearing  this  John  Eames  winked  at 

the  carl,  and  made  a  motion  with  his  head  towards  the  colonel, 

hose  back  was  turned  to  him.     And  then  the  earl  winked  back 

t  Eames. 

"  De  Guest,"  said  tho  colonel,  "  I  think  I'll  go  upstairs  ; 
I  alwavs  have  a  little  arrowroot  in  my  own  room." 

"  I'll  ring  the  bell  for  a  candle,"  said  the  host.     Then  tho 
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colonel  went,  and  as  the  door  was  closed  behind  him,  the  eaii 
raised  his  two  hands  and  uttered  that  single  word,  "  negus  !  " 
Whereupon  Johnny  burst  out  laughing,  and  coming  round  to 
the  fire,  sat  himself  do\vn  in  the  arm-chair  which  the  colonel 
had  left. 

"  I've  no  doubt  it's  all  right,"  said  the  carl  ;  "but  I 
shouldn't  like  to  drink  negus  myself,  nor  yet  to  have  arrowroot 
up  in  my  bedroom." 

"  I  don't  suppose  there's  any  harm  in  it." 

"Oh  deal',  no;  I  wonder  what  Pawkins  says  about  him. 
But  I  suppose  they  have  them  of  all  sorts  in  an  hotel." 

"  The  waiter  didn't  seem  to  think  much  of  it  when  he 
brought  it." 

"No,  no.  If  he'd  asked  for  senna  and  salts,  the  v/aiter 
wouldn't  have  showed  any  surprise.  By-the-by,  you  touched 
him  up  about  that  poor  girl." 

"  Did  I,  my  lord  ?     I  didn't  mean  it." 

"  You  see  he's  Bernard  Dale's  father,  and  the  question  is, 
whether  Bernard  shouldn't  punish  tlie  fellow  for  what  he  has 
done.  Somebody  ought  to  do  it.  It  isn't  right  that  he  should 
escape.  Somebody  ought  to  let  Mr.  Crosbie  know  what  a 
scoundrel  he  has  made  himself." 

"  I'd  do  it  to-morrow,  only  I'm  afraid " 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  the  earl ;  "  you  are  not  the  right  person 
at  all.  What  have  you  got  to  do  with  it  ?  You've  merely 
known  them  as  family  friends,  but  that's  not  enough." 

"  No,  I  suppose  not,"  said  Eames,  sadly. 

"  Perhaps  it's  best  as  it  is,"  said  the  earl.  "  I  don't  know 
that  any  good  would  be  got  by  knocking  him  over  the  head. 
And  if  we  are  to  be  Christians,  I  suppose  wo  ought  to  be 
Christians." 

"  ^Vliat  sort  of  a  Christian  has  he  been  ?  " 

"  That's  true  enough  ;  and  if  I  was  Bernard,  I  should  be 
veiy  apt  to  forget  my  Bible  lessons  about  meekness." 

"  Do  you  know,  my  lord,  I  should  think  it  the  most  Chris- 
tian tiling  in  the  world  to  pitch  into  hiin ;  I  should,  indeed. 
There  are  some  things  for  which  a  man  ought  to  be  beaten 
black  and  blue." 

"  So  that  he  shouldn't  do  them  again  ?  " 

"  Exactly.     You  might  say  it  isn't  Christian  to  hang 
man." 

"I'd  always  hang  a  murderer.     It  wasn't  right  lo  hangj 
m:n  for  stealing  sheep." 
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"  Mneh  better  hang  such  a  fellow  as  Crosbie,"  saiil  Eames. 

"  Well,  I  believe  so.  If  any  fellow  wanted  now  to  curr}' 
favour  with  the  young  lady,  what  an  opportunity  he'd  have." 

Johnnv  remained  sUeut  for  a  moment  or  two  before  he 
answered.  ''  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  he  said,  mourufully,  as 
though  grieving  at  the  thought  that  there  was  no  chance  of 
currjing  fovour  with  Lily  by  thrashing  her  late  lover. 

'•  I  dont  pretend  to  know  much  about  gii'ls,"  said  Lord 
De  Guest;  '"but  I  should  think  it  would  be  so.  I  should 
fancy  that  nothing  would  please  her  so  much  as  hearing  that 
he  had  caught  it,  and  that  all  the  world  knew  that  he'd  caught 
it."  The  earl  had  declared  that  he  diiln't  know  much  about 
girls,  and  in  so  saying,  he  was  no  doubt  right. 

"If  I  thought  so,"  said  Eames,  "  I'd  find  him  out  to- 
morrow." 

"  Why  so  ?  what  difference  does  it  make  to  you  ?  "  Then 
there  was  another  pause,  during  which  Johnny  looked  very 
sheepish.  '*  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you're  in  love  witla 
Miss  Lily  Dale  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  much  about  being  in  love  with  her,"  said 
Johnny,  turning  very  red  as  he  spoke.  And  then  he  made  up 
his  mind,  in  a  wild  sort  of  way,  to  tell  all  the  truth  to  his 
friend.  Pawkins's  port  mne  may,  perhaps,  have  had  something 
to  do  with  the  resolution.  "  But  I'd  go  through  fire  and  water 
for  her,  my  lord.  I  knew  her  years  before  he  had  ever  seen 
her,  and  have  loved  her  a  great  deal  better  than  he  will  ever 
love  any  one.  "WTion  I  heard  that  she  had  accepted  him,  I  had 
half  a  mind  to  cut  my  own  throat, — or  else  his." 

"  Highty  tiglity,"  said  the  carl. 

**  It's  very  ridiculous,  I  know,"  said  Johnny,  "  and  of  course 
she  would  never  have  accepted  me." 

"  I  don't  see  that  at  all." 

"  I  haven't  a  shilling  in  the  world." 

"  Girls  don't  care  much  for  that." 

'*  And  then  a  clerk  in  the  Income-tax  Office  !  It's  such 
a  poor  thing." 

"  The  other  fellow  was  only  a  clerk  in  another  office." 

The  earl  living  down  at  Guestwick  did  not  understand  that 
the  Income-tax  Otlico  in  the  city>  and  the  (xeueral  Committee 
Office  at  Whitehall,  were  as  far  apart  as  Dives  and  Lazarus, 
1 1  separated  by  as  impassable  a  gulf. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Johnny ;  "  bat  his  office  is  another  kind  of 
thing,  and  then  he  was  a  swell  himself." 
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"  By  George,  I  don't  see  it,"  siiid  the  earl. 

"  I  don't  wonder  a  bit  at  her  accepting  a  fellow  like  that. 
I  hated  him  the  first  moment  I  saw  him ;  hut  that's  no  reason 
she  should  hate  him.  He  had  that  sort  of  manner,  you  know. 
He  was  a  swell,  and  girls  like  that  kind  of  thing.  I  never  felt 
angi'y  with  her,  but  I  could  have  eaten  him."  As  he  spoke  he 
looked  as  though  he  would  have  made  some  such  attempt  had 
Crosbie  been  present. 

"  Did  you  ever  ask  her  to  have  you  ?  "  said  the  earl. 

*'  No ;  how  could  I  ask  her,  when  I  hadn't  bread  to  give 
her?" 

"  And  you  never  told  her that  you  were  in  love  with 

her,  I  mean,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing." 

"  She  knows  it  now,"  said  Johnny ;  "I  went  to  say 
good-by  to  her  the  other  day, — when  I  thought  she  was  going 
to  be  married.     I  could  not  help  telling  her  then." 

"  But  it  seems  to  me,  my  dear  fellow,  that  you  ought  to  be 
very  much  obliged  to  Crosbie ; — that  is  to  say,  if  you"ve  a  mind 
to " 

"  I  know  what  you  mean,  my  lord.  I  am  not  a  bit  obliged 
to  him.  It's  my  belief  that  all  this  wiU  about  kill  her.  As  to 
myself,  if  I  thought  she'd  ever  have  me " 

Then  he  was  again  silent,  and  the  earl  could  see  that  the 
tears  were  in  his  eyes. 

"I  think  I  begin  to  understand  it,"  said  the  earl,  "and 
I'll  give  you  a  bit  of  advice.  You  come  down  and  spend  your 
Chiistmas  with  me  at  Guestwick." 

"  Oh,  my  lord  !  " 

"  Never  mind  my-lording  me,  but  do  as  I  tell  you.  Lady 
Julia  sent  you  a  message,  though  I  forgot  all  about  it  till  now. 
She  wants  to  thank  you  herself  for  what  you  did  in  the  field." 

"  That's  all  nonsense,  my  lord." 

"  Very  well ;  you  can  tell  her  so.  You  may  take  my  word 
for  this,  too, — my  sister  hates  Crosbie  quite  as  much  as  you  do. 
I  think  she'd  '  pitch  into  him,'  as  you  call  it,  herself,  if  she 
knew  how.  You  come  down  to  Guestwick  for  the  Christmas, 
and  then  go  over  to  Allington  and  tell  them  all  plainly  what 
you  mean." 

"  I  couldn't  say  a  word  te  her  now." 

"  Say  it  to  the  squii-e,  then.  Go  to  him,  and  tell  him  what 
you  mean, — holding  your  head  up  like  a  ma^.  Don't  talk  to 
me  about  swells.  The  man  who  means  honestly  is  the  best 
swell  I  know.     He's  the  only  swell  I  recognize.     Go  to  old 
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Dale,  and  say  yon  come  from  me, — from  Guestwiclc  Mauor. 
Tell  him  that  if  holl  put  a  little  stick  under  the  pot  to  make 
it  boil,  I'll  put  a  bigger  one.  He'll  understand  what  that 
means." 

*'  Oh,  no,  my  lord.' 

"  Cut  I  say,  oh,  yes;"  and  the  earl,  who  was  now  standing 
on  the  ru!?  before  the  fire,  dug  his  hands  deep  down  into  his 
trousers'  puckets.  ''  I'm  very  fond  of  that  girl,  and  would  do 
much  for  her.  You  ask  Lady  Julia  if  I  diibi't  say  so  to  her 
before  I  ever  knew  of  your  casting  a  shcep's-eye  that  way. 
And  I've  a  sneaking  kindness  for  you  too,  blaster  Johnny. 
Lord  bless  you,  I  knew  your  father  as  well  as  I  ever  knew  any 
man  ;  and  to  tell  the  truth,  I  believe  I  helped  to  ruin  him.  He 
held  land  of  me,  you  know,  and  there  can't  be  any  doubt  that 
he  did  ruin  himself.  He  knew  no  more  about  a  beast  when 
he'd  done,  than — than — than  that  waiter.  If  he'd  gone  on  to 
this  day  he  wouldn't  have  been  any  wiser." 

Johnny  sat  silent,  with  his  eyes  full  of  tears.  What  was 
he  to  say  to  his  friend  ? 

"You  come  down  with  me,"  continued  the  earl,  "and 
you'll  find  we'll  make  it  all  straight.  I  daresay  you're  right 
about  not  speaking  to  the  giil  just  at  present.  But  tell  every- 
thing to  the  uncle,  and  then  to  the  mother.  And,  above  all 
thincrs,  never  think  that  you're  not  good  enough  yourself.  A 
man  should  never  think  that.  My  belief  is  that  in  life  people 
will  take  you  very  much  at  your  own  reckoning.  If  you  are 
made  of  dirt,  like  that  fellow  Crosbie,  you'll  be  found  out  at 
last,  no  doubt.     But  then  I  don't  think  you  are  made  of  dirt." 

"  I  hope  not." 

"  And  so  do  I.  You  can  come  down,  I  suppose,  with  me 
the  day  after  to-moiTow  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  not.     I  have  had  all  my  leave." 

'■  Shall  I  write  to  old  Buffle,  and  ask  it  as  a  favour  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Johnny  ;  "  I  shouldn't  like  that.  But  I'll  see 
to-morrow,  and  then  I'll  let  you  know.  I  can  go  down  liv  the 
mail  train  on  Saturday,  at  any  rate." 

"  That  won't  be  comfortable.  See  and  come  willi  me  if 
^.  ju  can.  Now,  good-night,  mv  dear  fellow,  and  remember 
this, — when  I  say  a  thing  I  mean  it.  I  think  I  may  boast  that 
I  never  yet  went  back  from  my  word." 

The  earl  as  he  spoke  gave  his  left  hand  to  his  guest,  and 
looking  somewhat  grandly  up  over  the  young  mans  head,  ho 
tapped  his  own  breast  thrice  with  his  right  hand.     As  he  went 
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through  the  little  scene,  John  Eames  felt  that  he  v/as  every 
inch  an  earl. 

"  I  clou't  know  what  to  sa}^  to  3'ou,  my  lord." 

"  Say  nothing, — not  a  word  more  to  me.  But  say  to  your- 
self that  faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady.  Good-night,  my  dear 
boy,  good-night.  I  dine  out  to-morrow,  but  you  can  call  and 
let  me  know  at  about  six." 

Eames  then  left  the  room  without  another  wood,  and  walked 
out  into  the  cold  air  of  Jermyn  Street.  The  moon  was  clear 
and  bright,  and  the  pavement  in  the  shining  light  seemed  to  be 
as  clean  as  a  lady's  hand.  All  the  world  was  altered  to  him  since 
he  had  entered  Pawkins's  Hotel.  Was  it  then  possible  that  Lily 
Dale  might  even  yet  become  his  wife  ?  Could  it  be  true  that 
he,  even  now,  was  in  a  position  to  go  boldly  to  the  Squire  of 
Allington,  and  tell  him  what  were  his  views  with  reference  to 
Lily  ?  And  how  far  would  he  be  justified  in  taking  the  earl  at 
his  word  ?  Some  incredible  amount  of  wealth  would  be  required 
before  he  could  marry  Lily  Dale.  Two  or  three  hundred  pounds 
a  year  at  the  very  least !  The  earl  could  not  mean  him  to 
understand  that  any  such  sum  as  that  would  be  made  up  with 
such  an  object !  Nevertheless  he  resolved  as  he  walked  home 
to  Burton  Crescent  that  he  would  go  down  to  Guestwick,  and 
that  he  would  obey  the  carl's  behest.  As  regarded  Lily  herself 
he  felt  that  nothing  could  be  said  to  her  for  many  a  long  day 
as  yet. 

"  Oh,  John,  how  late  you  are  !  "  said  Amelia,  slipping  out 
from  the  back  parlour  as  he  lot  himself  in  with  his  latch  key. 

"  Yes,  I  am ; — very  late,"  said  John,  taking  his  candle, 
and  passing  her  by  on  the  stairs  without  another  word. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 


THE    TIME    WILL    COME." 


♦*  Did  you  hear  that  yoimg  Eames  is  staying  at  Guestwick 
Manor  ?  " 

As  these  were  the  first  words  Avhich  the  squire  spoke  to 
Mrs.  Dale  as  they  walked  together  up  to  the  (j-reat  House,  after 
church,  on  Christmas  Day,  it  was  clear  enough  that  the  tidings 


J 


(( 


THE    TIME    WILL    COME."  817 


of  Johnny's  visit,   when   tokl   to  him,    had   made  some  im- 
pression. 

"At  Gucstwick  Manor !  "  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "Dear  me! 
Do  Tou  hear  that,  Bell?  There's  promotion  for  Master 
Johnny !  " 

"  Don't  you  remember,  mamma,"  said  Bell,  "  that  he 
helped  his  lordship  in  his  trouble  with  the  bull  ?  " 

Lily,  who  remembered  accurately  all  the  passages  of  her 
last  interview  with  John  Eames,  said  nothing,  but  felt,  in  some 
sort,  sore  at  the  idea  that  he  should  be  so  near  her  at  such  a 
time.  In  some  unconscious  way  she  had  liked  him  for  coming 
to  her  and  saying  all  that  he  did  say.  She  valued  him  more 
highly  after  that  scene  than  she  did  before.  But  now,  she 
would  feel  herself  injured  and  hurt  if  he  ever  made  his  way 
into  her  presence  under  cu-cumstauces  as  they  existed. 

'•  I  should  not  have  thought  that  Lord  De  Guest  was  the 
man  to  show  so  much  gratitude  for  so  slight  a  favour,"  said 
the  squire.     '*  However,  I'm  going  to  dine  there  to-morrow." 

"  To  meet  young  Eames  ?  "  said  3Irs.  Dale 

"  Yes, — especially  to  meet  young  Eames.  At  least,  I've 
been  very  specially  asked  to  come,  and  I've  been  told  that  he  is 
to  be  there." 

"  And  is  Bernard  going  ?  " 

*'  Indeed  I'm  not,"  said  Bernard.  "  I  shall  come  over  and 
dine  with  you." 

A  half-formed  idea  flitted  across  Lily's  mind,  teaching  her 
to  imagine  for  a  moment  that  she  might  possibly  be  concerned 
in  this  arrangement.  But  the  thought  vanished  as  quickly  as 
it  came,  merely  leaving  some  soreness  behind  it.  There  ai-e 
certain  maladies  which  make  the  whole  body  sore.  The  patient, 
let  him  be  touched  on  any  point,  —  let  him  even  be  nearly 
touched, — will  roar  with  agony  as  though  his  whole  body  had 
been  bruised.  So  it  is  also  with  maladies  of  the  mind.  Sorrows 
such  as  that  of  poor  Lily's  leave  the  heart  sore  at  every  point, 
and  compel  the  sufferer  to  bo  ever  in  fear  of  new  wounds.  Lily 
bore  her  cross  bravely  and  well ;  but  not  the  less  did  it  weigh 
heavily  upon  her  at  every  turn  because  she  had  the  strength  to 
walk  as  though  she  did  not  bear  it.  Nothing  happened  to  her, 
or  in  her  presence,  that  did  not  in  some  way  connect  itself 
with  her  misery.  Her  uncle  was  going  over  to  meet  John 
Eames  at  Lord  De  Guest's.  Of  course  the  men  there  would 
talk  about  her,  and  all  such  talking  was  an  injury  to  her. 

The  afternoon  of  that  day  did  not  pass  away  brightly.     As 
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long  as  the  servants  were  in  tlie  room  tlie  dinner  went  on  much 
as  other  dinners.  At  such  times  a  certain  amount  of  hypocrisy 
must  always  be  practised  in  closely  domestic  circles.  At  mixed 
dinner-parties  people  can  talk  before  Richard  and  William  the 
same  words  that  they  would  use  if  Richard  and  William  were 
not  there.  People  so  mixed  do  not  talk  together  their  inward 
home  thoughts.  But  when  close  friends  are  together,  a  little 
conscious  reticence  is  practised  till  the  door  is  tiled.  At  such 
a  meeting  as  this  that  conscious  reticence  was  of  service,  and 
created  an  effort  which  was  salutary.  When  the  door  was  tiled, 
and  when  the  servants  were  gone,  how  could  they  be  merry 
together  ?  By  what  mirth  should  the  beards  be  made  to  wag 
on  that  Christmas  Day  '? 

"  My  father  has  been  up  in  town,"  said  Bernard.  "He 
was  with  Lord  De  Guest  at  Pawkins's." 

"  Wliy  didn't  you  go  and  see  him  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.  He  did  not  seem  to  wish  it.  I 
shall  go  down  to  Torc[uay  in  February.  I  must  be  up  in 
London,  you  know,  in  a  fortnight,  for  good."  Then  they  were 
all  silent  again  for  a  few  minutes.  If  Bernard  could  have 
owned  the  truth,  he  would  have  acknowledged  that  he  had  not 
gone  up  to  London,  because  he  did  not  yet  know  how  to  treat 
Crosbie  when  he  should  meet  him.  His  thoughts  on  this  matter 
threw  some  soi-t  of  shadow  across  poor  Lily's  mind,  making  her 
feel  that  her  wound  was  again  opened. 

"  I  want  him  to  give  up  his  profession  altogether,"  said 
the  squire,  speaking  firmly  and  slowly.  "  It  would  be  better, 
I  think,  for  both  of  us  that  he  should  do  so." 

"  Would  it  be  wise  at  his  time  of  life,"  said  Mrs.  Dale, 
"  and  when  he  has  been  doing  so  well  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  would  be  wise.  If  he  were  my  son  it  would 
be  thought  better  that  he  should  live  here  upon  the  property, 
among  the  people  who  are  to  become  his  tenants,  than  remain 
up  in  London,  or  perhaps  be  sent  to  India.  He  has  one  pro- 
fession as  the  heir  of  this  place,  and  that,  I  think,  should  be 
enough." 

"  I  should  have  but  an  idle  life  of  it  down  here,"  said  Bernard. 

"  That  would  be  your  own  fault.  But  if  you  did  as  I  would 
have  you,  your  life  would  not  be  idle."  In  this  he  was  alluding 
to  Bernard's  proposed  marriage,  but  as  to  that  nothing  further 
could  be  said  in  Bell's  presence.  Bell  understood  it  all,  and 
sat  quite  silent,  with  demure  countenance ; — perhaps  even  with 
something  of  sternness  in  her  face. 
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"  But  the  fact  is,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  speaking  iu  a  low  tone, 
and  having  well  considered  what  she  was  about  to  say,  "that 
Bernard  is  not  exactly  the  same  as  your  sou." 

"  Why  not '?  '  said  the  squire.  "I  have  even  ofl'ered  to 
settle  the  property  on  him  if  he  will  leave  the  sei-vice." 

"  You  do  not  owe  him  so  much  as  you  would  owe  your  son  ; 
and,  therefore,  he  does  not  owe  you  as  much  as  he  would  owe 
his  father." 

"  K  you  mean  that  I  cannot  constrain  him,  I  know  that 
well  enough.  As  regards  money,  I  have  offered  to  do  for  him 
quite  as  much  as  any  father  would  feel  called  upon  to  do  for  an 
only  son." 

"  I  hope  you  don't  think  me  ungrateful,"  said  Bernard. 

*'  No,  I  do  not ;  but  I  think  you  unmindful.  I  have  nothing 
more  to  say  about  it,  however  ; — not  about  that.     If  you  should 

many '     And  then  he  stopped  himself,  feeling  that  he  could 

not  go  on  in  Bell's  presence. 

"  If  he  should  many,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  '•  it  may  well  be 
that  his  wife  would  like  a  house  of  her  own." 

'"  "Wouldn't  she  have  this  house  ?  "  said  the  squii-e,  angrily. 
Isn't  it  big  enough  ?  I  only  want  one  room  for  myself,  and 
Id  give  up  that  if  it  were  necessary." 

"  That's  nonsense,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  It  isn't  nonsense,"  said  the  squire. 

"  You'll  be  squire  of  AUiugtou  for  the  next  twenty  years," 
said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  And  as  long  as  you  are  the  squire,  you'll 
be  master  of  this  house  ;  at  least,  I  hope  so.  I  don't  approve 
of  monarchs  abdicating  in  favour  of  young  people." 

"  I  don't  think  uncle  Christopher  would  look  at  all  well 
Uke  Charles  the  Fifth,"  said  Lily. 

"  I  would  always  keep  a  cell  for  you,  my  darling,  if  I  did," 
said  the  squire,  regarding  her  with  that  painful,  special  tender- 
ness. Lily,  who  was  sitting  next  to  Mrs.  Dale,  put  her  hand 
out  secretly  and  got  hold  of  her  molher's,  thereby  indicating 
that  she  did  not  intend  to  occupy  the  cell  ofl'ered  to  her  by 
her  uncle ;  or  to  look  to  him  as  the  companion  of  her  monastic 
seclusion.  After  that  there  was  nothing  more  then  said  as  to 
Bernard's  prospects. 

"  Mrs.  Heam  is  dining  at  the  vicarage,  I  suppose  ? " 
asked  the  squire. 

"  Yes;  she  went  in  after  church,"  said  Bell.  "I  saw 
her  go  with  Mrs.  Boycc." 

'•  She  told  mc  she  never  would  dine  with  them  again  after 
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dark  in  winter,"  said  Sirs.  Dale.  "  The  last  time  she  was 
there,  the  boy  let  the  lamp  blow  out  as  she  was  going  home, 
and  she  lost  her  way.  The  truth  was,  she  was  angi-y  because 
Mr.  Boyce  didn't  go  with  her." 

"  She's  always  angry,"  said  the  squii-e.  "  She  hardly 
speaks  to  me  now.  When  she  paid  her  rent  the  other  day  to 
JoUiflfe,  she  said  she  hoped  it  would  do  me  much  good;  as 
though  she  thought  me  a  brute  for  taking  it." 

"  So  she  does,"  said  Bernard. 

"  She's  very  old,  you  know,"  said  Bell. 

"  I'd  give  her  the  house  for  nothing,  if  I  were  you,  uncle," 
said  Lily. 

"  No,  my  dear ;  if  you  were  rne  you  would  not.  I  should 
be  very  wrong  to  do  so.  Why  should  Mrs.  Hearn  have  her 
house  for  nothing,  any  more  than  her  meat  or  her  clothes  ? 
It  would  be  much  more  reasonable  were  I  to  give  her  so  much 
money  into  her  hand  yearly  ;  but  it  would  be  wrong  in  me  to* 
do  so,  seeing  that  she  is  not  an  object  of  charity ; — and  it 
would  be  wrong  in  her  to  take  it." 

"  And  she  wouldn't  take  it,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  don't  think  she  would.  But  if  she  did,  I'm  sure  she 
would  grumble  because  it  wasn't  double  the  amount.  And  if 
Mr.  Boyce  had  gone  home  with  her,  she  would  have  gnimbled 
because  he  walked  too  fast." 

"  She  is  very  old,"  said  Boll,  again. 

"  But,  nevertheless,  she  ought  to  know  better  than  to 
speak  disparagingly  of  me  to  my  servants.  She  should  have 
more  respect  for  herself."  And  the  squire  showed  by  the  tone 
of  his  voice  that  he  thought  veiy  much  about  it. 

It  was  very  long  and  very  dull  that  Christmas  evening, 
making  Bernard  feel  strongly  that  he  would  be  very  foolish  to 
give  up  his  profession,  and  tie  himself  down  to  a  life  at 
AUington.  Women  are  more  accustomed  than  men  to  long, 
dull,  unemployed  hours  ;  and,  therefore,  ]\Ii-s.  Dale  and  her 
daughters  bore  the  tedium  courageously.  While  he  ya\\Tied, 
stretched  himself,  and  went  in  and  out  of  the  room,  they  sat 
demurely,  listening  as  the  squire  laid  down  the  law  on  small 
matters,  and  contradicting  him  occasionally  when  the  spirit  of 
either  of  them  prompted  her  specially  to  do  so.  "  Of  course 
you  know  much  better  than  I  do,"  he  would  say.  "  Not  at 
all,"  Mrs.  Dale  would  answer.      "I  don't  pretend  to  know 

anything  about  it.     But "      So  the  evening  wore  itself 

away;  and  when  the  squii'e  was  left  alone  at  half- past  nine, 
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he  did  not  feci  that  the  day  had  passed  badly  with  him. 
That  was  his  style  of  life,  and  he  expected  no  more  from  it 
than  he  got.  He  did  not  look  to  find  things  very  pleasant, 
and,  if  not  happy,  he  was,  at  any  rate,  contented. 

*'  Only  think  of  Johnny  Eames'being  at  Guestwick  Manor!  " 
said  Bell,  as  they  were  going  home. 

"  I  don't  see  why  he  shouldn't  be  there,"  said  Lily.  "  I 
would  rather  it  should  be  he  than  I,  because  Lady  Julia  is  so 
grumpy.  " 

"  But  asking  your  uncle  Christopher  especially  to  meet 
him  !  ''  said  ilrs.  Dale.  "  There  must  be  some  reason  for  it." 
Then  Lily  felt  the  soreness  come  upon  her  again,  and  spoke 
no  further  upon  the  subject. 

We  all  know  that  there  was  a  special  reason,  and  that 
Lily's  soreness  was  not  false  in  its  mysterious  forebodings. 
Eames,  on  the  evening  after  his  dinner  at  Pawkins's,  had  seen 
the  earl,  and  explained  to  him  that  he  could  not  leave  town  till 
the  Saturday  evening ;  but  that  he  could  remain  over  the 
Tuesday.  He  must  be  at  his  office  by  twelve  on  Wednesday, 
and  could  manage  to  do  that  by  an  early  train  from  Guestwick. 

"  Ven.-  well,  Johnny,"  said  the  earl,  talking  to  his  young 
friend  with  the  bedroom  candle  in  his  hand,  as  he  was  going 
up  to  dress.  "  Then  I'll  teU  you  what ;  I've  been  thinking  of 
it.  I'll  ask  Dale  to  come  over  to  dinner  on  Tuesday  ;  and  if 
he'll  come,  I'll  explain  the  whole  matter  to  him  myself.  He's 
a  man  of  business,  and  he'll  understand.  If  he  won't  come, 
why  then  you  must  go  over  to  Allington,  and  find  him,  if  you 
can,  on  the  Tuesday  morning  ;  or  I'll  go  to  him  myself,  which 
will  be  better.  You  mustn't  keep  me  now,  as  I  am  ever  so 
much  too  late." . 

Eames  ilid  not  attempt  to  keep  him,  but  went  away  feeling 
that  the  whole  matter  was  being  an-anged  for  him  in  a  very 
wonderful  way.  And  when  he  got  to  Allington  he  found  that 
the  scjuire  had  accepted  the  earl's  inntation.  Then  he  declared 
to  himself  that  there  was  no  longer  any  possibility  of  retracta- 
tion for  him.  Of  course  he  did  not  wish  to  retract.  The  one 
great  longing  of  his  life  was  to  call  Lily  Dale  his  own.  But 
he  felt  afraid  of  the  squire, — that  the  squire  would  despise 
him  and  snub  him,  and  that  the  earl  would  perceive  that  he 
had  made  a  mistake  when  he  saw  how  his  client  was  scorned 
and  snubbed.  It  was  arranged  that  the  earl  was  to  take  the 
squire  into  his  own  room  for  a  few  minutes  before  dinner,  and 
Johnny  felt  that  he  would  be  hardly  able  to  stand  his  ground 
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in  the  drawing-room  when  the  two  old  men  should  make  their 
appearance  together. 

He  got  on  veiy  well  with  Lady  Julia,  who  gave  herself  no 
airs,  and  made  herself  very  civil.  Her  brother  had  told  her 
the  whole  story,  and  she  felt  as  anxious  as  he  did  to  provide 
Lily  with  another  husband  in  place  of  that  horrible  man 
Crosbie.  "  She  has  been  xerj  fortunate  in  her  escape,"  she 
said  to  her  brother  ;  "  very  fortunate."  The  earl  agreed  with 
this,  saying  that  in  his  opinion  his  own  favourite  Johnny  would 
malie  much  the  nicer  lover  of  the  two.  But  Lady  Julia  had 
her  doubts  as  to  Lily's  acquiescence.  "  But,  Theodore,  he 
must  not  speak  to  Miss  Lilian  Dale  herself  about  it  yet  a 
while." 

"  No,"  said  the  earl ;  "  not  for  a  month  or  so." 

"  He  will  have  a  better  chance  if  he  can  remain  silent  for 
six  months,"  said  Lady  Julia. 

"  Bless  my  soul !  somebody  else  will  have  picked  her  up 
before  that,"  said  the  earl. 

In  answer  to  this  Lady  JuHa  merely  shook  her  head. 

Johnny  went  over  to  his  mother  on  Christmas  Day  after 
church,  and  was  received  by  her  and  by  his  sister  with  great 
honour.  And  she  gave  him  many  injunctions  as  to  his 
behaviour  at  the  carl's  table,  even  descending  to  small  details 
about  his  boots  and  linen.  But  Johnny  had  ah-eady  begun  to 
feel  at  the  Manor  that,  after  all,  people  are  not  so  very  dili'erent 
in  their  ways  of  life  as  they  are  supposed  to  be.  Lady  Julia's 
manners  were  certainly  not  quite  those  of  Mrs.  Koper  ;  but 
she  made  the  tea  very  much  in  the  way  in  which  it  was  made 
at  Burton  Crescent,  and  Eames  found  that  he  could  eat  his 
egg,  at  any  rate  on  the  second  morning,  without  any  tremor 
in  his  hand,  in  spite  of  the  coronet  on  the  silver  egg-cup. 
He  did  feel  himself  to  be  rather  out  of  his  place  in  the  Manor 
pew  on  the  Sunday,  conceiving  that  all  the  congi'egation  was 
looking  at  him  ;  but  he  got  over  this  on  Christmas  Day,  and 
sat  quite  comfortably  in  his  soft  comer  during  the  sermon, 
almost  going  to  sleep.  And  when  he  walked  with  the  eail 
after  church  to  the  gate  over  which  the  noble  peer  had 
climbed  in  his  agony,  and  inspected  the  hedge  through  which 
he  had  thrown  himself,  he  was  quite  at  home  with  his  little 
jokes,  bantering  his  august  companion  as  to  the  mode  of  his 
somersault.  But  be  it  always  remembered  that  there  are  two 
modes  in  which  a  j'oung  man  may  be  free  and  easy  with  his 
elder  and  superior, — the  mode  pleasant  and  the  mode  offensive. 
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Had  it  been  in  Jolmuy's  nature  to  try  the  latter,  the  earl's 
back  would  soon  have  been  up  at  once,  and  the  play  would 
have  been  over.  But  it  was  not  in  Johnny's  nature  to  Jo 
so,  and  therefore  it  was  that  the  earl  liked  him. 

At  last  came  the  hour  of  dinner  on  Tuesday,  or  at  least  the 
hour  at  which  the  squire  had  been  asked  to  show  himself  at 
the  Manor  House.  Eames,  as  by  agreement  with  his  patron, 
did  not  come  down  so  as  to  show  himself  till  after  the  inter- 
view. Lady  Julia,  who  had  been  present  at  their  discussions, 
had  agreed  to  receive  the  squire  ;  and  then  a  servant  was  to 
ask  him  to  step  into  the  carl's  own  room.  It  was  pretty  to 
see  the  way  in  which  the  three  conspii'ed  together,  planning 
and  plotting  with  an  eagerness  that  was  beautifully  gi-een  and 
fresh. 

"  He  can  be  as  cross  as  an  old  stick  when  he  likes  it,"  said 
the  earl,  speaking  of  the  squire  ;  "  and  we  must  take  care  not 
to  rub  him  the  wrong  way." 

'•  I  shan't  know  what  to  say  to  him  when  I  come  do\vn," 
said  Johnny. 

"  Just  shake  hands  with  him  and  don't  say  anything," 
said  Lady  JuUa. 

"  111  give  him  some  port  wine  that  ought  to  soften  his 
heart,"  said  the  earl,  "  and  then  we'll  see  how  he  is  in  the 
evening." 

Eames  heard  the  wheels  of  the  squire's  little  open  carriago 
and  trembled.  The  squire,  unconscious  of  all  schemes,  soon 
fouud  himself  with  Lady  Julia,  and  within  two  minutes  of  hi.-5 
entrance  was  walked  off  to  the  earl's  private  room.  "  Cer- 
tainly," he  said,  '*  certainly  ;  "  and  followed  the  man-servant. 
The  earl,  as  he  entered,  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  and  his  round  rosy  face  was  a  picture  of  good  humour. 

"  I'm  very  glad  you've  come.  Dale,"  said  he.  "  I've 
something  I  want  to  say  to  you." 

Mr.  Dale,  who  neither  in  heart  nor  in  manner  was  so 
light  a  man  as  the  earl,  to)k  the  proffered  hand  of  his  host, 
and  bowed  his  head  sUghtly,  signifying  that  he  was  willing  to 
Usten  to  anything. 

"  I  think  I  told  you,"  continued  the  earl,   "  that  young 

John  Eames  is  down  here  ;  but  he  goes  back  to-morrow,  as 

'ley  can't  spare  him  at  his  office.     He's  a  very  good  fellow, — 

as  far  as  I  am  able  to  judge,  an  uncommonly  good  young  man. 

I've  taken  a  great  fancy  to  him  myself." 

In  answer  to  this  Mr.  Dale  did  not  say  much.     He  sat 
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clown,  and   in  some   genei'al  terms  expressed  his   good-will 
towards  all  the  Eames  family. 

"  As  you  know,  Dale,  I'm  a  vciy  bad  hand  at  talking,  and 
therefore  I  won't  beat  about  the  bush  in  what  I've  got  to  say 
at  present.  Of  course  we've  all  heard  of  that  scoundrel 
Crosbie,  and  the  way  he  has  treated  your  niece  LiHan." 

"  He  is  a  scoundrel, — an  unmixed  scoundrel.  But  the 
less  W'e  say  about  that  the  better.  It  is  ill  mentioning  a  girFs 
name  in  such  a  matter  as  that." 

"  But,  my  dear  Dale,  I  must  mention  it  at  the  present 
moment.  Dear  young  child,  I  would  do  anything  to  comfort 
her  !  And  I  hope  that  something  may  be  done  to  comfort  her. 
Do  you  Ivnow  that  that  young  man  was  in  love  with  her  long 
before  Crosbie  ever  saw  her  '?  " 

"  What ;— John  Eames  !  " 

"  Yes,  John  Eames.  And  I  wish  heartily  for  his  sake 
that  he  had  won  her  regard  before  she  had  met  that  rascal 
whom  you  had  to  stay  down  at  your  house." 

"  A  man  cannot  help  these  things,  De  Guest,"  said  the 
squire. 

"  No,  no,  no  !  There  are  such  men  about  the  world,  and 
it  is  impossible  to  know  them  at  a  glance.  He  was  my 
nephew's  friend,  and  I  am  not  going  to  say  thai)  my  nephew 
was  in  fault.  But  I  wish, — I  only  say  that  I  wish, — she  had 
first  known  what  are  this  young  man's  feelings  towards  her." 

"  But  she  might  not  have  thought  of  him  as  you  do." 

"  He  is  an  uncommonly  good-looking  young  fellow ; 
straight  made,  broad  in  the  chest,  with  a  good,  honest  eye, 
and  a  young  man's  proper  courage.  He  has  never  been 
taught  to  give  himself  airs  like  a  dancing  monkey  ;  but  I  think 
he's  all  the  better  for  that."  m 

"  But  it's  too  late,  now,  De  Guest."  1 

"  No,  no  ;  that's  just  where  it  is.  It  mustn't  be  too  late  ! 
That  child  is  not  to  lose  her  whole  life  because  a  villain  has 
played  her  false.  Of  course  she'll  suffer.  Just  at  present  it 
wouldn't  do,  I  suppose,  to  talk  to  her  about  a  new  sweet- 
heart. But,  Dale,  the  time  will  come  ;  the  time  wiU  come ; — 
the  time  always  does  come." 

"  It  has  never  come  to  you  and  me,"  said  the  squu-e,  ^\ith 
the  slightest  possible  smile  on  his  dry  cheeks.  The  story  of 
their  lives  had  been  so  far  the  same ;  each  had  loved,  and  each 
had  been  disappointed,  and  then  each  had  remained  single 
thi'ough  life. 
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"Yes,  it  lias,"  said  the  carl,  ^\-itb  no  slight  touch  of  fcc-linfr 
and  even  of  romance  in  what  he  said.  "  We  have  rctrickod 
our  beams  in  our  own  ways,  and  our  lives  have  not  been 
desolate.  But  for  her, — you  and  her  mother  will  look  forward 
to  see  her  married  some  dav." 

"  I  have  not  thought  about  it." 

'*  But  I  want  you  to  think  about  it.  I  want  to  interest 
you  fti  this  fellow's  favour ;  and  in  doing  so,  I  mean  to  be 
very  open  with  you.     I  sujipose  you'll  give  her  something  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I'm  sure,"  said  the  squire,  almost  oflended 
at  an  inquiry-  of  such  a  nature. 

"  Well,  then,  whether  you  do  or  not,  I'll  give  him  some- 
thing," said  the  earl.  "  I  shouldn't  have  ventured  to  meddle 
in  the  matter  had  I  not  intended  to  put  myself  in  such  a  posi- 
tion with  reference  to  him  as  would  justify  me  in  asking  the 
question.''  And  the  peer  as  he  spoke  di-ew  himself  up  to  his 
full  height.  "  If  such  a  match  can  be  made,  it  shall  not  be  a 
bad  marriage  for  your  niece  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  I 
shall  have  pleasure  in  giving  to  him  ;  but  I  shall  have  more 
pleasure  if  she  can  share  what  I  give." 

''  She  ought  to  be  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  the 
squire. 

"  I  think  she  would  be  if  she  knew  young  Eames.  I  hope 
the  day  may  come  when  she  will  be  so.  I  hope  that  you  and 
I  may  see  them  happy  together,  and  that  you  too  may  thank 
me  for  having  assisted  in  making  them  so.  Shall  we  go  in  to 
Lady  Julia  now  ?  "  The  earl  had  felt  that  he  had  not  quite 
succeeded  ;  that  his  offer  had  been  accepted  somewhat  coldly, 
and  had  not  much  hope  that  further  good  could  be  done  on 
that  day,  even  with  the  help  of  his  best  port  wine. 

"  Half  a  moment,"  said  the  squire.  "  There  are  matters 
as  to  which  I  never  find  myself  able  to  speak  quickly,  and  this 
certainly  seems  to  be  one  of  them.  If  you  will  allow  me  I  will 
think  over  what  you  have  said,  and  then  see  you  again." 

"  Certainly,  certainly." 

"  But  for  your  own  part  in  the  matter,  for  your  great 
generosity  and  kind  heart,  I  beg  to  oflfer  you  my  warmest 
thanks."  Then  the  squire  bowed  low,  and  preceded  the  earl 
^nt  of  the  room. 

Lord  De  Guest  still  felt  that  he  had  not  succeeded.     We 

y  probably  say,' looking  at  the  squire's  character  and  pccu- 
i'*''-s,  that  no  marked  success  was  probable  at  the  first 
ii.::.  i;^-out  of  such  a  subject.     He  had  said  of  himself  that 
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he  was  never  able  to  tpeak  quickly  in  matters  of  moment ; 
but  he  would  more  correctly  have  described  his  own  character 
had  he  declared  that  he  could  not  think  of  them  quickly.  As 
it  was,  the  earl  was  disappomted  ;  but  had  he  been  able  to  read 
the  squire's  mind,  his  disappointment  would  have  been  less 
strong.  Mr.  Dale  knew  well  enough  that  he  was  being  treated 
well,  and  that  the  eflbrt  being  made  was  intended  v/ith  kindness 
to  those  belonging  to  him  ;  but  it  was  not  in  his  nature  %  be 
demonstrative  and  quick  at  expressions  of  gratitude.  So  he 
entered  the  drawing-room  with  a  cold,  placid  face,  leading 
Eames,  and  Lady  Julia  also,  to  suppose  that  no  good  had  been 
done. 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir  ?  "  said  Johnny,  walking  up  to  him 
in  a  wild  sort  of  manner, — going  through  a  premeditated  lesson, 
hut  doing  it  without  any  presence  of  mind. 

"How  do  you  do,  Eames?"  said  the  squire,  speaking 
with  a  vc]-y  cold  voice.  And  then  there  was  nothing  further 
said  till  the  dinner  was  amiounced. 

"  Dale,  I  know  you  drink  port,"  said  the  earl  when  Lady 
Julia  left  them.  "  If  you  say  you  don't  like  that,  I  shall  say 
you  know  nothing  about  it." 

"  Ah  !  that's  the  '20,"  said  the  squire,  tasting  it. 

"  I  should  rather  think  it  is,"  said  the  earl.  "  I  was  lucky 
enough  to  get  it  early,  and  it  hasn't  been  moved  for  thirty  years. 
I  like  to  give  it  to  a  man  who  knows  it,  as  you  do,  at  the  first 
glance.  Now  there's  my  friend  Johnny  there ;  it's  thrown  away 
upon  him." 

"  No,  my  lord,  it  is  not.     I  think  it's  uncommonly  nice." 

"  Uncommonly  nice !  So  is  champagne,  or  ginger-beer, 
or  lollipops, — for  those  who  like  them.  Do  you  mean  to  tell 
me  you  can  taste  wine  with  half  a  pickled  orange  in  your 
mouth  ?  " 

"  It'll  come  to  him  soon  enough,"  said  the  squire. 

"  Twenty  port  won't  come  to  him  when  he  is  as  old  as  we 
arc,"  said  the  carl,  forgetting  that  by  that  time  sixty  port  will 
be  as  wonderful  to  the  then  living  seniors  of  the  age  as  was  his 
own  pet  vintage  to  him. 

The  good  wine  did  in  some  sort  soften  the  squire ;  but,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  nothiug  fuiiher  was  said  as  to  the  new 
matrimonial  scheme.  The  earl  did  observe,  however,  that 
Mr.  Dale  was  civil,  and  even  kind,  to  his  own  young  friend, 
asking  a  question  here  and  there  as  to  his  life  in  London,  and 
saying  something  about  the  work  at  the  Income-tax  Office. 
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"  It  is  hard  \York,"  said  Ep.iues.  "  If  you're  nmlor  the 
line,  they  make  a  gi-oat  vow  about  it,  send  for  you,  and  look  at 
you  as  though  you'd  been  robbing  the  bank ;  but  they  think 
nothing  of  keeping  you  till  five." 

"  But  how  long  do  you  have  for  lunch  and  reading  the 
papers  ?  "  said  the  earl. 

"  Not  ten  minutes.  We  take  a  paper  among  twenty  of  us 
for  half  the  day.  That's  exactly  nine  minutes  to  each  ;  and  as 
for  lunch,  we  only  have  a  biscuit  dipped  in  ink." 

"  Dipped  in  ink  !  "  said  the  squire. 

"  It  comes  to  that,  for  you  have  to  be  writing  while  you 
munch  it." 

"  I  hear  all  about  you,"  said  the  earl ;  "  Sir  Raffle  Buffle 
is  an  old  crony  of  mine." 

'•  I  don't  suppose  he  ever  heard  my  name  as  yet,"  said 
Johnnv.  "  But  do  you  really  know  him  well.  Lord  De 
Guest?" 

"  Haven't  seen  him  these  thirty  years  ;  but  I  did  know 
him." 

"  We  call  him  old  Huffle  Scuffle." 

"  Huffle  Scuffle  !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  He  always  was  Hufflo 
Scuffle  ;  a  noisy,  pretentious,  empty-headed  fellow.  But  I 
oughtn't  to  say  so  before  you,  young  man.  Come,  we'll  go 
into  the  dramng-room." 

"  And  what  did  he  say?"  asked  Lady  Julia,  as  soon  as 
the  squire  was  gone. 

There  was  no  attempt  at  concealment,  and  the  question  was 
asked  in  Johnny's  presence. 

'•  Well,  he  did  not  say  much.  And  coming  fromliim,  that 
ought  to  be  taken  as  a  good  sign.  He  is  to  think  of  it,  and 
let  mo  see  him  again.  You  hold  your  head  up,  Johnny,  and 
remember  that  you  shan't  want  a  friend  on  your  side.  Faint 
heart  never  won  fair  lady." 

At  seven  o'clock  on  the  following  morning  Eames  started 
on  his  return  journey,  and  was  at  his  desk  at  twelve  o'clock, 
— as  per  agreement  with  Lis  taskmaster  at  the  Income-tax 
Office. 


O.' 
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CHAPTER    XXXIY. 

TEE    COMBAT. 

I  HAVE  said  that  John  Eames  was  at  Ms  office  punctually  at 
twelve ;  but  au  incident  had  happened  before  his  arrival  there 
very  important  in  the  annals  which  are  now  being  told, — so 
important  that  it  it  essentially  necessary  that  it  should  be 
described  with  some  minuteness  of  detail. 

Lord  De  Guest,  in  the  various  conversations  which  he  had 
had  -with  Eames  as  to  Lily  Dale  and  her  present  position,  had 
always  spoken  of  Crosbie  with  the  most  vehement  abhorrence. 
"  He  is  a  damned  blackguard,"  said  the  earl,  and  the  fire  had 
come  out  of  his  round  eyes  as  he  spoke.  Now  the  earl  was  by 
no  means  given  to  cursing  and  swearing,  in  the  sense  which  is 
ordinarily  applied  to  these  words.  When  he  made  use  of  such 
a  phrase  as  that  quoted  above,  it  was  to  he  presumed  that  he 
in  some  sort  meant  what  he  said ;  and  so  he  did,  and  had 
intended  to  signify  that  Crosbie  by  his  conduct  had  merited  all 
such  condemnation  as  was  the  fitting  punishment  for  black- 
guardism of  the  worst  description. 

"  He  ought  to  have  his  neck  broken,"  said  Johnny. 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  the  earl.  "  The  present 
times  have  become  so  pretty  behaved  that  coqioral  punishment 
seems  to  have  gone  out  of  fashion.  I  shouldn't  care  so  much 
about  that,  if  any  other  punishment  had  taken  its  place.  But 
it  seems  to  me  that  a  blackguard  such  as  Crosbie  can  escape 
now  altogether  unscathed." 

"  He  hasn't  escaped  yet,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Don't  you  go  and  put  your  finger  in  the  pie  and  make  a 
fool  of  yourself,"  said  the  earl.  If  it  had  behoved  any  one  to 
resent  in  any  violent  fashion  the  evil  done  by  Crosbie,  Bernard 
Dale,  the  earl's  nephew,  should  have  been  the  avenger.  This 
the  earl  felt,  but  under  these  circumstances  he  was  disposed  to 
think  that  there  should  be  no  such  violent  vengeance.  "  Things 
were  different  when  I  was  young,"  he  said  to  himself.  But 
Eames  gathered  fi-om  the  earl's  tone  that  the  earl's  words 
were  not  strictly  in  accordance  with  his  thoughts,  and  he 
declared  to  himself  over  and  over  again  that  Crosbie  had  not 
yet  escaped. 

He  got  into  the  train  at  Guestwick,  taking  a  first-class 
ticket,  because  the  earl's  groom  in  livery  was  in  attendance 


THE    CO^IBA.T.  329 


« 


npon  him.  Had  he  been  alone  he  would  have  gone  in  a 
cheaper  carriage.  Veiy  weak  in  him,  -was  it  not?  little  also, 
and  mean  '?  My  friend,  can  you  say  that  you  would  not  have 
done  the  same  at  his  age  ?  Are  you  quite  sure  that  you  would 
not  do  tht'  same  now  that  you  are  douhle  his  age  ?  Be  that  as 
it  may,  Johnny  Eames  did  that  foolish  thing,  and  gave  the 
groom  in  livery  half-a-cro^^•n  into  the  bargain. 

"  We  shall  have  you  down  again  soon,  Mr.  John,"  said  the 
groom,  who  seemed  to  understand  that  ill'.  Eames  was  to  be 
made  quite  at  home  at  the  manor. 

He  went  fast  to  sleep  in  the  carriage,  and  did  not  awake 
tin  the  train  was  stopped  at  the  Barchoster  Junction. 

"  Waiting  for  the  up-train  from  Barchester,  sir,"  said  the 
guard.  "  They're  always  late."  Then  he  went  to  sleep  again, 
and  was  aroused  in  a  few  minutes  by  some  one  entering  the 
carriage  in  a  great  hurr}-.  The  branch  train  had  come  in,  just 
as  the  guardians  of  the  line  then  present  had  made  up  their 
minds  that  the  passongei^s  on  the  main  line  should  not  be  kept 
waiting  any  longer.  The  transfer  of  men,  women,  and  luggage 
was  therefore  made  in  great  haste,  and  they  who  were  now 
taking  then*  new  seats  had  hardly  time  to  look  about  them. 
An  old  gentleman,  very  red  about  the  gills,  first  came  into 
Johnny's  carriage,  which  up  to  that  moment  he  had  shared 
with  an  old  lady.  The  old  gentleman  was  abusing  everybody, 
because  he  was  hurried,  and  would  not  take  himself  well  into 
the  compartment,  but  stuck  in  the  doonvay,  standing  on  the 
step.  * 

"  Now,  sir,  when  you're  quite  at  leisure,"  said  a  voice 
behind  the  old  man,  which  instantly  made  Eames  stai-t  up  in 
his  seat. 

"  I'm  not  at  all  at  leisure,"  said  the  old  man  ;  "  and  I'm 
not  going  to  break  my  legs  if  I  know  it." 

"  Take  your  time,  sir,"  said  the  guard. 

"  So  I  mean,"  said  the  old  man,  seating  himself  in  the 
comer  nearest  to  the  open  door,  opposite  to  the  old  lady. 
Then  Eames  saw  plainly  that  it  was  Crosbie  who  had  first 
spoken,  and  that  he  was  getting  into  the  carriage. 

Crosbie  at  the  first  glance  saw  no  one  but  the  old  r  '  u 
and  the  old  lady,  and  he  immediately  made  for  the  u;  .  ■  d 
comer  seat.  He  was  busy  with  his  umbrella  and  his  dressing- 
bag,  and  a  little  flustered  by  the  pushing  and  hurriiiig.  The 
carriaf:;e  was  actually  in  motion  before  he  perceived  that  John 
Eames  was  opposite  to  bin^ :  Eames  had,  instinctively,  drawn 
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up  his  legs  SO  as  not  to  touch  him.  He  felt  that  he  had  become 
very  red  in  the  face,  and  to  tell  the  truth,  the  perspiration  had 
broken  out  upon  his  brow.  It  was  a  great  occasion, — great  in 
its  imminent  trouble,  and  great  in  its  opportunity  for  action. 
How  was  he  to  carry  himself  at  the  first  moment  of  his  recog- 
nition by  his  enemy,  and  what  was  he  to  do  afterwards  ? 

It  need  hardly  be  explained  that  Crosbie  had  also  been 
spending  his  Chi-istmas  with  a  certain  earl  of  his  acquauitance, 
and  that  he  too  was  returning  to  his  office.  In  one  respect 
he  had  been  much  more  fortunate  than  poor  Eames,  for  he  had 
been  made  happy  with  the  smiles  of  his  lady  love.  Alexandrina 
and  the  countess  had  fluttered  about  him  softly,  treating  him 
as  a  tame  chattel,  now  belonging  to  the  noble  house  of  De 
Courcy,  and  in  this  way  he  had  been  initiated  into  the  inner 
domesticities  of  that  illustrious  family.  The  two  extra  men- 
servants,  hired  to  wait  upon  Lady  Dumbello,  had  vanished. 
The  champagne  had  ceased  to  flow  in  a  perennial  stream. 
Lady  Rosina  had  come  out  from  her  solitude,  and  had  preached 
at  him  constantly.  Lady  Margaretta  had  given  him  some 
lessons  in  economy.  The  Honourable  John,  in  spite  of  a  late 
quarrel,  had  borrowed  five  pounds  from  him.  The  Honourable 
George  had  engaged  to  come  and  stay  with  his  sister  during 
the  next  May.  The  earl  had  used  a  father-in-law's  privilege, 
and  had  called  him  a  fool.  Lady  Alexandrina  had  told  him 
more  than  once,  in  rather  a  tart  voice,  that  this  must  be  done, 
and  that  that  must  be  done ;  and  the  countess  had  given  him 
her  orders  as  though  it  was  his  duty,  in  the  course  of  nature, 
to  obey  every  word  that  fell  from  her.  Such  had  been  his 
Christmas  delights ;  and  now,  as  he  returned  back  from  the 
enjoyment  of  them,  he  found  himself  confronted  in  the  railway 
carriage  with  Johnny  Eames  ! 

The  eyes  of  the  two  met,  and  Crosbie  made  a  slight  incli- 
nation of  his  head.  To  this  Eames  gave  no  acknowledgment 
whatever,  but  looked  straight  into  the  other's  face.  Crosbie 
immediately  saw  that  thej  were  not  to  know  each  other,  and 
was  well  contented  that  it  should  be  so.  Among  all  his  many 
troubles,  the  enmity  of  John  Eames  did  not  go  for  much.  He 
showed  no  appearance  of  being  disconcerted,  though  our  friend 
had  shown  much.  He  opened  his  bag,  and  taking  out  a  book 
was  soon  deeply  engaged  in  it,  pursuing  his  studies  as  though 
the  man  opposite  was  quite  unknown  to  him.  I  will  not  say 
that  his  mind  did  not  mn  away  from  his  book,  for  indeed  there 
were  many  things  of  which  he  found  it  impossible  not  to  think ; 
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bnt  it  dul  not  revert  to  Joliu  Eames.  ludeecl,  when  the 
ciuriages  reached  Paddington,  he  had  in  tnith  all  but  forgotten 
him ;  and  as  he  stepped  out  of  the  carriage,  with  his  bag  in 
his  baud,  was  quite  free  from  any  remotest  trouble  on  his 
account. 

But  it  had  not  been  so  with  Eames  himself.  Every 
moment  of  the  journey  had  for  him  been  crowded  with  thought 
as  to  what  he  would  do  now  that  chance  had  brought  his  enemy 
within  his  reach.  He  had  been  made  quite  wretched  by  the 
intensity  of  his  thinking  ;  and  yet,  when  the  carriages  stopped, 
he  had  not  made  up  his  mind.  His  face  had  been  covered 
with  perspiration  ever  since  Crosbie  had  come  across  him,  and 
his  limbs  had  hardly  been  under  his  own  command.  Here  had 
come  to  him  a  great  opportunity,  and  he  felt  so  little  confi- 
dence in  himself  that  he  almost  knew  that  he  would  not  use 
it  properly.  Twice  and  thrice  he  had  almost  flown  at  Crosbie's 
tliroat  in  the  carriage,  but  he  was  restrained  by  an  idea  that 
the  world  and  the  police  would  be  against  him  if  he  did  such 
a  thing  in  the  presence  of  that  old  lady. 

But  when  Crosbie  turned  his  back  upon  him,  and  walked 
out,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  he  should  do  something. 
He  was  not  going  to  let  the  man  escape,  after  all  that  he  had 
said  as  to  the  expediency  of  thrashing  him.  Any  other  dis- 
grace would  be  preferable  to  that.  Fearing,  therefore,  lest 
his  enemy  should  be  too  quick  for  him,  he  hurried  out  after 
him,  and  only  just  gave  Crosbie  time  to  turn  round  and  face 
the  carnages  before  he  was  upon  him.  "  You  confounded 
scoundrel  !  "  he  screamed  out.  "  You  confounded  scoundrel ! " 
and  seized  him  by  the  thi-oat,  throwing  himself  upon  him,  and 
almost  devouring  him  by  the  fuiy  of  his  eyes. 

The  crowd  upon  the  platform  was  not  very  dense,  but  there 
were  quite  enough  of  people  to  make  a  ver}'  respectable  audience 
for  this  little  play.  Crosbie,  in  his  dismay,  retreated  a  step 
or  two,  and  his  retreat  was  much  accelerated  by  the  weight  of 
Eames's  attack.  He  endeavoured  to  free  his  throat  fiom  his 
foe's  grasp  ;  but  in  that  he  failed  entirely.  For  the  minute, 
however,  he  did  manage  to  escape  any  positive  blow,  owing 
his  safety  in  that  respect  rather  to  Eames's  awkwardness  than 
to  his  own  effoits.    Something  about  the  police  he  was  just  able 

utter,  and  there  was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  an  immediate 
call  for  a  supply  of  those  functionaries.  In  about  three 
minutes  three  policemen,  assisted  by  six  porters,  had  captured 
our  poor  friend  Johnny ;  but  this  had  not  been  done  quick 
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enougli  for  Crosbie's  pm-poses.  The  bystanders,  taken  by 
surprise,  had  allowed  the  combatants  to  fall  back  upon  Mr. 
Smith's  book-stall,  and  there  Eames  laid  his  foe  prostrate  among 
the  newspapers,  falling  himself  into  the  yellow  shilling-novel 
depot  by  the  over  fury  of  his  own  energy ;  but  as  he  fell,  he 
contrived  to  lodge  one  blow  vfith.  his  fist  in  Crosbie's  right  eye, 
— one  telling  blow  ;  and  Crosbie  had,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses, been  thrashed. 

"Con — founded  scoundrel,  rascal,  blackguard!"  shouted 
Johnny,  with  what  remnants  of  voice  were  left  to  him,  as  the 
police  dragged  him  off.  "  If  you  only  knew — what  he's — 
done."     But  in  the  meantime  the  policemen  held  him  fast. 

As  a  matter  of  course  the  first  burst  of  public  sympathy 
went  with  Crosbie.  He  had  been  assaulted,  and  the  assault 
had  come  from  Eames.  In  the  British  bosom  there  is  so  firm 
a  love  of  v^-ell- constituted  order,  that  these  facts  alone  were 
sufficient  to  bring  twenty  knights  to  the  assistance  of  the  three 
policemen  and  the  six  porters  ;  so  that  for  Eames,  even  had  he 
desired  it,  there  was  no  possible  chance  of  escape.  But  he  did 
not  desire  it.  One  only  sorrow  consumed  him  at  present.  He 
had,  as  he  felt,  attacked  Crosbie,  but  had  attacked  him  in  vain. 
He  had  had  his  opportunity,  and  had  misused  it.  He  was 
perfectly  unconscious  of  that  happy  blow,  and  was  in  absolute 
ignorance  of  the  great  fact  that  his  enemy's  eye  was  already 
swollen  and  closed,  and  that  in  another  hour  it  would  be  as 
black  as  his  hat. 

"  He  is  a  con — founded  rascal !  "  ejaculated  Eames,  as  the 
policemen  and  porters  hauled  him  about.  "  You  don't  know 
what  he's  done." 

"  No,  we  don't,"  said  the  senior  constable  ;  "  but  we  know 
what  you  have  done.  I  say,  Bushers,  where's  that  gentleman  ? 
He'd  better  come  along  with  us." 

Crosbie  had  been  picked  up  from  among  the  newspapers 
by  another  policeman  and  two  or  three  other  porters,  and  was 
attended  also  by  the  guard  of  the  train,  who  knew  him,  and 
knew  that  he  had  come  up  from  Courcy  Castle.  Three  or  four 
hangers-on  Avere  standing  also  around  him,  together  with  a 
benevolent  medical  man  who  was  proposing  to  him  an  imme- 
diate application  of  leeches.  If  he  could  have  done  as  he 
wished,  he  would  ha,ve  gone  his  way  quietly,  allowing  Eames 
to  do  the  same.  A  great  evil  had  befallen  him,  but  he  could 
in  no  way  mitigate  that  evil  by  taking  the  law  of  the  man  who 
had  attacked  him.     To  have  the  thing  as  little  talked  about  as 
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possible  sboulJ  be  bis  enilcavour.  What  though  ho  should 
have  Eaiuos  locked  up  aud  fined,  and  scolded  by  a  police 
magistrate '?  That  would  not  in  any  degree  lessen  his  calamity. 
If  he  could  have  parried  the  attack,  and  got  the  better  of  his 
foe ;  if  he  could  have  administered  the  black  eye  instead  of 
receiving  it,  then  indeed  he  could  have  laughed  the  matter  oft' 
at  his  club,  and  his  original  crime  would  have  been  somewhat 
glozed  over  by  his  success  in  anns.  But  such  good  fortune 
had  not  been  his.  He  was  forced,  however,  on  the  moment  to 
decide  as  to  what  he  would  do. 

"  We've  got  him  here  in  custody,  sir,"  said  Bushers, 
touching  his  hat.  It  had  become  known  fi-om  the  guard  that 
Crosbie  was  somewhat  of  a  big  man,  a  frequent  guest  at  Courcy 
Castle,  and  of  repute  and  station  in  the  higher  regions  of  the 
Metropolitan  world.  "  The  magistrates  will  be  sitting  at 
Paddington,  now,  sir — or  will  be  by  the  time  we  get  there." 

By  this  time  some  mighty  railway  authority  had  come  upon 
the  scene  and  made  himself  cognizant  of  the  facts  of  the  row, 
— a  stern  official  who  seemed  to  caiTy  the  weight  of  many 
engines  on  his  brow;  one  at  the  very  sight  of  whom  smokers 
would  drop  their  cigars,  and  porters  close  their  fists  against 
sixpences ;  a  great  man  with  an  erect  chin,  a  quick  step,  and 
a  well-brushed  hat  powerful  with  an  elaborately  upturned 
brim.  This  was  the  platfonn-superintendent,  dominant  even 
over  the  policemen. 

"  Step  into  my  room,  Mr.  Crosbie,"  he  said.  "  Stubbs, 
bring  that  man  in  with  you."  And  then,  before  Crosbie  had 
been  able  to  make  up  his  mind  as  to  any  other  line  of  conduct, 
he  found  himself  in  the  superintendent's  room,  accompanied 
by  the  guard,  and  by  the  two  policemen  who  conducted  Johnny 
Eames  between  them. 

"  What's  all  this?"  said  the  superintendent,  still  keeping 
on  his  hat,  for  he  was  aware  how  much  of  the  excellence  of  his 
personal  dignity  was  owing  to  the  aiTangement  of  that  article  ; 
and  as  he  spoke  he  frowned  upon  the  culprit  with  his  utmost 
severity.  "  Mr.  Crosbie,  1  am  very  sorrj'  that  you  should  have 
been  exposed  to  such  bnitality  on  our  platform," 

"  You  don't  know  what  he  has  done,"  said  Johnny.     "  He 

is  the  most  confounded  scoundrel  living.     He  has  bryken " 

But  then  he  stopped  himself.  He  was  going  to  tell  the  super- 
intendent that  he  confounded  scoundrel  had  broken  a  beautiful 
young  lady's  heart  ;  but  he  bethought  himself  that  ho  would 
not  allude  more  specially  to  Lily  Dale  in  that  hearing. 
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"  Do  you  know  wlio  he  is,  Mr.  Crosbie?  "  said  tlio  super- 
intendent. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Croshie,  whose  eye  was  already  becoming 
blue.  "  He  is  a  clerk  in  the  Income-tax  Office,  and  his  name 
is  Eames.     I  believe  you  had  better  leave  him  to  me." 

But  the  superintendent  at  once  wrote  down  the  words 
"  Income-tax  Office — Eames,''  on  his  tablet.  "  We  can't 
allow  a  row  like  that  to  take  place  on  our  platform  and  not 
notice  it.  ■  I  shall  bring  it  before  the  directors.  It's  a  most 
disgraceful  affair,  Mr.  Eames — most  disgraceful." 

But  Johnny  by  this  time  had  perceived  that  Crosbie's  eye 
was  in  a  state  which  proved  satisfactorily  that  his  morning's 
work  had  not  been  thrown  away,  and  his  spirits  were  rising 
accordingly.  He  did  not  care  two  straws  for  the  superintendent 
or  even  for  the  policemen,  if  only  the  story  could  be  made  to 
tell  well  for  himself  hereafter.  It  was  his  object  to  have 
thrashed  Crosbie,  and  now,  as  he  looked  at  his  enemy's  face, 
he  acknowledged  that  Providence  had  been  good  to  him. 

"  That's  your  opinion,"  said  Johjiny. 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  is,"  said  the  superintendent;  "  and  I  shfll 
know  how  to  represent  the  matter  to  your  superiors,  young 
man." 

"  You  don't  know  all  about  it,"  said  Eames  ;  "  and  I  don't 

"suppose  you  ever  will.     I  had  made  up  my  mind  what  I'd  do 

the  first  time  I  saw  that  scouncbel  there ;  and  now  I've  done 

'  it.     He'd  have  got  much  worse  in  the  railway  carriage,  only 

there  was  a  lady  there." 

"  Mr.  Crosbie,  I  really  think  we  had  better  take  him  before 
the  magistrates." 

To  this,  however,  Crosbie  objected.  He  assured  the  super- 
intendent that  he  would  himself  know  how  to  deal  with  the 
matter — which,  however,  was  exactly  what  he  did  not  know. 
Would  the  superintendent  allow  one  of  the  railway  servants  to 
got  a  cab  for  liim,  and  to  find  his  luggage  ?  He  was  very 
anxious  to  get  home  without  being  subjected  to  any  more  of 
Mr.  Eames's  insolence. 

"  You  haven't  done  with  Mr.  Eames's  insolence  yet,  I  can 
tell  you.  All  London  shall  hear  of  it,  and  shall  know  why.  If 
you  have  any  shame  in  you,  you  shall  be  ashamed  to  show  your 
face." 

Unfortunate  man  !  Who  can  say  that  punishment — ade- 
quate punishment — had  not  overtaken  him  ?  For  the  present, 
he  had  to  sneak  home  with  a  black  eye,  with  the  knowledge 
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inside  him  that  be  had  been  whipped  by  a  clerk  in  the  Income 
tax  Office  ;  and  for  the  future — be  was  bound  over  to  marry 
Lady  Alexandrina  De  Courcy  ! 

He  got  himself  smug^'lod  off  in  a  cab,  without  being  forced 
to  go  again  upon  the  platfonu — his  luggage  being  brought  to 
him  by  two  assiduous  porters.  But  in  all  this  there  was  very 
little  balm  for  his  hurt  pride.  As  he  ordered  the  cabman  to 
drive  to  Mount  Street,  he  felt  that  he  had  ruined  himself  by 
that  step  in  life  which  he  had  taken  at  Courcy  Castle.     A\Tiich- 

ever  way  he  looked  he  had  no  comfort.     "  D the  fellow  !  " 

he  said,  almost  out  loud  in  the  cab ;  but  though  he  did  with 
his  outward  voice  allude  to  Eames,  the  curse  in  his  inner 
thoughts  was  uttered  against  himself. 

Johnny  was  allowed  to  make  his  way  down  to  the  platform, 
and  there  find  his  own  cai-pet-bag.  One  young  porter,  however, 
came  up  and  fraternized  with  him. 

"  You  guve  it  him  tidy  just  at  that  last  moment,  sir.  But, 
laws,  sir,  you  should  have  let  out  at  him  at  fust.  ^Vhat's  the 
use  of  clawing  a  man's  neck-collar?" 

It  was  then  a  quarter  past  eleven,  but,  nevertheless,  Eames 
appeared  at  his  office  precisely  at  twelve. 


CHAPTER    XXXV. 


•A. 
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Cbosbie  had  two  engagements  for  that  day ;  one  being  his 
natural  engagement  to  do  his  work  at  his  office,  and  the  other 
an  engagement,  which  was  now  very  often  becoming  as  natural, 
to  dine  at  St.  John's  Wood  with  Lady  Amelia  Gazebee.  It 
"■  '.s  manifest  to  him  when  he  looked  at  himself  in  the  glass 
.  it  he  could  keep  neither  of  these  engagements.  "  Oh,  laws, 
Mr.  Crosbie,"  the  woman  of  the  house  exclaimed  when  she  saw 
'  m. 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  said  he.     "  I've  had  an  accident  and  got 
black  eye.     What's  a  good  thing  for  it  ?" 

*'  Oh  !  an  accident !  "  said  the  woman,  who  knew  well  that 
at  mark  had  been  made  by  another  man's  fist.      "  They  do 
y  that  a  bit  of  raw  beef  is  about  the  best  thing.     But  then  it 
aiQst  be  held  on  constant  all  the  morning." 
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Anything  would  be  better  than  leeches,  which  tell  long- 
enduring  tales,  and  therefore  Crosbie  sat  through  the  greater 
part  of  the  morning  holding  the  raw  beef  to  his  eye.  But  it 
was  necessary  that  he  should  write  two  notes  as  he  held  it, 
one  to  Mr,  Butterwell  at  his  office,  and  the  other  to  his  future 
sister-in-law.  He  felt  that  it  would  hardly  be  wise  to  attempt 
any  entire  concealment  of  the  natui-e  of  his  catastrophe,  as 
some  of  the  circumstances  would  assuredly  become  known.  If 
he  said  that  he  had  fallen  over  the  coal-scuttle,  or  on  to  the 
fender,  thereby  cutting  his  face,  people  would  learn  that  he  had 
fibbed,  and  would  learn  also  that  he  had  had  some  reason  for 
fibbing.  Therefore  he  constructed  his  notes  with  a  phraseology 
that  bound  him  to  no  details.  To  Butterwell  he  said  that  he 
had  had  an  accident — or  rather  a  row — and  that  he  had  come 
out  of  it  with  considerable  damage  to  his  frontispiece.  He 
intended  to  be  at  the  office  on  the  next  day,  whether  able  to 
appear  decently  there  or  not.  But  for  the  sake  of  decency  he 
thought  it  well  to  give  himself  that  one  half-day's  chance. 
Then  to  the  Lady  Amelia  he  also  said  that  he  had  had  an  acci- 
dent, and  had  been  a  little  huit.  "It  is  nothing  at  all  serious, 
and  affects  only  my  appearance,  so  that  I  had  better  remain  in 
for  a  day.  I  shall  certainly  be  with  you  on  Sunday.  Don't  let 
Gazebee  trouble  himself  to  come  to  me,  as  I  shan't  be  at  home 
after  to-day."  Gazebee  did  trouble  himself  to  come  to  Mount 
Street  so  often,  and  South  Audley  Street,  in  which  was  Mr. 
Gazebee's  office,  was  so  disagreeably  near  to  Mount  Street, 
that  Crosbie  inserted  this  in  order  to  protect  himself  if  pos- 
sible. Then  he  gave  special  orders  that  he  was  to  be  at  home 
to  no  one,  fearing  that  Gazebee  would  call  for  him  after  the 
hours  of  business — to  make  him  safe  and  carry  him  off  bodily 
to  St.  John's  Wood. 

The  beefsteak  and  the  dose  of  physic  and  the  cold-water 
application  which  was  kept  upon  it  all  night  was  not  efficacious 
in  dispelling  that  horrid,  black-blue  colour  by  ten  o'clock  on 
the  following  morning. 

"It  certainly  have  gone  down,  Mr.  Crosbie;  it  certainly 
have,"  said  the  mistress  of  the  lodgings,  touching  the  part 
affected  with  her  finger.  "  But  the  black  won't  go  out  of 
them  all  in  a  minute ;  it  won't  indeed.  Couldn't  you  just  star 
in  one  more  day  ?  " 

"  But  will  one  day  do  it,  Mrs.  Phillips  ?  " 

Mrs.  Phillips  couldn't  take  upon  herself  to  say  that  it 
would.     "  They  mostly  come  with  little  red  streaks  across  the 
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black  before  they  goes  away,"  said  3Irs.  Phillips,  who  would 
6eem  to  have  been  the  wife  of  a  prize-fighter,  so  well  was  she 
acquainted  with  black  eyes. 

••  And  that  won't  be  till  to-mon"OW,"  said  Crosbie,  o.flfecting 
to  be  mirthful  in  his  agony. 

"  Not  till  the  third  day ; — and  then  they  wears  themselves 
out,  gradual.     I  never  knew  leeches  do  any  good." 

He  staved  at  home  the  second  dav,  and  then  resolved  that 
he  would  go  to  his  office,  black  eye  and  all.  In  that  morning's 
newspaper  he  saw  an  account  of  the  whole  transaction,  saying 

how  Mr.  C of  the  office  of  General  Committees,  who  was 

soon  about  to  lead  to  the  hymeneal  altar  the  beautiful  daughter 

of  the  Earl  De  C ,  had  been  made  the  subject  of  a  brutal 

T«ersonal  attack  on  the  platform  of  the  Great  Western  Railway 
station,  and  how  he  was  confined  to  his  room  from  the  injuries 
which  he  had  received.  The  paragraph  went  on  to  state  that 
the  delinquent  had,  as  it  was  believed,  dared  to  raise  his  eyes 
to  the  same  lady,  and  that  his  audacity  had  been  treated  with 
-com  by  every  member  of  the  noble  family  in  question.  "  It 
was,  however,  satisfactory  to  know,"  so  said  the  newspaper, 

"that  Mr.    C had  amply  avenged  himself,  and  had  so 

flogged  the  young  man  in  question,  that  he  had  been  unable 
to  stir  from  his  bed  since  the  occuiTence." 

On  reading  this  Crosbie  felt  that  it  would  be  better  that  he 
-hould  show  himself  at  once,  and  tell  as  much  of  the  tnith  as 
the  world  would  be  likely  to  ascertain  at  last  without  his  tell- 
ing. So  on  that  third  morning  he  put  on  his  hat  and  gloves, 
•and  had  himself  taken  to  his  office,  though  the  red-streaky 
period  of  his  misfortune  had  hardly  even  yet  come  upon  him. 
The  task  of  walking  along  the  office  passage,  through  the  mes- 
sengers' lobby,  and  into  his  room,  was  veiy  disagreeable.  Of 
iUi-se  everybody  looked  at  him,  and  of  course  he  failed  in  his 
attempt  to  appear  as  though  he  did  not  mind  it.  "  Boggs," 
'16  said  to  one  of  the  men  as  he  passed  by,  "just  see  it 
Tr.  Butterwell  is  in  his  room,"  and  then,  as  he  expected,  Mr. 
Butterwell  came  to  him  after  the  expiration  of  a  few  minutes. 

"  Upon  my  word,  that  is  serious,"  said  Mr.  Butterwell, 
looking  into  the  secretary's  damaged  face.  "  I  don't  think  I 
would  have  come  out  if  I  had  been  you." 

"  Of  course   it's   disagreeable,"  said  Crosbie;   "but  it's 
better  to  put  up  with  it.     Fellows  do  tell  such  horrid  lies  if  a 
man  isn't  seen  for  a  day  or  two.     I  believe  it's  best  to  put 
I  good  face  upon  it." 
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"  Tliat's  more  than  you  can  do  just  at  present,  eh,  Cros- 
hie?  "  And  then  Mr.  Buttenvell  tittered.  "  But  how  on  earth 
did  it  happen  ?  The  paper  says  that  you  pretty  well  killed  the 
fellow  who  did  it." 

"  The  paper  lies,  as  papers  always  do.  I  didn't  touch  him 
at  all." 

"  Didn't  you,  though  ?  I  should  like  to  have  had  a  poke 
at  him  after  getting  such  a  tap  in  the  face  as  that." 

"  The  policemen  came,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  One 
isn't  allowed  to  fight  it  out  in  a  row  of  that  kind  as  one  would 
have  to  do  on  Salisbury  heath.  Not  that  I  mean  to  say  that 
I  could  lick  the  fellow.  How's  a  man  to  know  whether  he  can 
or  not  ?  " 

"  How,  indeed,  unless  he  gets  a  licking, — or  gives  it  ? 
But  who  was  he,  and  what's  this  about  his  having  been  scorned 
by  the  noble  family  ?  " 

"  Trash  and  lies,  of  course.  He  had  never  seen  any  of  the 
De  Courcy  people." 

"  I  suppose  the  truth  is,  it  was  about  that  other eh, 

Crosbie  ?     I  knew  vou'd  find  yourself  in  some  trouble  before 
you"d  done." 

"  I  don't  know  what  it  was  about,  or  why  he  should  have 
made  such  a  brute  of  himself.  You  have  heard  about  those 
people  at  Allington  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  have  heard  about  them." 

"  God  knows,  I  didn't  mean  to  say  anything  against  them. 
They  knew  nothing  about  it." 

"But  the  young  fellow  knew  them?  Ah,  yes,  I  see  all 
about  it.  He  wants  to  step  into  your  shoes.  I  can't  say  that 
he  sets  about  it  in  a  bad  way.    But  what  do  you  mean  to  do?" 

"  Nothing." 

"  Nothing  !  Won't  that  look  queer  ?  I  think  I  should 
have  him  before  the  magistrates." 

"  You  see,  Buttenvell,  I  am  bound  to  spare  that  girl's 
name.     I  know  I  have  behaved  badly." 

"  Well,  yes  ;  I  fear  you  have." 

Mr.  Butterwell  said  this  with  some  considerable  amount  of 
decision  in  his  voice,  as  though  he  did  not  intend  to  mince 
matters,  or  in  any  way  to  hide  his  opinion.  Crosbie  had  got 
iuto  a  way  of  condemning  himself  in  this  matter  of  his  mar- 
riage, but  was  very  anxious  that  others,  on  hearing  such  con- 
demnation from  him,  should  say  something  in  the  way  ot 
palliating  his   fault.     It  would  be  so   easy  for  a  fi-iend  to 
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remark  that  sncli  little  peccadilloes  were  not  altogether  un- 
common, and  that  it  would  sometimes  happen  in  lite  that 
people  did  not  know  their  own  minds.  He  had  hoped  for  some 
such  benevolence  from  Fowkr  Pratt,  but  had  hoped  in  vain. 
Butterwell  was  a  good-natured,  easy  man,  anxious  to  stand 
well  with  all  about  him,  never  pretending  to  any  veiy  high  tone 
of  feeling  or  of  morals  ;  and  yet  Butterwell  would  say  no  word 
of  comfort  to  him.  He  could  get  no  one  to  slur  over  his  sin 
for  him,  as  though  it  were  no  sin, — only  an  unfortunale 
mistake  ;  no  one  but  the  De  Courcys,  who  had,  as  it  were, 
taken  possession  of  him  and  swallowed  him  alive. 

"  It  can't  be  helped  now,"  said  Crosbie.  "  But  as  for  that 
fellow  who  made  such  a  brutal  attack  on  me  the  other  morn- 
ing, he  knows  that  he  is  sale  behind  her  petticoats.  I  can  do 
nothing  which  would  not  make  some  mention  of  her  name 
necessary." 

"Ah,  yes;  I  see,"  said  Butterwell.  "It's  very  unfor- 
tunate ;  very.  I  don't  know  that  I  can  do  anything  for  you. 
Will  you  come  before  the  Board  to-day  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  of  course  I  shall,"  said  Crosbie,  who  was  becoming 
very  sore.  His  sharp  ear  had  told  him  that  all  Butterwell's 
respect  and  cordiality  were  gone, — at  any  rate  for  the  time. 
Butterwell,  though  holding  the  higher  official  rank,  had  always 
been  accustomed  to  treat  him  as  though  he,  the  inferior,  were 
to  be  courted.  He  had  possessed,  and  had  kno^^Ti  himself  to 
possess,  in  his  office  as  well  as  in  the  outside  world,  a  sort  ol 
rank  much  higher  than  that  which  from  his  position  he  could 
claim  legitimately.  Now  ho  was  being  deposed.  There  could 
be  no  better  touchstone  in  such  a  matter  than  Butteraell.  He 
would  go  as  the  world  went,  but  he  would  perceive  almost 
gttaitively  how  the  world  intended  to  go.  "  Tact,  tact,  tact," 
Tis  he  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  to  himself  when  walking  along 
the  paths  of  his  Putney  villa.  Crosbie  was  now  secretary, 
whereas  a  few  months  before  he  had  been  simply  a  clerk  ; 
but,  nevertheless,  Mr.  Butterwell's  instinct  told  him  that 
Crosbie  had  fallen.  Therefore  he  declined  to  offijr  any  s)-m- 
pathy  to  the  man  in  his  misfortune,  and  felt  aware,  as  he  left 
the  socretarv's  room,  that  it  might  probably  be  some  time 
before  he  visited  it  again. 

Crosbie  resolved  in  his  soreness  that  henceforth  he  would 

brazen  it  out.     He  would   go  to  the  Board,  with  as  much 

indiil'orence  as  to  his  black  eye  as  he  was  ablo  to  assume,  and 

any  one  said  aught  to  him  he  would  be  ready  with  his 
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answer.  He  would  go  to  his  club,  and  let  him  who  inteudod 
to  show  him  any  slight  beware  of  him  in  his  wi'ath.  He  could 
not  turn  upon  John  Eames,  but  he  could  turn  upon  others  if 
it  were  nccessaiy.  He  had  not  gained  for  himself  a  position 
before  the  world,  and  held  it  nowfor  some  years,  to  allow  him- 
self to  be  crushed  at  once  because  he  had  made  a  mistake. 
If  the  world,  his  world,  chose  to  go  to  war  with  him,  lie 
would  be  ready  for  the  fight.  As  for  Butterwell, — Butterwell 
thfe  incompetent,  Buttei'wcU  the  vapid, — for  Butterwell,  who 
in  every  little  official  difficulty  had  for  years  past  come  to  him, 
he  would  let  Butterwell  know  what  it  was  to  be  thus  disloyal 
to  one  who  had  condescended  to  be  his  friend.  He  would  show 
them  all  at  the  Board  that  he  scorned  them,  and  could  be 
their  master.  Then,  too,  as  he  was  making  some  other 
resolves  as  to  his  future  conduct,  he  made  one  or  two  reso- 
lutions respecting  the  De  Courcy  people.  He  would  make  it 
known  to  them  that  he  was  not  going  to  be  their  very  humble 
servant.  He  would  speak  out  his  mind  with  considerable 
plainness  ;  and  if  upon  that  they  should  choose  to  break  off 
this  "alliance,"  they  might  do  so;  he  would  not  break  his 
heart.  And  as  he  leaned  back  in  his  arm  chair,  thinking  of 
all  this,  an  idea  made  its  way  into  his  brain, — a  floating  castle 
in  the  air,  rather  than  the  imago  of  a  thing  that  might  by  pos- 
sibility be  realized  ;  and  in  this  castle  in  the  air  he  saw  him- 
self kneeling  again  at  Lily's  feet,  asking  her  pardon,  and 
begging  that  he  might  once  more  be  taken  to  her  heart. 

"  Mr.  Crosbic  is  here  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Butterwell  to  Mr. 
Optimist. 

"Oh,  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Optimist,  very  gravely;  for  he 
had  heard  all  about  the  row  at  the  railway  station. 

"  They've  made  a  nionstrous  show  of  him." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it.     It's  so — so — so If  i^ 

wore  one  of  the  younger  clerks,  you  know,  we  should  tell  him 
that  it  was  discreditable  to  the  department." 

"  If  a  man  gets  a  blow  in  the  eye,  he  can't  help  it,  you 
know.    He  didn't  do  it  himself,  I  suiipose,"  said  Major  Fiasco. 

"  I  am  well  aware  that  he  didn't  do  it  himself,"  continued 
Mr.  Optimist ;  "  but  I  really  think  that,  in  his  position,  he 
should  have  kept  himself  out  of  any  such  encounter." 

"  He  would  have  done  so  if  he  could,  with  all  his  heart," 
said  the  major.  "  I  don't  suppose  he  liked  being  thrashed  any 
better  thaii  I  should." 

"  Nobody  gives  me  a  black  eye,"  said  Mr.  Optimist. 
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"  Nobody  has  as  yet,"  said  the  major. 

"  I  hope  they  never  will,"  said  Mr.  Butterwell.  Then,  the 
liour  for  their  meeting  having  come  round,  Mr.  Crosbie  came 
into  the  Board-room. 

"  We  have  been  very  soiry  to  hear  of  this  misfortune," 
Baid  Mr.  Optimist,  very  gravely. 

"  Not  half  so  sorr}-  as  I  have  been,"  said  Crosbie,  with  a 
laugh.  "  It's  an  uncommon  nuisance  to  have  a  black  eye, 
and  to  go  about  looking  like  a  prize-fighter." 

"  And  like  a  prize-lighter  that  didn't  win  his  b.ittle,  too," 
said  Fiasco. 

'•  I  don't  know  that  there's  much  dift'erence  as  to  that," 
said  Crosbie.  "  But  the  whole  thing  is  a  nuisance,  and,  if  you 
please,  we  won't  say  anything  more  about  it." 

Mr.  Optimist  almost  entertained  an  opinion  that  it  was  his 
dutv  to  sav  something  more  about  it.  "Was  not  he  the  chief 
Commissioner,  and  was  not  Mr.  Crosbie  secretary  to  the 
Board  ?  Ought  he,  looking  at  their  respective  positions,  to 
pass  over  without  a  word  of  notice  such  a  mamlest  impro- 
priety as  this  '?  Would  not  Sir  Raffle  Buffle  have  said  some- 
thing had  Mr.  Buttenvell,  when  secretary,  come  to  the  olHce 
with  a  black  eye  ?  He  wished  to  exercise  all  the  full  rights  of 
a  chairman  ;  but,  nevertheless,  as  he  looked  at  the  secretary 
he  felt  embarrassed,  and  was  unable  to  find  the  proper  words. 
"  H — m,  ha,  well ;  we'll  go  to  business  now,  if  you  please,"  he 
said,  as  though  resening  to  himself  the  right  of  retummg  to 
the  secretary's  black  eye,  when  the  more  usual  business  of 
the  Board  should  be  completed.  But  when  the  more  usual 
business  of  the  Board  had  been  completed,  the  secretary  left 
the  room  without  any  further  reference  to  his  eye. 

Crosbie,  when  he  got  back  to  his  own  apartment,  found 
Mortimer  Gazebee  waiting  there  for  him. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  Gazebee,  "this  is  a  very  nasty 
affair." 

"•Uncommonly  nasty,"  said  Crosbie;  "so  nasty  that  I 
don't  mean  to  talk  about  it  to  anybody." 

"  Lady  Amelia  is  quite  unhappy."  He  always  called  her 
Lady  Amelia,  even  when  speaking  of  her  to  his  own  brothers 
and  sisters.  He  was  too  well  behaved  to  take  the  liberty  of 
calling  an  earl's  daughter  by  her  plain  Christian  name,  even 
though  that  earl's  daughter  was  his  own  wife.  "  She  fears  that 
you  have  been  a  good  deal  hurt." 

"  Not  at  all  hurt ;  but  disfigured,  as  you  see." 


342       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

*'  And  so  you  beat  the  fellow  well  that  did  it  ?  " 

"No,  I  didn't,"  said  Crosbie,  very  angrily,  "I  didn't 
beat  him  at  all.  You  don't  believe  everything  you  read  in 
the  newspapers  ;  do  you  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  believe  ever}i;hing.  Of  course  I  didn't 
believe  about  his  having  aspired  to  an  alliance  with  Lady 
Alexandrina.  That  was  untrue,  of  course."  Mr.  Gazebee 
showed  by  the  tone  of  his  voice  that  imprudence  so  unpa- 
ralleled as  that  was  quite  incredible. 

"  You  shouldn't  believe  anything ;  except  this, — that  I 
have  got  a  black  eye." 

"  You  certainly  have  got  that.  Lady  Amelia  thinks  you 
would  be  more  comfortable  if  you  would  come  up  to  us  this 
evening.  You  can't  go  out,  of  course  ;  but  Lady  Amelia  said, 
very  good-naturedly,  that  you  need  not  mind  with  her." 

"  Thank  you,  no  ;  I'll  come  on  Sunday," 

"  Of  course  Lady  Alexandrina  will  be  very  anxious  to  hear 
from  her  sister;  and  Lady  Amelia  begged  me  very  particu- 
larly to  press  you  to  come." 

"  Thank  you,  no ;  not  to-day," 

"Why  not?" 

"  Oh,  simply  because  I  shall  be  better  at  home." 

"  How  can  you  be  better  at  home  ?  You  can  have  any- 
thing that  you  want.     Lady  AmeUa  won't  mind,  you  know." 

Another  beefsteak  to  his  eye,  as  he  sat  in  the  drawing- 
room,  a  cold-water  bandage,  or  any  little  medical  appliance 
of  that  sort ; — these  were  the  things  which  Lady  AmeUa 
would,  in  her  domestic  good  nature,  condescend  not  to  mind  ! 

"  I  won't  trouble  her  this  evening,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  Well,  upon  my  word,  I  think  you're  wrong.  All  manner 
of  stones  will  get  down  to  Courcy  Castle,  and  to  the  countess's 
ears  ;  and  you  don't  know  what  harm  may  come  of  it.  Lady 
Amelia  thinks  she  had  better  vrrite  and  explain  it ;  but  she 
can't  do  so  till  she  has  heard  something  about  it  from  you." 

"  Look  here,  Gazebee.  I  don't  care  one  straw  what«toi7 
finds  its  way  down  to  Courcy  Castle." 

"  But  if  the  earl  were  to  hear  anything,  and  be  offended  ?" 

"  He  may  recover  from  his  offence  as  he  best  likes." 

"  My  dear  fellow  ;  that's  talking  wildly,  you  know." 

"What  on  earth  do  you  suppose  the  earl  can  do  to  me? 
Do  you  think  I'm  going  to  live  in  fear  of  Lord  Do  Courcy  all 
my  life,  because  I'm  going  to  many  his  daughter  ?  I  shall 
write  to  Alexandrina  myself  to-day,  and  you  can  tell  her  sister 
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so.     I'll  be  op  to  dinner  on  Sunday,  unless  my  face  makes  it 
altogether  out  of  the  question." 

"  Ami  you  won't  come  iu  time  for  church  ?" 

*•  Would  you  have  me  go  to  church  with  such  a  face  as 
this?" 

Then  Mr.  Mortimer  Gazebee  went,  and  when  ho  got  home 
he  told  his  wife  that  Crosbie  was  taking  things  with  a  high 
hand.  "  The  fact  is,  my  dear,  thaff  he's  ashamed  of  himself, 
and  therefore  tries  to  put  a  bold  face  upon  it." 

"  It  was  verj-  foolish  of  him  throwiug  himself  iu  the  way 
of  that  young  man, — very ;  and  so  I  shall  tell  him  on  Sunday. 
If  he  chooses  to  give  himself  airs  to  me,  I  shall  make  him 
understand  that  he  is  very  wrong.  He  should  remember  now 
that  the  way  in  which  he  conducts  himself  is  a  matter  of 
moment  to  all  our  family." 

**  Of  course  he  should,"  said  Mr.  Gazebee. 

When  the  Sunday  came  the  red- streaky  period  had  arrived, 
but  had  by  no  means  as  yet  passed  away.  The  men  at  the 
office  had  almost  become  used  to  it ;  but  Crosbie,  in  spite  of 
his  determination  to  go  down  to  the  club,  had  not  yet  shown 
himself  elsewhere.  Of  course  he  did  not  go  to  church,  but  at 
five  he  made  his  appearance  at  the  house  in  St.  John's  Wood. 
They  always  dined  at  five  on  Sundays,  having  some  idea  that 
by  doing  so  they  kept  the  Sabbath  better  than  they  would  have 
done  had  they  dined  at  seven.  If  keeping  the  Sabbath  consists 
in  going  to  bed  early,  or  is  in  any  way  assisted  by  such  a 
practice,  they  were  right.  To  the  cook  that  semi-early  dinner 
might  perhaps  be  convenient,  as  it  gave  her  an  excuse  for  not 
going  to  church  in  the  afternoon,  as  the  servants'  and  children's 
dinner  gave  her  a  similar  excuse  in  the  morning.  Such  little 
attempts  at  goodness, — proceeding  half  the  way,  or  perhaps, 
as  in  this  instance,  one  quarter  of  the  way,  on  the  disagreeable 
path  towards  goodness, — are  very  common  with  respectable 
people,  such  as  Lady  Amelia.  If  she  would  have  dined  at  one 
o'clock,  and  have  eaten  cold  meat,  one  perhaps  might  have  felt 
that  she  was  entitled  to  some  praise. 

"  Dear,  dear,  dear ;  this  is  very  sad,  isn't  it,  Adolphus  ?  " 
''bo  said  on  first  seeing  him. 

"  Well,  it  is  sad,  Amelia,"  he  said.  He  always  called  her 
Amelia,  because  she  called  him  Adolphus ;  but  Gazebee  him- 
self was  never  quite  pleased  when  he  heard  it.  Lady  Amelia 
was  older  than  Crosbie,  and  entitled  to  call  him  anvthiug  she 
liked ;  but  he  should  have  remembered  the  great  diflerence  iu 
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their  rank.  "It  is  sad,  Amelia,"  he  said.  "But  will  you 
oblige  me  in  one  thing  ?  " 

"  What  thing,  Adolphus  ?  " 

"  Not  to  say  a  word  more  about  it.  The  black  eye  is  a  bad 
ihing,  no  doubt,  and  has  troubled  me  much  ;  but  the  sympathy 
of  my  friends  has  troubled  me  a  great  deal  more.  I  had  all  the 
family  commiseration  from  Gazebee  on  Friday,  and  if  it  is 
repeated  again,  I  shall  lie  down  and  die." 

"  Shall  'oo  die,  uncle  Dolphus,  'cause  'oo've  got  a  bad 
eye  ?  "  asked  De  Courcy  Gazebee,  the  eldest  hope  of  the 
family,  looking  up  into  his  face. 

"  No,  my  hero,"  said  Crosbie,  taking  the  boy  up  into  his 
arms,  "not  because  I've  got  a  black  eye.  There  isn't  very 
much  harm  in  that,  and  you'll  have  a  great  many  before  you 
leave  school.  But  because  the  people  ^vill  go  on  talking 
about  it." 

"  But  aunt  Dina  on't  like  'oo,  if  oo've  got  an  ugly  bad  eye." 

"But,  Adolphus,"  said  Lady  Amelia,  settling  herself  for 
an  argument,  "  that's  all  very  well,  you  know — and  I'm  sure 
I'm  very  sony  to  cause  you  any  annoyance, — but  really  one 
doesn't  know  how  to  pass  over  such  a  thing  without  speaking 
of  it.    I  have  had  a  letter  from  mamma." 

"  I  hope  Lady  De  Courcy  is  quite  well." 

"  Quite  well,  thank  you.  But  as  a  matter  of  course  she  is 
very  anxious  about  this  aifair.  She  had  read  what  has  been 
said  in  the  newspapers,  and  it  may  be  necessaiy  that  Mortimer 
should  take  it  up,  as  the  family  solicitor." 

"  Quite  out  of  the  question,"  said  Adolphus. 

"  I  don't  think  I  should  advise  any  such  step  as  that,"  said 
Gazebee. 

"Perhaps  not;  very  likely  not.  But  you  cannot  be  snr- 
pnsed,  Mortimer,  that  my  mother  under  such  circumstances 
should  wish  to  know  what  are  the  facts  of  the  case." 

"  Not  at  all  surprised,"  said  Gazebee. 

"  Then  once  for  all,  I'll  tell  you  the  facts.  As  I  got  out  of 
the  train  a  man  I'd  seen  once  before  in  my  life  made  an  attack 
upon  me,  and  before  the  police  came  up,  I  got  a  blow  in  the 
face.     Now  you  know  all  about  it." 

At  that  moment  dinner  was  announced.  "  WUl  you  give 
Lady  Amelia  your  ann  ?  "  said  the  husband. 

"It's  a  veiy  sad  occurrence,"  said  Lady  Amelia  with  a 
slight  toss  of  her  head,  "  and,  I'm  afraid,  will  cost  my  sister 
a  great  deal  of  vexation." 
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"  You  agree  with  De  Courcy,  do  you,  that  aunt  Dina  v.ont 
like  me  with  an  ugly  black  eye  ?  ' 

"  I  U'lilly  ditn't  think  it's  a  joking  matter,"  said  the  Lady 
AmeUa.  And  thou  there  was  nothing  more  said  about  it  during 
the  dinner. 

There  was  nothing  more  said  about  it  during  the  dinner, 
but  it  was  plain  enough  from  Lady  Amelia's  countenance  that 
she  was  not  ver}*  well  pleased  mth  her  future  brother-in-law's 
conduct.  She  was  very  hospitable  to  him,  pressing  him  to 
eat ;  but  even  in  doing  that  she  made  repeated  little  references 
to  his  present  unfortunate  state.  She  told  him  that  she  did 
not  think  fried  plum-pudding  would  be  bad  for  him,  but  that 
she  would  recommend  him  not  to  drink  port-wine  after  dinner. 
"By-the-by,  Mortimer,  you'd  better  have  some  claret  up," 
she  remarked.  "  Adolphus  shouldn't  take  anything  that  is 
heating." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Crosbie.  "  I'll  have  some  brandy-and- 
water,  if  Gazebee  will  give  it  me." 

"  Brandy-and-water !  "  said  Lady  Amelia.  Crosbie  in 
truth  was  not  given  to  the  drinking  of  brandy-and-water ;  but 
he  was  prepared  to  call  for  raw  gin,  if  he  were  di-iveu  much 
further  by  Lady  Amelia's  solicitude. 

At  these  Sunday  dinners  the  mistress  of  the  house  never 
went  away  into  the  drawing-room,  and  the  tea  was  always 
brought  into  them  at  the  table  on  which  they  had  dined.  It 
was  another  little  step  towards  keeping  holy  the  first  day  of 
the  week.  "When  Lady  Rosina  was  there,  she  was  indulged 
with  the  sight  of  six  or  seven  solid  good  books  which  were  laid 
upon  the  mahogany  as  soon  as  the  bottles  were  taken  off  it. 
At  her  first  prolonged  visit  she  had  obtained  for  herself  the 
privilege  of  reading  a  sermon  ;  but  as  on  such  occasions  both 
Lady  Amelia  and  Mr.  Gazebee  would  go  to  sleep, — and  as 
the  footman  had  also  once  shown  a  tendency  that  way, — the 
sermon  had  been  abandoned.  But  the  master  of  the  house, 
on  these  evenings,  when  his  sister-in-law  was  present,  was 
doomed  to  sit  in  idleness,  or  else  to  find  solace  in  one  of  the 
dolid  good  books.  But  Lady  Rosina  just  now  was  in  the 
country,  and  therefore  the  table  was  left  unfurnished. 

"  And  what  am  I  to  say  to  my  mother  ?  "  said  Lady 
'•  uielia.  when  they  were  alone. 

"  Give  her  my  kindest  regards,"  said  Crosbie.  It  was 
quite  clear,  both  to  the  husband  and  to  the  wife,  that  he  was 
preparing  himself  for  rebellion  against  authority. 
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For  some  ten  minutes  there  was  nothing  said.  CrosLie 
amused  himself  hy  playing  with  the  boy  whom  he  called 
Dicksey,  by  way  of  a  nickname  for  De  Courcy. 

"  Mamma,  he  calls  me  Dicksey.  Am  I  Dicksey  ?  Ill 
call  'oo  old  Cross,  and  then  aunt  Dina  on't  like  'oo." 

"  I  wish  you  would  not  call  the  child  nicknames,  Adolphus. 
It  seems  as  though  you  would  wish  to  cast  a  slur  upon  the  one 
which  he  bears." 

"  I  should  hardly  think  that  he  would  feel  disposed  to  do 
that,"  said  Mr.  Gazebee. 

"  Hardly,  indeed,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  It  has  never  yet  been  disgraced  in  the  annals  of  our 
country  by  being  made  into  a  nickname,"  said  the  proud 
daughter  of  the  house.  She  was  probably  unaware  that  among 
many  of  his  associates  her  father  had  been  called  Lord  De 
Curse'ye,  from  the  occasional  energy  of  his  language.  "  And 
any  such  attempt  is  painful  in  my  ears.  I  think  something 
of  my  family,  I  can  assure  you,  Adolphus,  and  so  does  my 
husband." 

"  A  very  great  deal,"  said  Mr.  Gazebee. 

"  So  do  I  of  mine,"  said  Crosbie.  "  That's  natural  to 'all 
of  us.  One  of  my  ancestors  came  over  with  William  the 
Conqueror.  I  think  he  was  one  of  the  assistant  cooks  in  the 
king's  tent." 

"  A  cook  ! "  said  young  De  Courcy. 

"  Yes,  my  boy,  a  cook.  That  was  the  way  most  of  our 
old  families  were  made  noble.  They  were  cooks,  or  butlers  to 
the  kings — or  sometimes  something  worse." 

"  l)ut  your  family  isn't  noble  ?" 

"  No — I'll  tell  you  how  that  was.  The  king  wanted  this 
cook  to  poison  half-adozen  of  his  officers  who  wished  to  have 
a  way  of  their  own ;  but  the  cook  said,  '  No,  my  Lord  King ; 
I  am  a  cook,  not  an  executioner.'  So  they  sent  him  into  the 
scullery,  and  when  they  called  all  the  other  sers^nnts  barons 
and  lords,  they  only  called  him  Cookey.  They've  changed  the 
name  to  Crosbie  since  that,  by  degrees." 

Mr.  Gazebee  was  awestruck,  and  the  face  of  the  Lady 
Amelia  became  very  dark.  Was  it  not  evident  that  this  snake, 
when  taken  into  their  inneraiost  bosoms  that  they  might  there 
warm  him,  was  becoming  an  adder,  and  preparing  to  sting 
them  ?  There  was  very  little  more  conversation  that  evening, 
and  soon  after  the  story  of  the  cook,  Crosbie  got  up  and  went 
away  to  his  own  home. 
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CHAPTER  \1. 

"  SEE,    THE  CC«S'QUERIXG   HEllO   COMES." 

John  E.urES  hid  reached  his  office  precisely  at  twelve  o'clock, 
but  when  he  did  so  he  hardly  knew  whether  he  was  standing 
on  his  heels  or  his  head.  The  whole  morning  had  been  to  him 
one  of  intense  excitement,  and  latterly,  to  a  certain  extent,  one 
of  triumph.  But  he  did  not  at  all  know  what  might  be  the 
results.  Would  he  be  taken  before  a  magistrate  and  locked 
up '?  Would  there  be  a  row  at  the  office  ?  Would  Crosbie 
call  him  out,  and,  if  so,  would  it  be  incumbent  on  him  to 
fight  a  duel  with  pistols  '?  What  would  Lord  De  Guest  say — 
Lord  De  Guest,  who  had  specially  warned  him  not  to  take  upon 
himself  the  duty  of  avenging  Lily's  wi-ongs  ?  What  would  all 
the  Dale  family  say  of  his  conduct'?  And,  above  all,  what 
would  Lily  say  and  think  ?  Nevertheless,  the  feeling  of  triumph 
was  predominant ;  and  now,  at  this  interval  of  time,  he  was 
beginning  to  remember  xs-ith  pleasure  the  sensation  of  his  fist 
as  it  went  into  Crosbie's  eye. 

During  his  first  day  at  the  office  he  heard  nothing  about 
the  affair,  nor  did  he  say  a  word  of  it  to  any  one.  It  was 
knovs-n  in  his  room  that  he  had  gone  down  to  spend  his 
Christmas  holiday  with  Lord  De  Guest,  and  he  was  treated 
with  some  increased  consideration  accordingly.  And,  more- 
over, I  must  explain,  in  order  that  I  may  give  Johnny  Eames 
his  due,  he  was  gradually  acquiring  for  himself  a  good  footing 
among  the  income-tax  othcials.  He  knew  his  work,  and  did 
it  with  some  manly  confidence  in  his  own  powers,  and  also 
with  some  manly  indifierence  to  the  occasional  fi-owns  of  the 
mighty  men  of  the  department.  He  was,  moreover,  popular — 
being  somewhat  of  a  radical  in  his  official  demeanour,  and 
holding  by  his  own  rights,  even  though  mighty  men  should 
frown.  In  truth,  he  was  emerging  fi-om  his  hobblcdchoyhood 
and  entering  upon  his  young  manhood,  having  probably  to  go 
through  much  folly  and  some  false  sentiment  in  that  period  of 
bis  existence,  but  still  with  fair  promise  of  trae  manliness 
beyond,  to  those  who  were  able  to  read  the  signs  of  his 
character. 

Many  questions  on  that  first  day  were  asked  liim  about 
the  glories  of  his  Christmas,  but  he  had  very  little  to  say  on 
the  subject.    Indeed  nothing  could  have  been  much  more  com- 
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monplace  than  his  Christmas  visit,  had  it  not  been  for  the  one 
great  object  which  had  taken  him  down  to  that  part  of  the 
country,  and  for  the  circumstance  with  which  his  holiday  had 
been  ended.  On  neither  of  these  subjects  was  he  disposed 
to  speak  openly ;  but  as  he  walked  home  to  Burton  Crescent 
with  Cradell,  he  did  tell  him  of  the  affair  with  Crosbie. 

"  And  you  went  in  at  him  on  the  station  ?  "  asked  Cradell, 
with  admiring  doubt. 

"  Yes,  I  did.  If  I  didn't  do  it  there,  where  was  I  to  do 
it  ?  I'd  said  I  would,  and  therefore  when  I  saw  him  I  did 
it."  Then  the  whole  affair  was  told  as  to  the  black  eye,  the 
police,  and  the  superintendent,  "  And  what's  to  come  next  ?  " 
asked  our  hero. 

"  Well,  he'll  put  it  in  the  hands  of  a  friend,  of  coui'se  ;  as 
I  did  with  Fisher  in  that  affair  with  Lupex.  And,  upon  my 
word,  Johnny,  I  shall  have  to  do  sometliing  of  the  kind  again. 
His  conduct  last  night  was  outrageous  ;  would  you  believe 
it " 

"  Oh,  he's  a  fool." 

"  He's  a  fool  you  wouldn't  like  to  meet  when  he's  in  one 
of  his  mad  fits,  I  can  tell  you  that.  I  absolutely  had  to  sit  up 
in  my  own  bedroom  all  last  night.  Mother  Koper  told  me  that 
if  I  remained  in  the  drawing-room  she  would  feel  herself  obliged 
to  have  a  policeman  in  the  house.  What  could  I  do,  you  know  ? 
I  made  her  have  a  fire  for  me,  of  course." 

"  And  then  you  went  to  bed." 

"  I  waited  ever  so  long,  because  I  thought  that  Maria  would 
want  to  see  me.  At  last  she  sent  me  a  note.  Maria  is  so 
impmdent,  you  know.  If  he  had  found  anything  in  her  wi'itiug, 
it  would  have  been  terrible,  you  know, — quite  terrible.  And 
who  can  say  whether  Jemima  mayn't  tell  ?  " 

"  And  what  did  she  say  ?  " 

"  Come  ;  that's  tellings,  Master  Johnny.  I  took  veiy  good 
care  to  take  it  with  me  to  the  office  this  morning,  for  fear  of 
accidents." 

But  Earaes  was  not  so  widely  awake  to  the  importance  of 
his  fi'ieud'K  adventures  as  he  might  have  been  had  he  not  been 
weighted  with  adventures  of  his  own. 

"  I  shouldn't  care  so  much,"  said  he,  "  about  that  fellow, 
Crosbie,  going  to  a  friend,  as  I  should  about  his  going  to  a 
police  magistrate." 

"  He'll  put  it  in  a  friend's  hands,  of  course,"  said  Cradell, 
with  the  air  of  a  man  who  from  experience  was  well  up  in 
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such  matters.  "  And  I  suppose  you'll  naturally  come  to  me. 
It's  a  deuced  Lore  to  a  man  in  a  public  office,  and  all  that  kind 
of  thing,  of  course.  But  I'm  not  the  man  to  desert  my  friend. 
I'll  stand  by  you.  Johnny,  ray  boy." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,"  said  Eames,  "  I  don't  think  that  I  shall 
want  that."' 

"  You  must  be  ready  with  a  friend,  you  know." 

"  I  should  write  dovax  to  a  man  I  know  iu  the  counliy,  and 
ask  his  advice,"  said  Eames ;  "  an  older  sort  of  friend,  you 
know." 

"  By  Jove,  old  fellow,  take  care  what  you're  about.  Don't 
let  them  say  of  you  that  you  show  the  white  feather.  Upon 
my  honour,  I'd  sooner  have  anything  said  of  me  than  that.  I 
would,  indeed, — anything." 

"I'm  not  afraid  of  that,"  said  Eames,  with  a  touch  of 
scorn  in  his  voice.  "  There  isn't  much  thought  about  white 
feathers  now-a-days, — not  in  the  way  of  fighting  duels." 

After  that,  Cradell  managed  to  carry  back  the  conversa- 
tion to  Mrs.  Lupex  and  his  own  peculiar  position,  and  as 
Eames  did  not  care  to  ask  from  his  companion  further  advice 
in  his  own  matters,  he  listened  nearly  in  sUence  till  they 
reached  Burton  Crescent. 

"  I  hope  you  found  the  noble  earl  well,"  said  Mrs.  Roper 
to  him,  as  soon  as  they  were  all  seated  at  dinner. 

"I  found  the  noble  earl  pretty  well,  thank  you,"  said  Johnny. 

It  had  become  plainly  understood  by  all  the  Roperites 
that  Eames's  position  was  quite  altered  since  he  had  been 
honoured  with  the  friendship  of  Lord  De  Guest.  Mrs.  Lupex, 
next  to  whom  he  always  sat  at  dinner,  with  a  view  to  pro- 
tecting her  as  it  were  from  the  dangerous  neighbourhood  of 
Cradell,  treated  him  with  a  marked  courtesy.  Miss  Spruce 
always  called  him  "  sir."  Mrs.  Roper  helped  him  the  lii'st  of 
the  gentlemen,  and  was  mindful  about  his  fat  and  gravy,  and 
Amelia  felt  less  able  than  she  was  before  to  insist  upon  the 
possession  of  his  heart  and  affections.  It  must  not  be  sup- 
posed that  Amelia  intended  to  abandon  the  fight,  and  allow 
the  enemy  to  walk  off  with  his  forces ;  but  she  felt  herself 
constrained  to  treat  him  ^vith  a  deference  that  was  hardly  com- 
patible with  the  perfect  equality  which  should  attend  any  union 
of  hearts. 

"  It  is  such  a  privilege  to  be  on  visiting  tenns  with  the 
nobility,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex.     "  When  I  was  a  girl,  I  used  to  bo 
rj-  intimate " 
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"  You  ain't  a  girl  any  longer,  and  so  you'd  better  not  talk 
about  it,"  said  Lupcx.  IMr.  Lupex  had  been  at  that  little 
shop  in  Drury  Laue  after  he  came  down  from  his  scene - 
painting. 

"  My  dear,  you  needn't  be  a  brate  to  me  before  all  Mrs. 
Roper's  company.  If,  led  away  by  feelings  which  I  will  not 
now  describe,  I  left  my  proper  cu'cles  in  marrying  you,  you 
need  not  before  all  the  world  teach  me  how  much  I  have  to 
regret."  And  Mrs.  Lupex,  putting  down  her  knife  and  fork, 
applied  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

"That's  pleasant  for  a  man  over  his  meals,  isn't  it?" 
said  Lupex,  appealing  to  Miss  Spruce.  "  I  have  plenty  of 
that  kind  of  thing,  and  ynu  can't  think  how  I  like  it." 

"  Them  whom  God  has  joined  together,  let  no  man  put 
asunder,"  said  Miss  Spruce.  "  As  for  me  myself,  I'm  only 
an  old  woman." 

This  little  ebullition  threw  a  gloom  over  the  dinner-table, 
and  nothing  more  was  said  o>n  the  occasion  as  to  the  glories  of 
Eames's  career.  But,  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  Amelia 
heard  of  the  encounter  which  had  taken  place  at  the  railway 
station,  and  at  once  perceived  that  she  might  use  the  -occasion 
for  her  own  puiTioses. 

"  John,"  she  whispered  to  her  victim,  finding  an  opportu- 
nity for  coming  upon  him  when  almost  alone,  "  what  is  this  I 
hear  ?  I  insist  upon  knowing.  Are  you  going  to  fight  a 
duel  ?  " 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Johnny. 

"  But  it  is  not  nonsense.  You  don't  know  what  my  feel- 
ings will  be,  if  I  think  that  such  a  thing  is  going  to  happen. 
But  then  you  are  so  hard-hearted  !  " 

"  I  ain"t  hard-hearted  a  bit,  and  I'm  not  going  to  fight  a 
duel." 

"  But  is  it  tnie  that  you  beat  Mr.  Crosbie  at  the  station?" 

♦'  It  is  true.     I  did  boat  him." 

"  Oh,  John  !  not  that  I  mean  to  say  you  were  wrong,  and 
indeed  I  honour  you  for  the  feeling.  There  can  be  nothing 
so  dreadful  as  a  young  man's  deceiving  a  young  woman  and 
leaving  her  after  he  has  won  her  heart, — particularly  when 
she  has  had  his  promise  in  plain  words,  or,  perhaps,  even  in 
black  and  white."  John  thouglit  of  that  horrid,  foolish, 
wretched  note  which  he  had  written.  "And  a  poor  girl,  if 
she  can't  right  herself  by  a  breach  of  promise,  doesn  t  know 
what  to  do.     Does  she,  John  ?  " 
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"  A  girl  ■who'll  right  herself  that  way  wouklu't  be  worth 
having." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that.  When  a  poor  girl  is  in  such  a 
position,  she  has  to  be  said  by  her  friends.  I  suppose,  then, 
Miss  Lily  Dale  won't  bring  a  breach  of  promise  against  him." 

This  mention  of  Lily's  name  in  such  a  place  was  sacrilege 
in  the  ears  of  poor  Eames.  "  I  cannot  tell,"  said  he,  "  what 
may  be  the  intention  of  the  lady  of  whom  you  speak.  But 
from  what  I  know  of  her  fiiends,  I  should  not  think  that  she 
will  be  disgraced  by  such  a  proceeding." 

"  That  may  be  all   veiy  well  for   Miss  Lily  Dale " 

Amelia  said,  and  then  she  hesitated.  It  would  not  be  well, 
she  thought,  absolutely  to  threaten  him  as  yet, — not  as  long 
as  there  was  any  possibility  that  he  might  be  won  without  a 
threat.  "  Of  course  I  know  all  about  it,"  she  continued. 
"  She  was  your  L.  D.,  you  know.  Not  that  I  was  ever  jealous 
of  her.  To  you  she  was  no  more  than  one  of  childhood's 
friends.     "Was  she,  Johnny  ?" 

He  stamped  his  foot  upon  the.  floor,  and  then  jumped  up 
from  his  seat.  "  I  hate  all  that  sort  of  twaddle  about  child- 
hood's friends,  and  you  know  I  do.  You'll  make  me  swear 
that  I'll  never  come  into  this  room  again." 

"Johnny!" 

"  So  I  will.  The  whole  thing  makes  me  sick.  And  as  for 
that  Mrs.  Lupex " 

*'  If  this  is  what  you  leani,  John,  by  going  to  a  lord's 
house,  I  think  you  had  better  stay  at  home  with  your  own 
friends." 

"Of  course  I  had  ; — much  better  stay  at  home  with  my 
own  friends.  Here's  Mrs.  Lupex,  and  at  any  rate  I  can't 
stand  her."  So  he  went  otl',  and  walked  round  the  Crescent, 
and  down  to  the  New  Iload,  and  almost  into  the  Regent's 
Park,  thinking  of  Lily  Dale  and  of  his  own  cowardice  with 
Amelia  Roper. 

On  the  following  morning  he  received  a  message,  at  about 
one  o'clock,  by  the  mouth  of  the  Board-room  messenger,  in- 
forming him  that  his  presence  was  required  in  the  Board-room. 
"  Sir  Ratile  Buftle  has  desired  your  presence,  Mr.  Eamos." 

"  My  presence,  Tupper  I  what  for?"  said  Johnny,  turning 
upon  the  messenger  almost  with  dismay. 

"Indeed  I  can't  say,  Mr.  Earaes ;  but  Sir  Raffle  Buflle 
hag  desired  your  presence  in  the  Board-room." 

Such  a  message  as  that  in  official  life  always  strikes  awe 
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into  the  heart  of  a  young  man.  And  yet,  young  men  generally 
come  forth  fi"om  such  intei'views  without  having  received  any 
serious  damage,  and  generally  talk  about  the.  old  gentlemen 
whom  they  have  encountei'ed  with  a  good  deal  of  light-spirited 
sarcasm, — or  chaff,  as  it  is  called  in  the  slang  phraseology  of 
the  day.  It  is  that  same  '  majesty  which  doth  hedge  a  king ' 
that  does  it.  The  turkey-cock  in  his  own  farmyard  is  master 
of  the  occasion,  and  the  thought  of  him  creates  fear.  A  bishop 
in  his  lawn,  a  judge  on  the  bench,  a  chairman  in  the  big  room 
at  the  end  of  a  long  table,  or  a  policeman  with  his  bull's-eye 
lamp  upon  his  beat,  can  all  make  themselves  terrible  by  means 
of  those  appanages  of  niiijesty  which  have  been  vouchsafed  to 
them.  But  how  mean  is  the  policeman  in  his  own  home,  and 
how  few  thought  mueli  of  Sir  Raffle  Bufile  as  he  sat  asleep 
after  dinner  in  his  old  slippers !  How  well  can  I  remember 
the  terror  created  within  me  by  the  air  of  outraged  dignity 
with  which  a  certain  line  old  gentleman,  now  long  since  gone, 
could  rub  his  hands  slowly,  one  on  the  other,  and  look  up  to 
the  ceiling,  slightly  shaking  his  head,  as  though  lost  in  the 
contemplation  of  my  iniquities  !  I  would  become  sick  in  my 
stomach,  and  feel  as  though  my  ankles  had  been  broken. 
That  upward  turn  of  the  eye  unmanned  me  so  completely  that 
I  was  speechless  as  regarded  any  defence.  I  think  that  that 
old  man  could  hardly  have  knowTi  the  extent  of  his  own  power. 
Once  upon  a  time  a  careless  lad,  having  the  charge  of  a 
bundle  of  letters  addressed  to  the  King, — petitions  and  such 
like,  which  in  the  course  of  business  would  not  get  beyond  the 
hands  of  some  lord-in- waiting's  deputy  assistant, — sent  the 
bag  which  contained  them  to  the  viTong  place  ;  to  Windsor, 
perhaps,  if  the  Court  were  in  London ;  or  to  St.  James's,  if  it 
were  at  Windsor.  He  was  summoned  ;  and  the  great  man  of 
the  occasion  contented  himself  with  holding  his  hands  up  to 
the  heavens  as  he  stood  up  from  his  chair,  and  exclaiming 
twice,  "  Mis-sent  the  Monarch's  pouch  !  Mis-sent  the  Mon- 
arch's pouch !  "  That  young  man  never  knew  how  he  escaped 
from  the  Board-room ;  but  for  a  time  he  was  deprived  of  all 
power  of  exertion,  and  could  not  resume  his  work  till  he  had 
had  six  months'  leave  of  absence,  and  been  brought  round 
upon  rum  and  asses'  milk.  In  that  instance  the  peculiar  use 
of  the  word  Monarch  had  a  power  which  the  official  magnate 
had  never  contemplated.  The  story  is  traditional ;  but  I 
believe  that  the  circumstance  happened  as  lately  as  in  the  days 
of  George  the  Third. 
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John  Eames  could  laugh  at  the  present  chairman  of  the 
Income-tax  Office  with  great  freedom,  and  call  him  old  Iluffle 
Scuffle,  and  the  like  ;  but  now  that  he  was  sent  for,  he  also, 
in  spite  of  his  radical  proi^eusities,  felt  a  little  weak  about  his 
ankle  joints.  He  knew,  from  the  first  hearing  of  the  message, 
that  he  was  wanted  with  reference  to  that  atfuir  at  the  railway 
station.  Perhaps  there  might  be  a  rule  that  any  clerk  should 
be  dismissed  who  used  his  fists  in  any  pubhc  place.  There 
were  many  rules  entailing  the  punishment  of  dismissal  for 
many  offences, — and  he  began  to  thiuk  that  he  did  remember 
something  of  such  a  regulation.  However,  he  got  up,  looked 
once  around  him  upon  his  fi-iends,  and  then  followed  Tupper 
into  the  Board-room. 

"  There's  Johnny  been  sent  for  by  old  Scuffles,"  said  one 
clerk. 

"  That's  about  his  row  with  Crosbie,"  said  another.  "  The 
Board  can't  do  anything  to  him  for  that." 

"  Can't  it '?  "  said  the  first.  "  Didn't  young  Outonites 
have  to  resign  because  of  that  row  at  the  Cider  Cellars,  though 
his  cousin.  Sir  Constant  Outonites,  did  all  that  he  could  for 
him?" 

''But  he  was  regularly  up  the  spout  with  accommodation 
bills." 

"  I  tell  you  that  I  wouldn't  be  in  Eames's  shoes  for  a 
trifle.  Crosbie  is  secretary  at  the  Committee  Office,  where 
Scuffles  was  chairman  before  he  came  here ;  and  of  course 
they're  as  thick  as  thieves.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  they  didn't 
make  him  go  down  and  apologize." 

"  Johnny  won't  do  that,"  said  the  other. 

In  the  meantime  John  Eames  was  standing  in  the  august 
presence.  Sir  Raffle  Buffle  was  throned  in  his  great  oak  arm- 
chair at  the  head  of  a  long  table  in  a  very  large  room ;  and  by 
him,  at  the  comer  of  the  table,  was  seated  one  of  the  assistant 
secretaries  of  the  office.  Another  member  of  the  Board  was 
also  at  work  upon  the  long  table ;  but  he  was  reading  and 
signing  papers  at  some  distance  from  Sir  Raffle,  and  paid  no 
heed  whatever  to  the  scene.  The  assistant  secretary,  looking  on, 
could  see  that  Sir  Raffle  was  annoyed  by  this  want  of  attention 
on  the  part  of  his  colleague,  but  all  this  was  lost  upon  Eames. 

'•Mr.  Eames?"  said  Sir  Raffle,  speaking  with  a  peculiarly 
harsh  voice,  and  looking  at  the  culprit  through  a  pair  of  gold- 
rimmed  glasses,  which  he  perched  for  the  occasion  upon  his 
'  '2  no^e.     "  Isn't  that  ilr.  Eames  ?  " 
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"  Yes,"  said  the  assistant  secretary,  "  this  is  Eames." 

"  Ah  !  " — and  then  there  was  a  pause.  "  Come  a  little 
nearer,  Mr.  Eames,  will  you  ? "  and  Johnny  drew  nearer, 
advancing  noiselessly  over  the  Turkey  carpet. 

"  Let  me  see  ;  in  the  second  class,  isn't  he  ?  Ah  !  Do 
you  know,  Mr.  Eames,  that  I  have  received  a  letter  from  the 
secretary  to  the  Directors  of  the  Great  Western  Railway  Com- 
pany, detailing  circumstances  which, — if  truly  stated  in  that 
letter, — redound  veiy  much  to  your  discredit  ?  " 

"  I  did  get  into  a  row  there  yesterday,  sir." 

"  Got  into  a  row !  It  seems  to  me  that  you  have  got  into 
a  very  serious  row,  and  that  I  must  tell  the  Directors  of  the 
Great  Western  Railway  Company  that  the  law  must  be  allowed 
to  take  its  course." 

"  I  shan't  mind  that,  sir,  in  the  least,"  said  Eames, 
brightening  up  a  little  under  this  view  of  the  case. 

"Not  mind  that,  sir!"  said  Sir  Raffle; — or  rather,  he 
shouted  out  the  words  at  the  offender  before  him.  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  he  overdid  it,  missing  the  effect  which  a 
milder  tone  might  have  attained.  Perhaps  there  was  lacking 
to  him  some  of  that  majesty  of  demeanour  and  di-amatic  pro- 
priety of  voice  which  had  been  so  efficacious  in  the  little  story 
as  to  the  King's  bag  of  letters.  As  it  was,  Johnny  gave  a 
slight  jump,  but  after  his  jump  he  felt  better  than  he  had  been 
before.  "  Not  mind,  sir,  being  di-agged  before  the  criminal 
tribunals  of  your  country,  and  being  punished  as  a  felon, — or 
rather  as  a  misdemeanor, — for  an  outrage  committed  on  a 
public  platform !  Not  mind  it !  '\^^lat  do  you  mean, 
sir  ?  " 

"  I  mean,  that  I  don't  think  the  magistrate  would  say  very 
much  about  it,  sir.  And  I  don't  think  Mr.  Crosbie  would 
come  forward." 

"  But  Mr.  Crosbie  must  come  forward,  young  man.  Do 
you  suppose  that  an  outrage  against  the  peace  of  the  Metro- 
polis is  to  go  unpunished  because  he  may  not  wish  to  pursue 
the  matter  ?  I'm  afraid  you  must  be  veiy  ignorant,  youag 
man." 

"  Perhaps  I  am,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Very  ignorant  indeed, — veiy  ignorant  indeed.  And  are 
you  aware,  sir,  that  it  would  become  a  question  with  the  Com- 
missioners of  this  Board  whether  you  could  be  retained  in  the 
service  of  this  department  if  you  were  publicly  punished  by  a 
police  magistrate  for  such  a  disgraceful  outrage  as  that  ?  " 
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JoliBny  looked  round  at  the  other  Commissioner,  bat  that 
gentleman  did  not  raise  his  face  from  bis  papers. 

"  Mr.  Eames  is  a  very  good  clerk,"  whispered  the  assistant 
socretaiT,  but  in  a  voice  which  made  his  words  audible  to 
Eames  ;  "  one  of  the  best  young  men  we  have,"  he  added,  in 
a  voice  which  was  not  audible. 

"  Oh, — ah  ;  very  well.  Now,  I'll  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Eames, 
I  hope  this  will  be  a  lesson  to  you, — a  veiy  serious  lesson." 

The  assistant  secretary,  leaning  back  in  his  chair  so  as  to 
be  a  little  behind  the  head  of  Sir  Raffle,  did  manage  to  catch 
the  eye  of  the  other  Commissioner.  The  other  Commissioner, 
barely  looking  round,  smiled  a  little,  and  then  the  assistant 
secretary  smiled  also.     Eames  saw  this,  and  he  smiled  too. 

"  "Whether  any  ulterior  consequences  may  still  await  the 
breach  of  the  peace  of  which  you  have  been  guilty,  I  am  not 
yet  prepared  to  say,"  continued  Sir  Raffle.  "  You  may  go 
now." 

And  Johnny  returned  to  his  own  place,  with  no  increased 
reverence  for  the  dignity  oi  the  chauTnan. 

On  the  following  morning  one  of  his  colleagues  showed  him 
ydih  great  glee  the  passage  in  the  newspaper  which  informed 
the  world  that  he  had  been  so  desperately  beaten  by  Crosbie 
that  he  was  obliged  to  keep  his  bed  at  this  present  time  in 
consequence  of  the  flogging  that  he  had  received.  Then  his 
anger  was  aroused,  and  he  bounced  about  the  big  room  of  the 
Income-tax  Office,  regardless  of  assistant  secretaries,  head 
clerks,  and  all  other  official  grandees  whatsoever,  denouncing 
the  iniquities  of  the  public  press,  and  declaiing  his  opinion 
that  it  would  be  better  to  live  in  Russia  than  in  a  countiy 
which  allowed  such  audacious  falsehoods  to  be  propagated. 

"He  never  touched  me,  Fisher;  I  don't  think  he  ever 
tried  ;  but,  upon  my  honour,  he  never  touched  me." 

"  But,  Johnny,  it  was  bold  in  you  to  make  up  to  Lord  De 
Courcy's  daughter,"  said  Fisher. 

'•  I  never  saw  one  of  them  in  my  life." 

"  He's  going  it  altogether  among  the  aristocracy,  now," 
said  another  ;  "  I  suppose  you  wouldn't  look  at  anybody  under 
a  viscount  "?  " 

"  Can  I  help  what  that  thief  of  an  editor  puts  into  his 
;iper  ?     Flogged  !     Huffle  Scuffle  told  me  I  was  a  felon,  but 
that  wasn't  half  so  bad  as  this  fellow ; "  and  Johnny  kicked 
the  newspaper  across  the  room. 

"  Indict  him  for  a  libel,"  said  Fisher. 
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"  Particularly  for  saying  you  wanted  to  marry  a  countess's 
daughter,"  said  another  clerk. 

"  I  never  heard  such  a  scandal  in  my  life,"  declared  a 
third  ;  "  and  then  to  say  that  the  girl  wouldn't  look  at  you." 

But  not  the  less  was  it  felt  by  all  in  the  office  that  Johnny 
Eames  was  becoming  a  leading  man  among  them,  and  that  he 
was  one  with  whom  each  of  them  would  be  pleased  to  be  inti- 
mate. And  even  among  the  grandees  this  affair  of  the  railway 
station  did  him  no  real  harm.  It  was  known  that  Crosbie  had 
deserved  to  be  thrashed,  and  known  that  Eames  had  thrashed 
him.  It  was  all  very  well  for  Sir  liaffle  Buffle  to  talk  ol  poUce 
magistrates  and  misdemeanours,  but  all  the  world  at  the 
Income-tax  Office  knew  very  well  that  Eames  had  come  out 
from  that  affair  with  his  head  upright,  and  his  right  foot 
foremost. 

"  Never  mind  about  the  newspaper,"  a  thoughtful  old  senior 
clerk  said  to  him.  "  As  he  did  get  the  licking  and  you  didn't, 
you  can  afford  to  laugh  at  the  newspaper." 

"  And  you  wouldn't  wi-ite  to  the  editor  ?  " 

"  No,  no  ;  certainly  not.  No  one  thinks  of  defending  him- 
self to  a  newspaper  except  an  ass  ; — unless  it  be  some  fellow 
who  wants  to  have  his  name  puffed.  You  may  wi-ite  what's 
as  tiTie  as  the  gospel,  but  they'll  know  how  to  make  fun  of  it." 

Johnny  therefore  gave  up  his  idea  of  an  indignant  letter  to 
the  editor,  but  he  felt  that  he  was  bound  to  give  some  expla- 
nation of  the  whole  matter  to  Lord  De  Guest.  The  affair  had 
happened  as  he  was  coming  from  the  earl's  house,  and  all  his 
o^vn  concerns  had  now  been  made  so  much  a  matter  of  interest 
to  his  kind  friend,  that  he  thought  that  he  could  not  with  pro- 
priety leave  the  earl  to  learn  fi-om  the  newspapers  either  the 
facts  or  the  falsehoods.  And,  therelore,  before  he  left  his 
office  he  wrote  the  following  letter  : — 

Income-tax  Office,  December  29,  186 — . 
Mt  Lord, — 

He  thought  a  good  deal  about  the  style  in  which  he  ought 
to  address  the  peer,  never  having  hitherto  written  to  him. 
He  began,  "  My  dear  Lord,"  on  one  sheet  of  paper,  and  then 
put  it  aside,  thinking  that  it  looked  over-bold. 

My  Lord, — 

As  you  have  been  so  very  kind  to  me,  I  feel  that  I  ought  to  tell 
you  what  happened  the  other  morning  at  the  railway  station,  as  I  was 
coming  back  from  Guestwick.     That  scoundrel  Crosbie  got  into  the 
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same  carriage  with  me  at  the  Barchester  Junction,  and  sat  opposite  to 
me  all  the  way  up  to  London.  I  did  not  speak  a  word  to  him,  or  he  to 
mc ;  but  when  he  jrot  out  at  the  Paddin^iton  Station,  I  thoujrht  I  ouj;ht 

not  to  let  him  po  away,  so  I I  can't  say  that  I  thrashed  him  as 

I  wished  to  do;  but  I  made  an  attempt,  and  I  did  frive  him  a  black  eye. 
A  whole  quantity  of  iMjliccmen  got  round  us,  and  I  hadn't  a  fair  cliance. 
I  know  you  will  think  that  I  was  ^^■ong,  and  jx?i  haps  I  was ;  but  what 
could  I  do  when  he  sat  opposite  to  me  there  for  two  hours,  looking  as 
though  he  thought  himself  the  finest  fellow  in  all  London  ? 

They've  put  a  horrible  paragraph  into  one  of  the  newspapers,  saying 
that  I  got  so  "  flogged  "  that  I  haven't  been  able  to  stir  since.  It  is  an 
atrocious  falsehood,  as  is  all  the  rest  of  the  newspaper  account  I  was 
not  touched.  He  was  not  nearly  so  bad  a  customer  as  the  bull,  and 
seemed  to  take  it  all  very  quietly.  I  must  acknowledge,  though,  that  he 
didn't  get  such  a  beating  as  he  deserved. 

Your  friend  Sir  K.  B.  sent  for  me  this  morning,  and  told  me  I  was 
a  felon.  I  didn't  seem  to  care  much  for  that,  for  he  might  as  well  have 
called  me  a  murderer  or  a  btirglar;  but  I  shall  care  very  much  indeed  if 
I  have  made  you  angrj-  with  me.  But  what  I  most  fear  is  the  anger  of 
some  one  else, — at  AlUngton. 

Beheve  me  to  be,  my  Lord, 

Yours  ven,-  much  obliged  and  most  sincerely, 

John  Eames. 

"  I  knew  he'd  do  it  if  ever  he  got  the  opportunity,"  said 
the  earl  when  he  had  read  his  letter  ;  and  he  walked  about  his 
room  striking  his  hands  together,  and  then  thrusting  his 
thumbs  into  his  waistcoat-pockets.  "  I  knew  he  was  made  of 
the  right  stuff,"  and  the  earl  rejoiced  greatly  in  the  prowess 
of  his  favourite.  "  I'd  have  done  it  myself  if  I'd  seen  him. 
I  do  believe  I  would."  Then  he  went  back  to  the  breaklast- 
room  and  told  Lady  Julia.  "  "What  do  you  think  ?  "  said  he  ; 
"Johnny  Eames  has  come  across  Crosbie,  and  given  him  a 
desperate  beating." 

'•  No  !  "  said  Lady  Julia,  putting  down  her  newspaper  and 
spectacles,  and  expressing  by  the  light  of  her  eyes  anything 
but  Christian  horror  at  the  wickedness  of  the  deed. 

"  But  he  has,  though.     I  knew  he  would  if  he  saw  him." 

"  Beaten  him  !     Actually  beaten  him  !  " 

"  Sent  him  home  to  Lady  Alexandrina  with  two  black 
eyes." 

"Two  black  eyes!  "What  a  young  pickle!  But  did  he 
get  hurt  himself  ?  " 

"  Not  a  scratch,  he  says." 

"  And  whafll  they  do  to  him  ?  " 

"  Nothing.  Crosbie  won't  be  fool  enough  to  do  anything. 
A  man  becomes  an  outlaw  when  he  plays  such  a  game  as  he 
has  played.     Anybody's  hand  may  be  raised  against  him  with 
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impunity.  He  can't  show  his  face,  you  know.  He  can't  come 
forward  and  answer  questions  as  to  what  he  has  done.  There 
are  offences  which  the  law  can't  touch,  hut  which  outrage  public 
feeling  so  strongly  that  any  one  may  take  upon  himself  the  duty 
of  punishing  them.  He  has  been  thrashed,  and  that  will  stick 
to  him  till  he  dies." 

"  Do  tell  Johnny  from  me  that  I  hope  he  didn't  get  hurt," 
said  Lady  Julia.  The  old  lady  could  not  absolutely  congi-atu- 
late  him  on  his  feat  of  arms,  but  she  did  the  next  thing  to  it. 

But  the  earl  did  congratulate  him,  with  a  fuU  open  assur- 
ance of  his  aiiproval. 

"  I  hope,"  he  said,  "  I  should  have  done  the  same  at  your 
age,  under  similar  circumstances,  and  I'm  TC17  glad  that  he 
proved  less  difficult  than  the  bull.  I'm  quite  sure  you  didn't 
want  any  one  to  help  you  with  Master  Crosbie.  As  for  that 
other  person  at  Allington,  if  I  understand  such  matters  at  all, 
I  think  she  will  iorgive  you."  It  may,  however,  be  a  question 
whether  the  earl  did  understand  such  matters  at  all.  And 
then  he  added,  in  a  postscript :  "  When  you  write  to  me  again, 
— and  don't  be  long  first,  begin  your  letter,  '  My  dear  Lord 
De  Guest,' — that  is  the  proper  way." 


CHAPTER    XXXVIi. 

AN    OLD    man's    COMPLAINT. 


"  Have  you  been  thinking  again  of  what  I  was  saying  to  you, 
Bell  ?"  Bernard  said  to  his  cousin  one  morning. 

"  Thinking  of  it,  Bernard  ?  Why  should  I  think  more  of 
it  ?     I  had  hoped  that  you  had  forgotten  it  yourself." 

"No,"  he  said;  "I  am  not  so  easy-hearted  as  that.  I 
cannot  look  on  such  a  thing  as  I  would  the  purchase  of  a 
horse,  which  I  could  give  up  without  sorrow  if  I  found  that  the 
animal  was  too  costly  lor  my  purse.  I  did  not  tell  you  that  I 
loved  you  till  I  was  sure  of  myself,  and  having  made  myself 
sui'e  I  cannot  change  at  all." 

"  And  yet  you  would  have  me  change." 

*'  Yes,  of  course  I  would.  If  your  heart  be  free  now,  it 
must  of  course  be  changed  before  you  come  to  love  any  man. 
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Such  change  as  that  is  to  be  looked  for.     But  when  you  have 
loved,  then  it  will  uot  be  easy  to  change  you." 
'*  But  I  have  not." 

"  Then  I  have  a  right  to  hope.  I  have  been  hanging  on 
here,  Bell,  longer  than  I  ought  to  have  done,  because  I  could 
not  bring  myself  to  leave  you  without  speaking  of  this  again. 

I  did  not  wish  to  seem  to  you  to  be  importunate " 

"  If  you  could  only  believe  me  in  what  I  say." 
"It  is  not  that  I  do  not  believe.     I  am  not  a  puppy  or  a 
fool,  to  flatter  myself  that  you  must  be  in  love  with  me.     I 
believe  you  well  enough.     But  still  it  is  possible  that  youi 
mind  may  alter." 

"  It  is  impossible." 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  my  uncle  or  your  mother  have 
spoken  to  you  about  this." 

"  Such  speaking  would  have  no  eflfect." 
In  fact,  her  mother  had  spoken  to  her,  but  she  tinily  said 
that  such  speaking  would  have  no  efl"ect.  If  her  cousin  could 
not  win  the  battle  by  his  o\\ti  skill,  he  might  have  been 
quite  sure,  looking  at  her  character  as  it  was  known  to  him, 
that  he  would  not  bo  able  to  win  it  by  the  skill  of  others. 

"  We  have  all  been  made  veiy  unhappy,"  he  went  on  to 
say,  "by  this  calamity  which  has  fallen  on  poor  Lily." 

"  And  because  she  has  been  deceived  by  the  man  she  did 

love,  I  am  to  make  matters  square  by  marrying  a  man  I ," 

and  then  she  paused.     "  Dear  Bernard,  you  should  not  diive 
"ie  to  say  words  which  will  sound  harsh  to  you." 

"  No  words  can  be  harsher  than  those  which  you  have 
already  spoken.  But,  Bell,  at  any  rate,  you  may  listen  to  me." 
Then  he  told  her  how  desirable  it  was  with  reference  to 
all  the  concerns  of  the  Dale  family  that  she  should  endeavour 
to  look  favourably  on  his  proposition.  It  would  be  good  for 
them  all,  he  said,  especially  for  Lily,  as  to  whom,  at  the 
present  moment,  their  uncle  felt  so  kindly.  He,  as  Bernard 
pleaded,  was  so  anxious  at  heart  for  this  maniage,  that  he 
would  do  an^-thing  that  was  asked  of  him  if  he  were  gratified. 
But  if  he  were  not  gratified  in  this,  he  would  feel  that  he 
had  ground  for  displeasure. 

Bell,  as  she  had  been  desired  to  listen,  did  listen  very 
patiently.  But  when  her  cousin  had  finished,  her  answer 
was  ver}-  short.  "  Nothing  that  my  uncle  can  say,  or  think, 
or  do,  can  make  any  difference  in  this,"  said  she. 

"  You  will  think  nothing,  then,  of  the  happiness  of  others." 
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"  I  woukl  not  marry  a  man  I  did  not  love,  to  ensnre  any 
amount  of  happiness  to  others  ; — at  least  I  know  I  ought  not 
to  do  so.  But  I  do  not  believe  I  should  ensure  any  one's 
happiness  by  this  marriage.     Certainly  not  yours," 

After  this  Bernard  had  acknowledged  to  himself  that  the 
difficulties  in  his  way  were  great.  "I  will  go  away  till  next 
autumn,"  he  said  to  his  uncle. 

"  If  you  would  give  up  your  profession  and  remain  here, 
she  would  not  be  so  peiTerse." 

"  I  cannot  do  that,  sir.  I  cannot  risk  the  well-being  of 
my  life  on  such  a  chance."  Then  his  uncle  had  been  angry 
with  him,  as  well  as  with  his  niece.  In  his  anger  he  deter- 
mined that  he  would  go  again  to  his  sister-in-law,  and,  after 
some  unreasonable  fashion,  he  resolved  that  it  would  become 
him  to  be  very  angiy  with  her  also,  if  she  declined  to  assist 
him  with  all  her  influence  as  a  mother. 

"  "Why  should  they  not  both  many  ?"  he  said  to  himself. 
Lord  Be  Guest's  offer  as  to  young  Eames  had  been  very  gene- 
rous. As  he  had  then  declared,  he  had  not  been  able  to 
express  his  own  opinion  at  once  ;  but  on  thinking  over  what 
the  earl  had  said,  he  had  found  himself  very  willing  to  heal 
the  family  wound  in  the  manner  proposed,  if  any  such  healing 
might  be  possible.  That,  however,  could  not  be  done  quite 
as  yet.  When  the  time  should  come,  and  he  thought  it 
might  come  soon, — perhaps  in  the  spring,  when  the  days 
should  bo  fine  and  the  evenings  again  long, — he  would  be 
willing  to  take  his  share  with  the  earl  in  establishing  that  new 
household.  To  Crosbie  he  had  refused  to  give  anything,  and 
there  was  upon  his  conscience  a  shade  of  remorse  in  that 
he  had  so  refused.  But  if  Lily  could  be  brought  to  love 
this  other  man,  he  would  be  more  open-handed.  She  should 
have  her  share  as  though  she  was  in  fact  his  daughter.  But 
then,  if  he  intended  to  do  so  much  for  them  at  the  Small 
House,  should  not  they  in  return  do  something  also  for  him  ? 
So  thinking,  he  went  again  to  his  sister-in-law,  determined  to 
explain  his  views,  even  though  it  might  be  at  the  risk  of 
some  hard  words  between  them.  As  regarded  himself,  he 
did  not  much  care  for  hard  words  spoken  to  him.  Ho 
almost  expected  that  people's  words  should  be  hard  and 
painful.  He  did  not  look  for  the  comfort  of  affectionate  soft 
greetings,  and  perhaps  would  not  have  appreciated  them  had 
they  come  to  him.  He  caught  Mrs.  Dale  walking  in  the 
garden,  and  brought  her  into  his  own  room,  feeling  that  he 
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had  a  better  chance  there  than  in  her  own  house.  She,  with 
an  old  dislike  to  being  lectured  in  that  room,  had  endeavoured 
to  avoid  the  interview,  but  had  failed, 

''  So  I  met  John  Eames  at  the  manor,"  he  had  said  to  her 
in  the  garden. 

"Ah,  yes;  and  how  did  he  get  on  there?  I  cannot 
conceive  poor  Johnny  keeping  holiday  with  the  earl  and  his 
sister.  How  did  he  behave  to  them,  and  how  did  they  behave 
to  him?" 

"  I  can  assure  you  he  was  very  much  at  home  there." 

"  Was  he,  indeed  ?  Well,  I  hope  it  will  do  him  good. 
He  is,  I'm  sure,  a  very  good  young  man  ;  only  rather  awkward." 

"  I  didn't  think  him  awkward  at  all.  You'll  find,  Mar\', 
that  he'll  do  very  well ; — a  great  deal  better  than  his  father 
did." 

"  I'm  sure  I  hope  he  may."  After  that  Mrs.  Dale  made 
her  attempt  to  escape  ;  but  the  squire  had  taken  her  prisoner, 
and  led  her  captive  into  the  house.  "  Mary,"  he  said,  as 
soon  as  he  had  induced  her  to  sit  down,  "it  is  time  that 
this  should  be  settled  between  my  nephew  and  niece." 

"  I  am  afraid  there  will  be  nothing  to  settle." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ; — that  you  disapprove  of  it  ?" 

"  By  no  means, — personally.  I  should  approve  of  it  very 
strongly.     But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  question." 

"  Yes,  it  has.  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  it  must  have,  and 
should  have  a  great  deal  to  do  with  it.  Of  course,  I  am  not 
saving  that  anybody  should  now  ever  be  compelled  to  marry 
anylody." 

"  I  hope  not." 

"  I  never  said  that  they  ought,  and  never  thought  so.  But 
I  do  think  that  the  wishes  of  all  her  family  should  have  very 
great  weight  with  a  girl  that  has  been  well  brought  up." 

"I  don't  know  whether  Bell  has  been  well  brought  up; 
wut  in  such  a  matter  as  this  nobody's  \vishes  would  weigh  a 
feather  with  her  ;  and,  indeed,  I  could  not  take  upon  myself 
even  to  express  a  wish.  To  you  I  can  say  that  I  should  have 
been  very  happy  if  she  could  have  regarded  her  cousin  as  you 
wish  her  to  do." 

"  You  mean  that  you  are  afraid  to  tell  her  so  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid  to  do  what  I  think  is  wrong,  if  you  meau 
that." 

"  I  don't  think  it  would  be  wrong,  and  therefore  I  shall 
speak  to  her  myself." 
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•''  You  must  do  as  you  like  about  that,  Mr.  Dale  ;  I  can't 
prevent  you.  I  shall  think  you  wrong  to  harass  her  on  such 
a  matter,  and  I  fear  also  that  her  answer  will  not  be  satis- 
factory to  you.  If  you  choose  to  tell  her  your  opinion,  you 
must  do  so.     Of  course  I  shall  think  you  wrong,  that's  all." 

Mrs.  Dale's  voice  as  she  said  this  was  stem  enough,  and 
so  was  her  countenance.  She  could  not  forbid  the  uncle  to 
speak  his  mind  to  his  niece,  but  she  specially  disliked  the 
idea  of  any  interference  with  her  daughter.  The  squire  got 
up  and  walked  about  the  room,  trying  to  compose  himself 
that  he  might  answer  her  rationally,  but  without  anger. 

"  May  I  go  now  ?"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  May  you  go  ?  Of  course  you  may  go  if  you  like  it. 
If  you  think  that  I  am  intruding  upon  you  in  speaking  to  you 
of  the  welfare  of  your  two  girls,  whom  I  endeavour  to  regard 
as  my  own  daughters, — except  in  this,  that  I  know  they  have 
never  been  taught  to  love  me, — if  you  think  that  it  is  an 
interference  on  my  part  to  show  anxiety  for  their  welfare, 
of  course  j^ou  may  go." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  say  anything  to  hurt  you,  Mr.  Dale." 

"  Hurt  me  !  What  does  it  signify  whether  I  am  hurt  or 
not  ?  I  have  no  children  of  my  o^vn,  and  of  course  my  only 
business  in  life  is  to  provide  for  my  nephews  and  nieces.  I  am 
an  old  fool  if  I  expect  that  they  are  to  love  me  in  return,  and 
if  I  venture  to  express  a  wish  I  am  interfering  and  doiug 
wrong  !  It  is  hard, — very  hard.  I  know  well  that  they  have 
been  brought  up  to  dislike  me,  and  yet  I  am  endeavouring 
to  do  my  duty  by  them." 

"  Mr.  Dale,  that  accusation  has  not  been  deserved.  They 
have  not  been  brought  up  to  dislike  you.  I  believe  that  they 
have  both  loved  and  respected  you  as  their  uncle  ;  but  such 
love  and  respect  will  not  give  you  a  right  to  dispose  of  their 
hands." 

"  Who  wants  to  dispose  of  their  hands  ?  " 

"There  are  some  things  in  which  I  think  no  uncle, — no 
parent, — should  interfere,  and  of  all  such  things  this  is  tbe 
chief.  If  after  that  you  may  choose  to  tell  her  your  wishes, 
of  course  you  can  do  so." 

"It  will  not  be  much  good  after  you  have  set  her 
against  me." 

"  Mr,  Dale,  you  have  no  right  to  say  such  things  to  me, 
and  you  are  very  unjust  in  doing  so.  If  you  think  that  I 
have  set  my  gu-ls  against  you,  it  will  be  "much  better  tbat 
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we  should  leave  Allington  altogether.  I  have  been  placed 
in  circumstances  which  have  made  it  difficult  for  me  to  do 
my  duty  to  my  children  ;  but  I  have  endeavoured  to  do  it,  not 
regarding  my  own  personal  wishes.  I  am  quite  sure,  however, 
that  it  would  be  wrong  in  me  to  keep  them  here,  if  I  am 
to  be  told  by  you  that  I  have  taught  them  to  regard  you 
unfavom-ably.  Indeed,  I  cannot  suffer  such  a  thing  to  be  said 
to  me." 

All  this  Mrs.  Dale  said  with  an  air  of  decision,  and  with 
a  voice  expressing  a  sense  of  injury  received,  which  made 
the  squire  feel  that  she  was  very  much  in  eaniest. 

"Is  it  not  true,"  he  said,  defending  himself,  "  that  in 
all  that  relates  to  the  girls  you  have  ever  regarded  me  with 
suspicion?  " 

"No,  it  is  not  true."  And  then  she  corrected  herself, 
feeling  that  there  was  something  of  trath  in  the  squire's 
last  assertion.  "  Certainly  not  with  suspicion,"  she  said. 
"  But  as  this  matter  has  gone  so  far,  I  will  explain  what 
my  real  feelings  have  been.  In  worldly  matters  you  can  do 
much  for  my  girls,  and  have  done  much." 
"  And  wish  to  do  more,"  said  the  squire. 
"  I  am  sure  you  do.  But  I  cannot  on  that  account  give 
up  my  place  as  their  only  living  parent.  They  are  my 
children,  and  not  youi-s.  And  even  could  I  bring  myself  to 
allow  you  to  act  as  their  guardian  and  natural  protector,  they 
would  not  consent  to  such  an  airangement.  You  cannot  call 
that  suspicion." 

"  I  can  call  it  jealousy." 

"  And  should  not  a  mother  bo  jealous  of  her  children's 
love  ?  " 

During  all  this  time  the  squire  was  walking  up  and  domi 
the  room  with  his  hands  in  his  trousers  pockets.  And  when 
Mrs.  Dale  had  last  spoken,  he  continued  his  walk  for  some 
time  in  silence. 

"  Perhaps  it  is  well  that  you  should  have  spoken  out,"  he 
said. 

"  The  manner  in  which  you  accused  me  made  it  necessar}'." 
"  I  did  not  intend  to  accuse  you,  and  I  do  not  do  so  now ; 
but  I  think  that  you  have  been,  and  that  you  are,  very  hard  to 
me. — very  hard  indeed.  I  have  endeavoured  to  make  your 
childien,  and  yourself  also,  sharers  with  me  in  such  prosperity 
as  has  been  mine.  I  have  striven  to  add  to  your  comfort  and 
to  their  happiness.     I  am  most  anxious  to  secure  theii'  future 
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welfare.  You  would  have  been  very  v^Tong  had  you  declined 
to  accept  this  on  their  behalf;  but  I  think  that  in  return  for 
it  you  need  not  have  begrudged  me  the  afiection  and  obedience 
which  generally  follows  from  such  good  offices." 

*'  INIr.  Dale,  I  have  begrudged  you  nothing  of  this." 

"I  am  hui-t ; — I  am  hurt,"  he  continued.  And  she  was 
surprised  by  his  look  of  pain  even  more  than  by  the  unaccus- 
tomed warmth  of  his  words.  "  What  you  have  said  has,  I  have 
knowTi,  been  the  case  all  along.  But  though  I  had  felt  it  to  be 
so,  I  own  that  I  am  hurt  by  your  open  words." 

"  Because  I  have  said  that  my  own  children  must  ever  be 
my  own? " 

"Ah,  you  have  said  more  than  that.  You  and  the  girls 
have  been  living  here,  close  to  me,  for — how  many  years  is  it 
now  ? — and  during  all  those  years  there  has  gro-wTi  up  for  me 
no  kindly  feeling.  Do  you  think  that  I  cannot  hear,  and  see, 
and  feel  ?  Do  you  suppose  that  I  am  a  fool  and  do  not  know  ? 
As  for  yourself  you  would  never  enter  this  house  if  you  did  not 
feel  yourself  constrained  to  do  so  for  the  sake  of  appearances. 
I  suppose  it  is  all  as  it  should  be.  Having  no  children  of  my 
own,  I  owe  the  duty  of  a  parent  to  my  nieces  ;  but  I  have  no 
right  to  expect  from  them  in  return  either  love,  regard,  or 
obedience.  I  know  I  am  keeping  you  here  against  your  will, 
MaiT.  I  won't  do  so  any  longer."  And  he  made  a  sign  to 
her  that  she  was  to  depart. 

As  she  rose  from  her  seat  her  heart  was  softened  towards 
him.  In  these  latter  days  he  had  shown  much  kindness  to 
the  girls, — a  kindness  that  was  more  akin  to  the  gentleness  of 
love  than  had  ever  come  from  him  before.  Lily's  fate  had 
seemed  to  melt  even  his  sternness,  and  he  had  striven  to  be 
tender  in  his  words  and  ways.  And  now  he  spoke  as  though 
he  had  loved  the  girls,  and  had  loved  them  in  vain.  Doubtless 
he  had  been  a  disagreeable  neighbour  to  his  sister-in-law, 
making  her  feel  that  it  was  never  for  her  personally  that  he  had 
opened  his  hand.  Doubtless  he  had  been  moved  by  an  uncon- 
scious desire  to  undermine  and  take  upon  himself  her  authority 
with  her  o^vn  children.  Doubtless  he  had  looked  askance  at 
her  from  the  first  day  of  her  marriage  with  his  brother.  She 
had  been  keenly  alive  to  all  this  since  she  had  first  kno^vn  him, 
and  more  keenly  alive  to  it  than  ever  since  the  failure  of 
those  efibrts  she  had  made  to  live  with  him  on  terms  of  affec- 
tion, made  during  the  first  year  or  two  of  her  residence  at  the 
Small  House.   But,  nevertheless,  in  spite  of  all,  her  heart  bled 
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for  him  now.  She  had  gained  her  victory  over  him,  having 
fully  held  her  o^vn  position  with  her  children  ;  but  now  that 
he  complained  that  he  had  been  beaten  in  the  struggle,  her 
heart  bled  for  him. 

"  My  brother."  she  said,  and  as  she  spoke  she  offered  him 
her  hands,  "  it  may  be  that  we  have  not  thought  as  kindly  of 
each  other  as  we  should  have  done." 

"  I  have  endeavoured,"  said  the  old  man.  "  I  have  endea- 
voured  "     And  then  he  stopped,  either  hindered  by  some 

excess  of  emotion,  or  unable  to  find  the  words  wliich  were 
necessar}'  for  the  expression  of  his  meaning. 

"  Let  us  endeavour  once  again, — both  of  us." 

"  What,  begin  again  at  near  seventy  !  No,  Mary,  there  is 
no  more  beginning  again  for  me.  All  this  shall  make  no  dif- 
ference to  the  girls.  As  long  as  I  am  here  they  shall  have  the 
house.  K  they  marry,  I  will  do  for  them  what  I  can.  I  believe 
Bernard  is  much  in  earnest  in  his  suit,  and  if  Bell  will  listen 
to  him,  she  shall  still  be  welcomed  here  as  mistress  of  Allington. 
"What  you  have  said  shall  make  no  difference ; — but  as  to  be- 
ginning again,  it  is  simply  impossible." 

After  that  Mi-s.  Dale  walked  home  through  the  garden  by 
herself.  He  had  studiously  told  her  that  that  house  in  which 
they  lived  should  be  lent,  not  to  her,  but  to  her  children,  during 
his  lifetime.  He  had  positively  declined  the  offer  of  her  warmer 
regard.  He  had  made  her  understand  that  they  were  to  look 
on  each  other  almost  as  enemies  ;  but  that  she,  enemy  as  she 
was,  should  stUl  be  allowed  the  use  of  his  munificence,  because 
';'•  chose  to  do  his  duty  by  his  nieces  ! 

"  It  will  be  better  for  us  that  we  shall  leave  it,"  she  said 
to  herself  as  she  seated  herself  in  her  own  ann-chair  over  the 
drawing-room  fire. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 
DOCTOR  CROFTS  IS  CALLED  m. 

Mrs.  Dale  had  not  sat  long  in  her  drawing-room  before  tidings 
were  brought  to  her  which  for  a  while  drew  her  mind  away 
from  that  question  of  her  removal.  "  Mamma,"  said  Bell, 
entering  the  room,  "  I  really  do  believe  that  Jane  has  got 
irlatina."     Jane,  the  parlour-maid,  had  been  ailing  for  the 
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last  two  days,  but   nothing  serious  had  hitherto  been  sus- 
pected. 

Mrs.  Dale  instantly  jumped  up.  "  Who  is  Avith  her  ?  "  she 
asked. 

It  appeared  from  Bell's  answer  that  both  she  and  Lily  had 
been  vnih  the  girl,  and  that  Lily  was  still  in  the  room.  Where- 
upon Mrs.  Dale  ran  upstairs,  and  there  was  on  the  sudden  a 
commotion  in  the  house.  In  an  hour  or  so  the  village  doctor 
was  there,  and  he  expressed  an  opinion  that  the  girl's  ailment 
was  certainly  scarlatina.  Mrs.  Dale,  not  satisfied  with  this, 
sent  off  a  boy  to  Gucstwick  for  Dr.  Crofts,  having  herself 
maintained  an  opposition  of  many  years'  standing  against  the 
medical  reputation  of  the  apothecary,  and  gave  a  positive  order 
to  the  two  girls  not  to  visit  poor  Jane  again.  She  herself  had 
had  scarlatina,  and  might  do  as  she  pleased.  Then,  too,  a 
nurse  was  hired. 

All  this  changed  for  a  few  hours  the  current  of  Mrs.  Dale's 
thoughts  :  but  in  the  evening  she  went  back  to  the  subject  of 
her  morning  conversation,  and  before  the  three  ladies  went  to 
bed,  they  held  together  an  open  council  of  war  upon  the  sub- 
ject. Dr.  Crofts  had  been  found  to  be  away  fi"om  Guestwick, 
and  word  had  been  sent  on  his  behalf  that  he  would  be  over  at 
AUington  early  on  the  following  morning.  Mrs.  Dale  had 
almost  made  up  her  mind  that  the  malady  of  her  favourite 
maid  was  not  scarlatina,  but  had  not  on  that  account  relaxed 
her  order  as  to  the  absence  of  her  daughters  from  the  maid's 
bedside. 

"  Let  us  go  at  once,"  said  Bell,  who  was  even  more 
opposed  to  any  domination  on  the  part  of  her  uncle  than  was 
her  mother.  In  the  discussion  which  had  been  taking  place 
between  them  the  whole  matter  of  Bernard's  courtship  had 
come  upon  the  carpet.  Bell  had  kept  her  cousin's  offer  to 
herself  as  long  as  she  had  been  able  to  do  so  ;  but  since  her 
uncle  had  pressed  the  subject  upon  Mrs.  Dale,  it  was  impos- 
sible for  Bell  to  remain  silent  any  longer.  "  You  do  not  want 
me  to  marry  him,  mamma  ;  do  you  ?  "  she  had  said,  when  her 
mother  had  spoken  with  some  show  of  kindness  towards  Ber- 
nard. In  answer  to  this,  Mrs.  Dale  had  protested  vehemently 
that  she  had  no  such  wish,  and  Lily,  who  still  held  to  her  belief 
in  Dr.  Crofts,  was  almost  equally  animated.  To  them  all,  the 
idea  that  their  uncle  should  in  any  way  interfere  in  their  own 
views  of  life,  on  the  strength  of  the  pecuniary  assistance  which 
they  had  received  from  him,  was  peculiarly  distasteful.     But  it 
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was  especially  distasteful  that  he  should  presume  to  have  even 
an  opinion  as  to  their  disposition  in  marriage.  They  declared 
to  each  other  that  thoir  uncle  could  have  no  right  to  object  to 
any  marriage  which  either  of  them  might  contemplate  as  long 
as  their  mother  should  approve  of  it.  The  poor  old  squire 
had  been  right  in  saying  that  he  was  regarded  with  suspicion. 
He  was  so  regarded.  The  fault  had  certainly  been  his  ovra, 
in  having  endeavoured  to  win  the  daughters  without  thinking 
it  worth  his  while  to  win  the  mother.  The  girls  had  uncon- 
sciously felt  that  the  attempt  was  made,  and  had  vigorously 
rebelled  against  it.  It  had  not  been  their  iault  that  they  had 
been  brought  to  live  in  their  uncle's  house,  and  made  to  ride 
on  his  ponies,  and  to  eat  partially  of  his  bread.  They  had 
80  eaten,  and  so  lived,  and  declared  themselves  to  be  grateful. 
The  squire  was  good  in  his  way,  and  they  recognized  his  good- 
ness ;  but  not  on  that  account  would  they  transfer  to  him  one 
jot  of  the  allegiance  which  as  children  they  owed  to  their  mother. 
^^^len  she  told  them  her  tale,  explaining  to  them  the  words 
which  their  uncle  had  spoken  that  morning,  they  expressed 
their  regret  that  he  should  be  so  grieved  ;  but  they  were  strong 
in  assurances  to  their  mother  that  she  had  been  sinned  against, 
and  was  not  sinning. 

*'  Let  us  go  at  once,"  said  Bell. 

"  It  is  much  easier  said  than  done,  my  dear." 

"  Of  coui'se  it  is,  mamma  ;  else  we  shouldn't  be  here  now. 
What  I  mean  is  this, — let  us  take  some  necessary  first  step  at 
once.  It  is  clear  that  my  uncle  thinks  that  our  remaining 
here  should  give  him  some  right  over  us.  I  do  not  say  tbut 
he  is  wrong  to  think  so.  Perhaps  it  is  natural.  Perhaps,  in 
accepting  his  kindness,  we  ought  to  submit  ourselves  to  him. 
If  that  be  so,  it  is  a  conclusive  reason  for  our  going." 

"  Could  we  not  pay  him  rent  for  the  house,"  said  Lily,  "  as 
Mrs.  Heam  does  ?  You  would  like  to  remain  here,  mamma, 
if  you  could  do  that  ?  " 

"  But  we  could  not  do  that,  Lily.  We  must  choose  for 
ourselves  a  smaller  house  than  this,  and  one  that  is  not  bur- 
dened with  the  expense  of  a  garden.  Even  if  we  paid  but  a 
moderate  rent  for  this  place,  we  should  not  have  the  means  ot 
living  here." 

"  Not  if  wc  lived  on  toast  and  tea  ?  "  said  Lily,  laughing. 

"  But  I  should  hardly  wish  you  to  live  upon  toast  and  tea ; 
and  indeed  I  fancy  that  I  should  get  tired  of  such  a  diet  myself." 

••  Never,  mamma,"  said  Lily.     "As  for  me,  I  comess  to  a 
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longing  after  mutton  chops ;  but  I  don't  think  you  would  ever 
want  such  vulgar  things," 

"  At  any  rate,  it  v^-ould  be  impossible  to  remain  here,"  said 
Bell.  "  Uncle  Christopher  would  not  take  rent  from  mamma  ; 
and  even  if  he  did,  we  should  not  know  how  to  go  on  with  our 
other  arrangements  alter  such  a  change.  No ;  we  must  give 
up  the  dear  old  Small  House." 

"  It  is  a  dear  old  house,"  said  Lily,  thinking,  as  she  spoke, 
more  of  those  late  scenes  in  the  garden,  when  Crosbie  had 
been  with  them  in  the  autumn  months,  than  of  any  of  the  former 
joys  of  her  childhood. 

"  After  all,  I  do  not  know  that  I  should  be  right  to  move," 
said  Mrs.  Dale,  doubtingly. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  both  the  girls  at  once.  "  Of  course  you 
will  be  right,  mamma ;  there  cannot  be  a  doubt  about  it, 
mamma.  If  we  can  get  any  cottage,  or  even  lodgings,  that 
would  be  better  than  remaining  here,  now  that  we  know  what 
uncle  Christopher  thinks  of  it." 

'*  It  will  make  him  very  unhappy,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

But  even  this  argument  did  not  in  the  least  move  the  girls. 
They  were  wetj  sorry  that  their  uncle  should  be  unhappy. 
They  would  endeavour  to  show  him  by  some  increased  show 
of  affection  that  their  feelings  towards  him  were  not  unkind. 
Should  he  speak  to  them  they  would  endeavour  to  explain  to 
him  that  their  thoughts  towards  him  were  altogether  affection- 
ate. But  they  could  not  remain  at  AUington  increasing  their 
load  of  gi-atitude,  seeing  that  he  expected  a  certain  payment 
which  they  did  not  feel  themselves  able  to  render. 

"  We  should  be  robbing  him,  if  we  stayed  here,"  Bell 
declared; — "wilfully  robbing  him  of  what  he  believes  to  be 
his  just  share  of  the  bargain." 

So  it  was  settled  among  them  that  notice  should  be  given 
to  their  uncle  of  their  intention  to  quit  the  Small  House  of 
AUington. 

And  then  came  the  question  as  to  their  new  home.  Mrs. 
Dale  was  aware  that  her  income  was  at  any  rate  better  than  that 
possessed  by  Mrs.  Eamcs,  and  therefore  she  had  fair  ground 
for  presuming  that  she  could  afford  to  keep  a  house  at  Cruest- 
wick.  "If  we  do  go  away,  that  is  what  we  must  do,"  she 
said. 

"  And  we  shall  have  to  walk  out  with  Mary  Eames,  instead 
of  Susan  Boyce,"  said  Lily.  "  It  won't  make  so  much  difier- 
ence  aft&s  all." 
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"  In  tliat  respect  we  shall  gain  as  much  as  we  lose,"  said 
Dell. 

"  And  then  it  will  be  so  nice  to  have  the  shops,"  said 
Lily,  ironically. 

"  Only  we  shall  never  have  any  money  to  buy  anything," 
said  Btll. 

"  But  we  shall  see  more  of  the  world,"  said  Lily.  "  Lady 
Julia's  carriage  comes  into  town  twice  a  week,  and  the  Miss 
Gruflens  drive  about  in  great  style.  Upon  the  whole,  we  shall 
gain  a  great  deal ;  only  for  the  poor  old  garden.  Mamma,  I 
do  think  I  shall  break  my  heart  at  parting  with  Hopkins ; 
and  as  to  him,  I  shall  be  disappointed  in  mankind  if  he  ever 
holds  his  head  up  again  after  I  am  gone." 

But  in  truth  there  was  vei-y  much  of  sadness  in  theii'  reso- 
lution, and  to  Mrs.  Dale  it  seemed  as  though  she  were  managing 
matters  badly  for  her  daughters,  and  allowing  poverty  and  mis- 
fortune to  come  upon  them  thi-ough  her  own  fault.  She  well 
knew  how  great  a  load  of  son-ow  was  Ipng  on  Lily's  heart, 
hidden  beneath  those  little  attempts  at  pleasantry  which  she 
made.  "When  she  spoke  of  being  disappointed  in  mankind, 
Mrs.  Dale  could  harcQy  repress  an  outward  shudder  that  would 
betray  her  thoughts.  And  now  she  was  consenting  to  take 
them  forth  from  their  comfortable  home,  from  the  luxury  of 
•their  lawns  and  gardens,  and  to  bring  them  to  some  small 
dingy  comer  of  a  provincial  town, — because  she  had  failed  to 
make  herself  happy  with  her  brother-in-law.  Could  she  be 
right  to  give  up  all  the  advantages  which  they  enjoyed  at 
Allington, — advantages  which  had  come  to  them  from  so  legiti- 
mate a  source, — because  her  own  feelings  had  been  wounded  ? 
In  all  their  future  want  of  comfort,  in  the  comfortless  dowdi- 
ness  of  the  new  home  to  which  she  would  remove  them,  would 
she  not  always  blame  herself  for  having  brought  them  to  that 
by  her  own  false  pride  ?  And  yet  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  now 
had  no  alternative.  She  could  not  now  teach  her  daughters  to 
obey  their  uncle's  wishes  in  all  things.  She  could  not  make 
Bell  understand '  that  it  would  be  well  that  she  should  many 
Bernard  because  the  squire  had  set  his  heart  on  such  a  mar- 
riage.    She  had  gone  so  far  that  she  could  not  now  go  back. 

"  I  suppose  we  must  move  at  Lady-day  ?  "  said  Bell,  who 
was  in  favour  of  instant  action.  "  If  so,  had  you  not  better 
let  uncle  Christopher  know  at  once  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  that  we  can  find  a  house  by  that  time." 

"  We  can  get  in  somewhere,"  continued  Bell.      "  There 
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are  plenty  of  lodgings  in  Guestwick,  you  know."  But  the 
sound  of  the  word  lodgings  was  uncomfortable  in  Mrs.  Dale's 
ears. 

"  If  we  are  to  go,  let  us  go  at  once,"  said  Lily.  "We 
need  not  stand  much  upon  the  order  of  our  going." 

"  Your  uncle  will  be  veiy  much  shocked,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

**  He  cannot  say  that  it  is  your  fault,"  said  Bell. 

It  was  thus  agreed  between  them  that  the  necessaiy  infor- 
mation should  be  at  once  given  to  the  squire,  and  that  the 
old,  well-loved  house  should  be  left  for  ever.  It  would  be  a 
great  fall  in  a  worldly  point  of  view, — from  the  AUington  Small 
House  to  an  abode  in  some  little  street  of  Guestwick.  At 
AUington  they  had  been  county  people, — raised  to  a  level  with 
their  own  squire  and  other  squires  by  the  circumstance  of 
their  residence ;  but  at  Guestwick  they  would  be  small  even 
among  the  people  of  the  town.  They  would  be  on  an  equality 
with  the  Eameses,  and  much  looked  down  upon  by  the 
Gruffens.  They  would  hardly  dare  to  call  any  more  at  Guest- 
wick Manor,  seeing  that  they  certainly  could  not  expect  Lady 
Julia  to  call  upon  them  at  Guestwick.  Mrs.  Boycc  no  doubt 
would  patronize  them,  and  they  could  already  anticipate  the 
condolence  which  would  be  oflered  to  them  by  Mrs.  Hearn. 
Indeed  such  a  movement  on  their  part  would  be  tantamount 
to  a  confession  of  failure  in  the  full  hearing  of  so  much  of  the 
world  as  was  known  to  them. 

I  must  not  allow  my  readers  to  suppose  that  these  con- 
siderations were  a  matter  of  indifference  to  any  of  the  ladies  at 
the  Small  House.  To  some  women  of  strong  mind,  of  highly- 
strung  philosophic  tendencies,  such  considerations  might  have 
been  indifferent.  But  Mrs.  Dale  was  not  of  this  nature,  nor 
were  her  daughters.  The  good  things  of  the  world  were  good 
in  their  eyes,  and  they  valued  the  privilege  of  a  pleasant  social 
footing  among  their  friends.  They  were  by  no  means  capable 
of  a  wise  contempt  of  the  advantages  which  chance  had  hitherto 
given  to  them.  They  could  not  go  forth  rejoicing  in  the  com- 
parative poverty  of  their  altered  condition.  But  then,  neither 
could  they  purchase  those  luxuries  which  they  were  about  to 
abandon  at  the  piice  which  was  asked  for  them. 

"  Had  you  not  better  wi'ite  to  my  uncle  '?  "  said  one  of  the 
girls.  But  to  this  Mrs.  Dale  objected  that  she  could  not  make 
a  letter  on  such  a  subject  clearly  intelligible,  and  that  therefore 
she  would  sec  the  squire  on  the  following  morning.  "It  wl-' 
be  very  dreadful,"  she  said,  "  but  it  will  soon  be  over.     It  is 
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not  what  he  will  say  at  the  moment  that  I  foar  so  much,  as  the 
bitter  reproaches  of  his  face  when  I  shall  meet  him  aftenvards." 
So,  on  the  following  morning,  she  again  made  her  way,  and 
now  without  invitation,  to  the  squire's  study. 

"  Mr,  Dale,"  she  began,  starting  upon  her  work  with  some 
confusion  in  her  manner,  and  hurry  in  her  speech,  "  I  have 
been  thinking  over  what  we  were  saying  together  yesterday, 
and  I  have  come  to  a  resolution  which  I  know  I  ought  to  make 
known  to  you  without  a  moment's  delay."' 

The  sqaire  also  had  thought  of  what  had  passed  between 
them,  and  had  suliered  much  as  he  had  done  so  ;  but  he  had 
thought  of  it  without  acerbity  or  anger.  His  thoughts  were 
ever  gentler  than  his  words,  and  his  heart  softer  than  any 
exponent  of  his  heart  that  he  was  able  to  put  forth.  He 
wished  to  love  his  brother's  chikben,  and  to  be  loved  by  them  ; 
but  even  faiUng  that,  ho  wished  to  do  good  to  them.  It  had 
not  occurred  to  him  to  be  angry  with  Mrs.  Dale  after  that 
interview  was  over.  The  conversation  had  not  gone  pleasantly 
with  him  ;  but  then  he  hardly  expected  that  things  would  go 
pleasantly.  No  idea  had  occurred  to  him  that  evil  could  come 
upon  any  of  the  Dale  ladies  from  the  words  which  had  then 
been  spoken.  He  regarded  the  Small  House  as  their  abode 
and  home  as  surely  as  the  Great  House  was  his  own.  In 
giving  him  his  due,  it  must  be  declared  that  any  allusion 
to  their  holding  these  as  a  benefit  done  to  them  by  him  had 
been  very  far  from  his  thoughts.  Mrs.  Heam,  who  held  her 
cottage  at  half  its  real  value,  gi-umbled  almost  daily  at  him  as 
her  landlord  ;  but  it  never  occurred  to  him  that  therefore  he 
should  raise  her  rent,  or  that  in  not  doing  so  he  was  acting 
with  special  munificence.  It  had  ever  been  to  him  a  grambhng, 
jross-grained,  unpleasant  world  ;  and  ho  did  not  expect  from 
Mrs.  Heam,  or  from  his  sister-in-law,  anjihing  better  than 
that  to  which  he  had  ever  been  used. 

"  It  will  make  me  very  happy,"  said  he,  "  if  it  has  any 
bearing  on  Bell's  marriage  with  her  cousin." 

"  Mr.  Dale,  that  is  out  of  the  question.     I  would  not  vex 
you  by  saying  so  if  I  were  not  certain  of  it ;  but  I  know  my 
iiild  so  well !" 

"  Then  we  must  leave  it  to  time,  Mary." 

"  Yes,  of  course  ;  but  no  time  will  suffice  to  make  Bell 
change  her  mind.     We  will,  however,  leave  the  subject.     And 
'^.ow,  Mr.  Dale,  I  have  to  tell  you  of  something  else ; — we  have 
solved  to  leave  the  Small  House." 

24—2 
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"  Resolved  on  what  ?  "  said  the  squire,  turning  his  eyes 
full  upon  her. 

"  We  have  resolved  to  leave  the  Small  House." 

"  Leave  the  Small  House  !  "  he  said,  repeating  her  words ; 
"  and  where  on  earth  do  you  mean  to  go  ?  " 

"  We  think  we  shall  go  into  Guestwick." 

"  And  why  ?  " 

"  Ah,  that  is  so  hard  to  explain.  If  you  would  only  accept 
the  fact  as  I  tell  it  to  you,  and  not  ask  for  the  reasons  which 
have  guided  me  !  " 

"  But  that  is  out  of  the  question,  Maiy.  In  such  a  matter 
as  that  I  must  ask  your  reasons  ;  and  I  must  tell  you  also  that, 
in  my  opinion,  you  will  not  he  doing  yonr  duty  to  your  daughters 
in  carrying  out  such  an  intention,  unless  your  reasons  are  very 
strong  indeed." 

"  But  they  are  very  strong,"  said  Mrs.  Dale ;  and  then  she 
paused. 

"  I  cannot  understand  it,"  said  the  squire.  "  I  cannot 
bring  myself  to  believe  that  you  are  really  in  earnest.  Are 
you  not  comfortable  there  ?  " 

"  More  comfortable  than  we  have  any  right  to  be  with  our 
means." 

"  But  I  thought  you  always  did  very  nicely  with  your 
money.     You  never  get  into  debt." 

"  No  ;  I  never  get  into  debt.  It  is  not  that,  exactly.  The 
fact  is,  Mr.  Dale,  we  have  no  right  to  live  there  without  paying 
rent ;  but  wc  could  not  afford  to  live  there  if  we  did  pay 
rent." 

"  Who  has  talked  about  rent  ?  "  he  said,  jumping  up  from 
his  chaii".  "  Some  one  has  been  speaking  falsehoods  of  me 
behind  my  back."  No  gleam  of  the  real  truth  had  yet  come 
to  him.  No  idea  had  reached  his  mind  that  his  relatives 
thought  it  necessaiy  to  leave  his  house  in  consequence  of  any 
word  that  he  himself  had  spoken.  He  had  never  considered 
himself  to  have  been  in  any  special  way  generous  to  them, 
and  would  not  have  thought  it  reasonable  that  they  shouM 
abandon  the  house  in  which  they  had  been  living,  even  if  hie 
anger  against  them  had  been  strong  and  hot.  "  Mavy"  he 
said,  "  I  must  insist  upon  getting  to  the  bottom  of  this.  As 
for  your  leaving  the  house,  it  is  out  of  the  question.  Where 
can  you  be  better  off",  or  so  well  ?  As  to  going  into  Guest- 
wick, what  sort  of  life  would  there  be  for  the  girls  Y  J  put  all 
that  aside  as  out  of  the  question  ;  but  I  must  know  what  has 
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induced  you  to  make  such  a  proposition.     Tell  me  honestly, — 
has  any  one  spoken  evil  of  me  behind  my  back  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  had  been  prepared  for  opposition  and  for  re- 
proach ;  but  there  was  a  decision  about  the  squire's  words, 
and  an  air  of  masterdom  in  his  manner,  which  made  her 
recognize  more  fully  than  she  had  yet  done  the  difficulty  of 
her  position.  She  almost  began  to  fear  that  she  would  lack 
power  to  cam*  out  her  purpose. 

"  Indeed,  it  is  not  so,  Mr.  Dale." 

"  Then  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  I  know  that  if  I  attempt  to  tell  you,  you  will  be  vexed, 
and  will  contradict  me." 

"  Vexed  I  shall  be,  probably." 

"  And  yet  I  cannot  help  it.  Indeed,  I  am  endeavouring  to 
do  what  is  right  by  you  and  by  the  children." 

"  Never  mind  me  ;  your  duty  is  to  think  of  them." 

"  Of  course  it  is  ;  and  in  doing  this  they  most  cordially 
agree  with  me." 

In  using  such  argument  as  that,  Mrs.  Dale  showed  her 
weakness,  and  the  squire  was  not  slow  to  take  advantage  of  it. 
"  Your  duty  is  to  them,"  he  said ;  "  but  I  do  not  mean  by  that 
that  your  duty  is  to  let  them  act  in  any  way  that  may  best 
please  them  for  the  moment.  I  can  understand  that  they 
should  be  run  away  with  by  some  romantic  nonsense,  but  I 
cannot  understand  it  of  you." 

"  The  truth  is  this,  Mr.  Dale.  You  think  that  my  children 
owe  to  you  that  sort  of  obedience  which  is  due  to  a  parent,  and 
as  long  as  they  remain  here,  accepting  from  your  hands  so 
large  a  part  of  their  daily  support,  it  is  perhaps  natural  that 
you  should  think  so.     In  this  unhappy  affair  about  Bell " 

"  I  have  never  said  anything  of  the  kind,"  said  the  squire, 
intemipting  her. 

"  Xo ;  you  have  not  said  so.  And  I  do  not  wish  you  to 
think  that  I  make  any  complaint.  But  I  feel  that  it  is  so,  and 
they  feel  it.  And,  therefore,  we  have  made  up  our  minds  to  go 
away." 

Mrs.  Dale,  as  she  finished,  was  aware  that  she  had  not  told 
her  story  well,  but  she  had  acknowledged  to  herself  that  it  was 
quite  out  of  her  power  to  tell  it  as  it  should  be  told.  Her 
main  object  was  to  make  her  brother-in-law  understand  that 
she  certainly  would  leave  his  house,  and  to  make  him  under- 
stand this  with  as  little  pain  to  himself  as  possible.  She  did 
iiot  iu  the  least  mind  bis  thinking  her  foolish,  if  only  she  could 
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SO  carry  her  point  as  to  be  able  to  tell  her  daughters  on  her 
return  that  the  matter  was  settled.  But  the  squire,  from  his 
words  aud  manners,  seemed  indisposed  to  give  her  this 
privilege. 

"  Of  all  the  propositions  which  I  ever  heard,"  said  he,  "  it 
is  the  most  unreasonable.  It  amounts  to  this,  that  you  are  too 
proud  to  live  rent-free  in  a  house  which  belongs  to  your  hus- 
band's brother,  and  therefore  you  intend  to  subject  yourself 
and  your  chikkcn  to  the  great  discomfort  of  a  veiy  straitened 
income.  If  you  yourself  only  were  concerned  I  should  have  no 
right  to  say  anything ;  but  I  think  myself  bound  to  tell  you 
that,  as  regards  the  girls,  everybody  that  knows  you  will  think 
you  to  have  been  very  wrong.  It  is  in  the  natural  course  of 
things  that  they  should  live  in  that  house.  The  place  has 
never  been  let.  As  far  as  I  know,  no  rent  has  ever  been 
paid  for  the  house  since  it  was  built.  It  has  always  been  given 
to  some  member  of  the  family,  who  has  been  considered  as 
having  the  best  right  to.it.  I  have  considered  your  footing 
there  as  firm  as  my  own  here.  A  quarrel  between  me  and 
your  children  would  be  to  me  a  great  calamity,  though,  per- 
haps, they  might  be  indiflerent  to  it.  But  if  there  were  such 
a  quarrel  it  would  afford  no  reason  for  their  leaving  that  house. 
Let  me  beg  you  to  think  over  the  matter  again." 

The  squire  could  assume  an  air  of  authority  on  certain 
occasions,  and  he  had  done  so  now.  Mrs.  Dale  found  that  she 
could  only  answer  him  by  a  simple  repetition  of  her  own  inten- 
tion ;  and,  indeed,  failed  in  making  him  any  serviceable  answer 
whatsoever. 

"  I  know  that  j-ou  arc  very  good  to  my  girls,"  she  said. 

"  I  will  say  nothing  about  that,"  he  answered  ;  not  thinking 
at  that  moment  of  the  Small  House,  but  of  the  full  possession 
which  he  had  desired  to  give  to  the  elder  of  all  the  privileges 
which  should  belong  to  the  mistress  of  AUington, — thinking 
also  of  the  means  by  which  he  was  hoping  to  repair  poor  Lily's 
shattered  fortunes.  What  words  were  further  said  had  no  gi'eat 
significance,  and  Mrs.  Dale  got  herself  away,  feeling  that  she 
had  failed.  As  soon  as  she  was  gone  the  squire  arose,  aud 
putting  on  his  great-coat,  went  forth  with  his  hat  and  stick  to 
the  front  of  the  house.  He  went  out  in  order  that  his  thoughts 
might  be  more  free,  and  that  he  might  indulge  in  that  solace 
which  an  injured  man  finds  in  contemplating  his  injury.  He 
declared  to  himself  that  he  was  very  hardly  ilsed, — so  hardly 
used,  that  he  almost  began  to  doubt  himself  and  his  own 
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motives.  TMiy  was  it  that  the  people  arouiiil  him  disliked  him 
so  strongly, — avoided  him  nud  thwarted  him  in  tlie  eflorts 
which  he  made  for  their  welfare  ?  He  oilered  to  his  uephew 
all  the  privileges  of  a  son, — much  more  indeed  than  the  pri- 
vileges of  a  son, — merely  asking  in  return  that  he  would 
consent  to  live  permanently  in  the  house  which  was  to  be  his 
own.  But  his  nephew  refused.  "  He  cannot  bear  to  live  with 
me,"  said  the  old  man  to  himself  sorely.  He  was  prepared  to 
treat  his  nieces  with  more  generosity  than  the  daughters  of 
the  House  of  Alliugtou  had  usually  received  from  their  fathers ; 
and  they  repelled  his  kindness,  'ranning  away  from  him,  and 
telling  him  openly  that  they  would  not  be  beholden  to  him. 
He  walked  slowly  up  and  down  the  terrace,  thinking  of  this 
veiT  bitterly.  He  did  not  find  in  the  contemplation  of  his 
grievance  all  that  solace  which  a  grievance  usually  gives,  be- 
cause he  accused  himself  in  his  thoughts  rather  than  others. 
He  declared  to  liimself  that  he  was  made  to  be  hated,  and  pro- 
tested to  himself  that  it  would  be  well  that  he  should  die  and 
be  buried  out  of  memoiy,  so  that  the  remaining  Dales  might 
have  a  better  chance  ef  living  happily ;  and  then  as  he  thus 
discussed  all  this  within  his  own  bosom,  his  thoughts  were  very 
tender,  and  though  he  was  aggrieved,  he  was  most  aflectionate 
to  those  who  had  most  injm-cd  him.  But  it  was  absolutely 
beyond  his  power  to  reproduce  outwardly,  with  words  and  out- 
ward signs,  such  thoughts  and  feelings. 

It  was  now  veiy  nearly  the  end  of  the  year,  but  the  weather 
was  still  soft  and  open.  The  air  was  damp  rather  than  cold, 
and  the  lawns  and  fields  still  retained  the  green  tints  of  new 
vegetation.  As  the  squu'e  was  walking  on  the  teirace  Hopkins 
came  up  to  him,  and  touching  his  hat,  remarked  that  they 
should  have  frost  in  a  day  or  two. 

"  I  suppose  we  shall,"  said  the  squire. 

"  We  must  have  the  mason  to  the  flues  of  that  little  grape- 
house,  sir,  before  I  can  do  any  good  with  a  fire  there." 

**  Which  grape-house  ?  "  said  the  squire,  crossly. 

"  Why,  the  grape-house  in  the  other  garden,  sir.  It  ought 
.0  have  been  done  last  year  by  rights."  This  Hopkins  said  to 
punish  his  master  for  being  cross  to  him.  On  that  matter  of 
the  flues  of  Mrs.  Dale's  grape-house  he  had,  with  much  con- 
eideration.  spared  his  master  during  the  last  winter,  and  ho 
felt  that  this  ought  to  be  remembered  now.  "  I  can't  put  any 
fire  in  it,  not  to  do  any  real  good,  till  something's  done. 
That's  sure." 
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**  Then  don't  put  any  fire  in  it,"  said  the  squire. 

Now  tlie  grapes  in  question  were  supposed  to  be  peculiarly 
fine,  and  were  the  gloi-y  of  the  garden  of  the  Small  House. 
They  were  always  forced,  though  not  forced  so  early  as  those 
at  the  Great  House,  and  Hopkins  was  in  a  state  of  great 
confusion. 

"  They'll  never  ripen,  sir  ;  not  the  whole  year  through." 

"  Then  let  them  be  unripe,"  said  the  squire,  walking  about. 

Hopkins  did  not  at  all  understand  it.  The  squire  in  his 
natural  course  was  very  unwilling  to  neglect  any  such  matter 
as  this,  but  would  be  specially  unwilling  to  neglect  an)-thing 
touching  the  Small  House.  So  Hopkins  stood  on  the  terrace, 
raising  his  hat  and  scratching  his  head.  "  There's  something 
wrong  amongst  them,"  said  he  to  himself,  sorrowfully. 

But  when  the  squire  had  walked  to  the  end  of  the  terrace 
and  had  turned  upon  the  path  which  led  round  the  side  of  the 
house,  he  stopped  and  called  to  Hopkins. 

"  Have  what  is  needful  done  to  the  flue,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  veiy  well,  sir.  It'll  only  be  re-setting  the 
bricks.     Nothing  more  ain't  needful,  just  this  winter." 

*'  Have  the  place  put  in  perfect  order  while  you're  about 
it,"  said  the  squire,  and  then  he  walked  away. 


CHAPTER   XXXIX. 

DR.   CROFTS  IS  TURNED  OUT. 


"  Have  yon  heard  the  news,  my  dear,  iriDm  the  Small  House? '' 
said  Mrs.  Boyce  to  her  husband,  some  two  or  three  days  after 
Mrs.  Dale's  visit  to  the  squire.  It  was  one  o'clock,  and  the 
parish  pastor  had  come  in  from  his  ministrations  to  dine  with 
his  wife  and  children, 

"  What  news  ?  "  said  Mr.  Boyce,  for  he  had  heard  none. 

"  Mrs.  Dale  and  the  girls  are  going  to  leave  tlae  Small 
House  ;  they're  going  into  Guestwick  to  live." 

"Mrs.  Dole  going  away;  nonsense!"  said  the  vicar. 
"  "What  on  earth  should  take  her  into  Guestwick  ?  She  doesn't 
pay  a  shUliug  of  rent  where  she  is." 

"  I  can  assure  you  it's  true,  my  dear.  I  was  ^vith  Mrs. 
Hearnjust  now,  and  she  had  it  direct  from  Mrs.  Dale's  own 
lips.     Mrs.  Heam  said  she'd  never  been  taken  so  much  aback 
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in  her  whole  life.  There's  heen  some  quaiTel,  you  may  be  sure 
of  that." 

Mr.  Boyce  sat  silent,  pulling  off  his  dirty  shoes  preparatory 
to  his  dinner.  Tidings  so  important,  as  touching  the  social 
life  of  his  parish,  had  not  come  to  him  for  many  a  day,  and  he 
could  hardly  bring  himself  to  credit  them  at  so  short  a  notice. 

"  Mrs.  Hcani  says  that  Mrs.  Dale  spoke  ever  so  firmly 
about  it,  as  though  determined  that  nothing  should  change  her." 

"  And  did  she  say  why  ?  " 

"  Well,  not  exactly.  But  Mrs.  Heani  said  she  could  un- 
derstand here  had  been  words  between  her  and  the  squire.  It 
couldn't  bo  anything  else,  you  know.  Probably  it  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  that  man  Crosbie." 

"  They'll  be  ver)-  pushed  about  money,"  said  Mr.  Boyce, 
thrusting  his  feet  into  his  slippers. 

"  That's  just  what  I  said  to  Mrs.  Hearn.  And  those  girls 
have  never  been  used  to  anything  like  real  economy.  What's 
to  become  of  them  I  don't  know ;  "  and  Mrs.  Boyce,  as  she 
expressed  her  sympathy  for  her  dear  friends,  received  con- 
siderable comfort  from  the  prospect  of  theu"  future  poverty.  It 
alwavs  is  so,  and  Mrs.  Bovce  was  not  worse  than  her  neighbours. 

*'  You'll  hnd  they'll  make  it  up  before  the  time  comes," 
said  Mr.  Boyce,  to  whom  the  excitement  of  such  a  change  in 
affairs  was  almost  too  good  to  be  true. 

"  I  am  afraid  not,"  said  Mrs.  Boyce  ;  '*  I'm  afraid  not. 
They  are  both  so  determined.  I  always  thought  that  riding 
and  giving  the  girls  hats  and  habits  was  injurious.  It  was 
treating  them  as  though  they  were  the  squire's  daughters,  and 
they  were  not  the  squire's  daughters." 

"  It  was  almost  the  same  thing." 

"  But  now  we  see  the  difference,"  said  the  judicious  Mrs. 
Boyce.  '*  I  often  said  that  dear  Mrs.  Dale  was  wrong,  and  it 
turns  out  that  I  was  right.  It  will  make  no  ditTereuce  to  me, 
as  regards  calling  on  them  and  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  Of  course  it  won't," 

"  Not  but  what  there  must  bo  a  difference,  and  a  very 
great  ditlerence  too.  It  v.iil  be  a  terrible  come  down  for  poor 
Lily,  with  tlie  loss  of  her  fine  husband  and  all." 

After  dinner,  when  !Mr.  Boyce  had  again  gone  forth  upon 
his  laboui's,  the  same  subject  was  discussed  between  Mrs.  Bo>'cg 
and  her  daughters,  and  the  mother  was  very  careful  to  t<?ach 
her-  children  that  Mrs.  Dale  would  be  just  as  good  a  pcrsoi;  as 
ever  she  had  been,  and  quite  as  much  a  lady,  even  though 
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she  should  live  in  a  very  clingy  house  at  Guestwick  ;  from 
■which  lesson  the  Boyce  girls  learned  plainly  that  Mrs.  Dale, 
with  Bell  and  Lily,  were  about  to  have  a  fall  in  the  world,  and 
that  they  were  to  be  treated  accordingly. 

From  all  this,  it  will  be  discovered  that  Mrs.  Dale  had  not 
given  way  to  the  squire's  arguments,  although  she  had  found 
herself  unable  to  answer  them.  As  she  had  returned  home 
she  had  felt  herself  to  be  almost  vanquished,  and  had  spoken 
to  the  girls  with  the  air  and  tone  of  a  woman  who  hardly 
knew  in  which  course  lay  the  line  of  her  duty.  But  they  had 
not  seen  the  squire's  manner  on  the  occasion,  nor  heard  his 
words,  and  they  could  not  understand  that  their  own  purpose 
should  be  abandoned  because  he  did  not  like  it.  So  they 
talked  their  mother  into  fresh  resolves,  and  on  the  following 
morning  she  wrote  a  note  to  her  brother-in-law,  assuring  him 
that  she  had  thought  much  of  all  that  he  had  said,  but  again 
declaring  that  she  regarded  herself  as  bound  in  duty  to  leave 
the  Small  House.  To.  this  he  had  returned  no  answer,  and 
she  had  communicated  her  intention  to  Mrs.  Hearn,  thinking 
it  better  that  there  should  be  no  secret  in  the  matter. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  your  sister-in-law  is  going  to 
leave  us,"  Mr.  Boyce  said  to  the  squire  that  same  afternoon. 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?  "  asked  the  squire,  showing  by  his 
tone  that  he  by  no  means  liked  the  topic  of  conversation  which 
the  parson  had  chosen. 

"  Well,  I  had  it  from  Mrs.  Boyce,  and  I  think  Mrs.  Hearn 
told  her."- 

"  I  wish  Mrs.  Heam  would  mind  her  o^vn  business,  and 
not  spread  idle  reports." 

The  squire  said  nothing  more,  and  Mr.  Boyce  felt  that  he 
had  been  veiy  unjustly  snubbed. 

Dr.  Crofts  had  come  over  and  pronounced  as  a  fact  that 
it  was  scarlatina.  Village  apothecaries  are  generally  wronged 
by  the  doubts  which  are  thrown  upon  them,  for  the  tovm  doctors 
when  they  come  always  confirm  what  the  village  apothecaries 
have  said. 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  its  being  scarlatina,"  the 
doctor  declared;  "  but  the  symptoms  are  all  favourable." 

There  was,  however,  much  worse  coming  than  this.  Two 
days  afteiTvards  Lily  found  herself  to  be  rather  unwell.  iL'Jie 
endeavoured  to  keep  it  to  herself,  fearing  that  she  siiouid  he 
brought  under  the  doctor's  notice  as  a  patient;  but  her  efforts 
wore  unavailing,  and  on  the  ioiiowing  moming  it  was  known 
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that  she  had  also  taken  the  disease.  Dr.  Crofts  declared  that 
everythiug  was  iu  her  favour.  The  weather  was  cold.  Th(! 
presence  of  the  malady  in  the  house  had  caused  them  all  to  ho 
careful,  and,  moreover,  good  advice  was  at  hand  at  once. 
The  doctor  hogged  Mrs.  Dale  not  to  be  uneasy,  but  he  was 
very  eager  iu  begging  thiit  the  two  sisters  might  not  be  allowed 
to  be  together.  "  Could  you  not  send  Bell  into  Guestwick, — 
to  Mrs.  Eames's  ?  "  said  he.  But  Bell  did  not  choose  to  be 
sent  to  Mrs.  Eames's,  and  was  with  great  dilHculty  kept  out 
of  her  mothers  bedroom,  to  which  Lily  as  au  invalid  was 
transfen'ed. 

"  If  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,"  he  said  to  Bell,  on  the 
second  day  after  Lily's  complaint  had  declared  itself,  "  you 
are  \vrong  to  stay  here  in  the  house." 

"  I  certainly  shall  not  leave  mamma,  when  she  has  got  so 
much  upon  her  hands,"  said  Bell. 

"  But  if  you  should  be  taken  ill  she  would  have  more  on 
her  hands,"  pleaded  the  doctor. 

"  I  could  not  do  it,"  Bell  replied.  "  If  I  were  taken  over 
to  Guestwick,  I  should  be  so  uneasy  that  I  should  walk  back  to 
Alhugton  the  first  moment  that  I  could  escape  from  the  house." 

' '  I  think  your  mother  would  be  more  comfortable  without 
you." 

"  And  I  think  she  would  be  more  comfortable  with  me.  I 
don't  ever  like  to  hear  of  a  woman  running  away  from  illness  ; 
but  when  a  sister  or  a  daughter  does  so,  it  is  intolerable." 
So  Bell  remained,  without  permission  indeed  to  see  her  sister, 
but  performiiig  various  outside  administrations  which  were  much 
needed. 

And  thus  all  manner  of  trouble  came  upon  the  inhabitants 
of  the  Small  House,  falling  upon  them  as  it  were  in  a  heap 
together.  It  was  as  yet  barely  two  months  since  those  terrible 
tidings  had  come  respecting  Crosbie  ;  tidings  which,  it  was  felt 
at  the  tiiiie,  would  of  themselves  be  sufficient  to  cmsh  them  ; 
and  now  to  that  misfortune  other  misfortunes  had  been  added, 
— cue  quick  upon  the  heels  of  another.  In  the  teeth  of  the 
doctor's  kind  prophecy  Lily  became  very  ill,  and  after  a  few 
days  was  delirious.  She  would  talk  to  her  mother  about 
Crosbie,  speaking  of  him  as  she  used  to  speak  iu  the  aatnnm 
that  was  passed.  But  even  in  her  madness  she  remembered 
aat  they  had  resolved  to  leave  their  present  home  ;  and  she 
asked  the  doctor  twice  whether  their  lodgings  in  Guestwick 
were  readv  for  them. 
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It  was  thus  that  Crofts  first  heard  of  their  intention.  Now, 
in  these  days  of  Lily's  worst  illness,  he  came  daily  over  to 
AUington,  remaining  there,  on  one  occasion,  the  whole  night. 
For  all  this  he  woukl  take  no  fee  ; — nor  had  he  ever  taken  a 
fee  from  Mrs.  Dale.  "  I  wish  you  would  not  come  so  often," 
Bell  said  to  him  one  evening,  as  he  stood  with  her  at  the 
drawing-room  fire,  after  he  had  left  the  patient's  room  ;  "  you 
are  overloading  us  with  obligations."  On  that  day  Lily  was 
over  the  worst  of  the  fever,  and  he  had  been  able  to  tell 
Mrs.  Dale  that  he  did  not  think  that  she  was  now  in  danger. 

"  It  will  not  be  necessary  much  longer,"  he  said;  "  the 
worst  of  it  is  over." 

"  It  is  such  a  luxury  to  hear  you  say  so.  I  sujDpose  we 
shall  owe  her  life  to  you ;  but  nevertheless " 

**  Oh,  no  ;  scarlatina  is  not  such  a  terrible  thing  now  as  it 
used  to  he." 

"  Then  why  should  you  have  devoted  your  time  to  her 
as  you  have  done  ?  It  frightens  me  when  I  think  of  the 
injuiy  we  must  have  done  you." 

"  My  horse  has  felt  it  more  than  I  have,"  said  the  doctor, 
laughing.  "  My  patients  at  Guestwick  are  not  so  very 
numerous."  Then,  instead  of  going,  he  sat  himself  down. 
"And  it  is  really  true,"  he  said,  "that  you  are  all  going  to 
leave  this  house  ?  " 

"  Quite  true.  We  shall  do  so  at  the  end  of  March,  if 
Lily  is  well  enough  to  be  moved." 

"  Lily  will  be  well  long  before  that,  I  hope  ;  cot,  indeed, 
that  she  ought  to  be  moved  out  of  her  o^vn  rooms  for  many 
weeks  to  come  yet." 

"  Unless  we  are  stopped  by  her  we  shall  certainly  go  at  the 
end  of  March."  Bell  nov/  had  also  sat  do\vn,  and  they  both 
remained  for  some  time  looking  at  the  fire  in  silence. 

"  And  why  is  it,  Bell  ?  "  he  said,  at  last.  "  But  I  don't 
know  whether  I  have  a  right  to  ask." 

"You  have  a  right  to  ask  any  question  about  us,"  she 
said.  "  My  uncle  is  very  kind.  He  is  more  than  kind  ;  he 
is  generous.  But  he  seems  to  think  that  our  living  here  gives 
him  a  right  to  interfere  with  mamma.  We  don't  like  that, 
and,  therefore,  we  are  going," 

The  doctor  still  sat  on  one  side  of  the  fire,  and  Bell  stil! 
Bat  opposite  to  him ;  but  the  conversation  did  not  form  itseU 
very  freely  between  them.  "It  is  bad  news,"  ho  said,  aJ 
last. 
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"  At  any  rate,  when  we  are  ill  tou  will  not  have  so  far  to 
come  and  see  us." 

"  Yes.  I  understand.  That  means  that  I  am  ungi'acious 
not  to  congi-atulate  mvself  on  having  you  all  so  much  nearer  to 
me  ;  hut  I  do  not  in  the  least.  I  cannot  hear  to  think  of  you 
as  living  anywhere  hut  here  at  Alliugton.  Dales  will  he  out  of 
their  place  in  a  street  at  Guestwick." 

"  That's  hard  upon  the  Dales,  too." 

"It  is  hard  upon  them.  It's  a  sort  of  offshoot  fi-om  that 
very  tjTannical  law  of  nohlesse  ohlige.  I  don't  think  you  ought 
to  go  away  from  Allington,  unless  the  ciicumstauces  are  veiy 
imperative." 

"  But  they  are  vcr}'  imperative." 

"In  that  case,  indeed!"  And  then  again  he  foU  into 
silence. 

"  Have  you  never  seen  that  mamma  is  not  happy  here  ?  " 
she  said,  after  another  pause.  "For  myself,  I  never  quite 
understood  it  all  before  as  I  do  now ;  but  now  I  see  it." 

"  And  I  have  seen  it ; — have  seen  at  least  what  you  mean. 
She  has  led  a  life  of  restraint ;  but  then,  how  frequently  is 
such  restraint  the  necessity  of  a  life  '?  I  hardly  think  that  youi- 
mother  would  move  on  that  account." 

"  No.  It  is  on  our  account.  But  this  restraint,  as  you 
call  it,  makes  us  unhappy,  and  she  is  governed  by  seeing  that. 
My  uncle  is  generous  to  her  as  regards  money ;  but  in  other 
things, — in  matters  of  feeling, — I  think  he  has  been  un- 
generous." 

"  Bell,"  said  the  doctor  ;  and  then  he  paused. 

She  looked  up  at  him,  but  made  no  answer.  He  had 
always  called  her  by  her  Christian  name,  and  they  two  had 
ever  regarded  each  other  as  close  friends.  At  the  present 
moment  she  had  forgotten  all  else  besides  this,  and  yet  she 
had  infinite  pleasure  in  sitting  there  and  talking  to  him. 

"  I  am  going  to  ask  you  a  question  which  perhaps  I  ought 
not  to  ask,  only  that  I  have  known  you  so  lung  that  I  almost 
feel  that  I  am  speaking  to  a  sister." 

"  You  may  ask  me  what  you  please,"  said  she. 

"  It  is  about  vour  cousin  Bernard." 

"  About  Bernard  !  "  said  Bell. 

It  was  now  dusk  ;  and  as  they  were  sitting  without  other 
light  than  that  of  the  fire,  she  knew  that  he  could  not  discern 
the  colour  which  covered  her  lace  as  her  cousin's  name  was 
mentioned.     But,  had  the  light  of  day  pervaded  the  whole 
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room,  I  doubt  whetlier  Crofts  would  have  seen  that  blush,  for 
he  kept  his  eyes  firmly  fixed  upon  the  fire. 

"  Yes,  about  Bernard  ?  I  don't  know  whether  I  ougjit  to 
ask  you." 

"  I'm  sure  I  can't  say,"  said  Bell,  speaking  words  of  the 
nature  of  which  she  was  not  conscious. 

"  There  has  been  a  rumour  in  Guestwick  that  he  and 
you " 

"  It  is  untrue,"  said  Cell ;  "  quite  untrue.  If  you  hear  it 
repeated,  you  should  contradict  it.  I  wonder  why  people  should 
say  such  things." 

"It  would  have  been  an  excellent  marriage; — all  your 
friends  must  have  approved  it." 

"  What  do  you  mean.  Dr.  Crofts  ?  How  I  do  hate  those 
words,  *  an  excellent  marriage.'  Li  them  is  contained  more 
of  wicked  worldliness  than  any  other  words  that  one  ever  hears 
spoken.  You  want  me  to  marry  my  cousin  simply  because  I 
should  have  a  great  house  to  live  in,  and  a  coach.  I  know 
that  vou  are  my  friend ;  but  I  hate  such  friendship  as 
that."' 

"  I  think  you  misunderstand  me,  Bell.  I  mean  that  it 
would  have  been  an  excellent  marriage,  provided  you  had  both 
loved  each  other." 

"  No,  I  don't  misunderstand  you.  Of  course  it  would  be 
an  excellent  marriage,  if  we  loved  each  other.  You  might  say 
the  same  if  I  loved  the  butcher  or  the  baker.  What  you 
mean  is,  that  it  makes  a  reason  for  loving  him." 

"  I  don't  think  I  did  mean  that." 

"  Then  you  mean  nothing." 

After  that,  there  were  again  some  minutes  of  silence  during 
which  Dr.  Crofts  got  up  to  go  away.  "  You  have  scolded  me 
very  dreadfully,"  he  said,  with  a  slight  smile,  "  and  I  believe 
I  have  deserved  it  for  interfering " 

"  No  ;  not  at  all  for  interfering." 

"  But  at  any  rate  you  must  forgive  me  before  I  go." 

"  I  won't  forgive  you  at  all,  unless  you  repent  of  your  sins, 
and  alter  altogether  the  wickedness  of  your  mind.  You  will 
become  very  soon  as  bad  as  Dr.  Grufi'en." 

"Shall  I?" 

"  Oh,  but  I  will  forgive  j'ou;  for  after  all,  you  are  the 
most  generous  man  in  the  world." 

"  Oh,  yes;  of  course  I  am.     Well, — good-by." 

"  But,  Dr.  Crofts,  you  should  not  suppose  others  to  bo  so 


DR.    CROFTS   IS    TURNED    OUT.  883 

mach  more  worliUy  than  yourself.     You  do  not  caro  for  money 
so  ver}'  much " 

"  But  I  do  care  very  much." 

"  If  you  did,  you  would  not  come  here  for  nothing  day 
after  day." 

*'  I  do  care  for  money  very  much.  I  have  sometimes 
nearly  broken  my  heart  because  I  could  not  get  opportunities 
of  eiirning  it.     It  is  the  best  friend  that  a  man  can  have " 

"  Oh,  Dr.  Crofts  !  " 

-the  best  ft-iend  that  a  man  can  have,  if  it  be  honestly 


come  by.  A  woman  can  hardly  realize  the  sorrow  which  may 
fall  upon  a  man  fi'om  the  want  of  such  a  friend." 

"  Of  course  a  man  likes  to  earn  a  decent  living  by  his  pro- 
fession; and  you  can  do  that." 

"  That  depends  upon  one's  ideas  of  decency." 

"  Ah !  mine  never  ran  very  high.  I've  always  had  a 
sort  of  aptitude  for  living  in  a  pigsty ; — a  clean  pigsty,  you 
know,  with  nice  fresh  bean  straw  to  lie  upon.  I  think  it  was 
a  mistake  when  they  made  a  lady  of  me.     I  do,  indeed." 

"  I  do  not,"  said  Dr.  Crofts. 

"  That's  because  you  don't  quite  know  me  yet.  I've  not 
the  slightest  pleasure  in  putting  on  three  ditlerent  dresses  a 
day.  I  do  it  very  often  because  it  comes  to  me  to  do  it,  from 
the  way  in  which  we  have  been  taught  to  live.  But  when  we 
get  to  Guestwick  I  mean  to  change  all  that ;  and  if  you  come 
in  to  tea,  you'll  see  me  in  the  same  brown  frock  that  I  wear 
in  the  morning, — unless,  indeed,  the  morning  work  makes  the 
brown  frock  dirty.  Oh,  Dr.  Crofts  !  you'll  have  it  pitch-dark 
riding  home  under  the  Guestwick  elms." 

"  I  don't  mind  the  dark,"  he  said ;  and  it  seemed  as 
though  he  hardly  intended  to  go  even  yet. 

'*  But  I  do,"  said  Bell,  "  and  I  shall  ring  for  candles." 
But  he  stopped  her  as  she  put  her  hand  out  to  the  bell- 
pull. 

"  Stop  a  moment.  Bell.  You  need  hardly  have  the  candles 
before  I  go,  and  you  need  not  begrudge  my  staying  either, 
seemg  that  I  shall  be  all  alone  at  home." 

"  Begrudge  your  sta}-ing  !  " 

'•  But,  however,  you  shall  begrudge  it,  or  else  make  me 
Tery  welcome."  He  still  held  her  by  the  wrist,  which  he  had 
caught  as  he  prevented  her  from  summoning  the  senant. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  she.  "  You  know  you  are 
welcome  to  us  as  flowers  in  May.     You  always  were  welcome  ; 
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but  now,  when  you  have  come  to  us  in  our  trouble At  any 

rate,  you  shall  never  say  that  I  turn  you  out." 

"  Shall  I  never  say  so  ?  "  And  still  he  held  her  by  the 
wrist.  He  had  kept  his  chair  throughout,  but  she  was  stand- 
ing before  him, — between  him  and  the  fire.  But  she,  though 
he  hold  her  in  this  way,  thought  little  of  his  words,  or  of  his 
action.  They  had  known  each  other  with  great  intimacy,  and 
though  Lily  would  still  laugh  at  her,  saying  that  Dr.  Crofts 
was  her  lover,  she  had  long  since  taught  herself  that  no  such 
feeling  as  that  would  ever  exist  between  them. 

"  Shall  I  never  say  so,  Bell  ?  What  if  so  poor  a  man  as 
I  ask  for  the  hand  that  you  will  not  give  to  so  rich  a  man  as 
your  cousin  Bernard  ?  " 

She  instantly  withdrew  her  arm  and  moved  back  very 
quickly  a  step  or  two  across  the  rug.  She  did  it  almost  with 
the  motion  which  she  might  have  used  had  he  insulted  her ; 
or  had  a  man  spoken  such  words  who  would  not,  under  any 
circumstanc'es,  have  a  right  to  speak  them. 

"  Ah,  yes  !  I  thought  it  would  be  so,"  he  said.  "  I  may  go 
now,  and  may  know  that  I  have  been  turned  out," 

"  "What  is  it  you  mean.  Dr.  Crofts  ?  What  is  it  you  are 
saying  ?  Why  do  you  talk  that  nonsense,  trying  to  see  if 
you  can  provoke  me  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  it  is  nonsense.  I  have  no  right  to  address  you  in 
that  way,  and  certainly  should  not  have  done  it  now  that  I 
am  in  your  house  in  the  way  of  my  profession.  I  beg  your 
pardon."  Now  he  also  was  standing,  but  he  had  not  moved 
from  his  side  of  the  fireplace.  "Are  you  going  to  forgive 
me  before  I  go?  " 

"  Forgive  you  for  what  ?  "  said  she. 

"  For  daring  to  love  you;  for  having  loved  you  almost  as 
long  as  you  can  remember ;  for  loving  you  better  than  all 
beside.  This  alone  you  should  forgive  ;  but  will  you  forgive 
me  for  having  told  it  ?  " 

He  had  made  her  no  offer,  nor  did  she  expect  that  he  was 
about  to  make  one.  She  herself  had  hardly  yet  realized  the 
meaning  of  his  words,  and  she  certainly  had  asked  herself  no 
question  as  to  the  answer  which  she  should  give  to  them. 
There  are  cases  in  which  lovers  present  themselves  in  so  un- 
mistakoablc  a  guise,  that  the  first  word  of  open  love  uttered  by 
them  tells  thcii*  whole  stoiy,  and  tells  it  without  the  possibihty 
of  a  surprise.  And  it  is  generally  so  when  the  lover  has  not 
been  an  old  fi-iend,  when  even  his  acquaintance  has  been  of 
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modern  date.  It  hail  been  so  essentially  in  the  case  of  Crosbio 
and  Lily  Dale.  "When  Crosbio  came  to  Lily  and  made  his 
ofi'er,  he  did  it  with  perfect  case  and  thorough  solf-possessioii, 
for  he  almost  knew  that  it  was  expected.  And  Lily,  though 
she  had  been  flurried  for  a  momcut,  had  her  answer  pat 
enough.  She  already  loved  the  man  with  all  her  heart,  do- 
lighted  in  his  presence,  basked  in  the  sunshine  of  his  mauli- 
ness,  rejoiced  in  his  wit,  and  had  tuned  her  ears  to  the  tone 
of  his  voice.  It  had  all  been  done,  and  the  world  expected 
it.  Had  he  not  made  his  offer,  Lily  would  have  been  ili- 
treated ; — though,  alas,  alas,  there  was  future  ill-treatment, 
so  much  heavier,  in  store  for  her !  But  there  are  other  cases 
in  which  a  lover  cannot  make  himself  known  as  such  without 
gi-eat  ditficulty,  and  when  he  does  do  so,  cannot  hope  for  an 
imodiate  answer  in  his  favour.  It  is  hard  upon  old  friends 
iliat  this  ditficulty  should  usually  fall  the  heaviest  upon  them. 
Crofts  had  been  so  intimate  with  the  Dale  lamily  that  veiy 
many  persons  had  thought  it  probable  that  he  would  marry 
oue  of  the  gills.  Mrs.  Dale  herself  had  thought  so,  and  had 
almost  hoped  it.  Lily  had  certainly  done  both.  These  thoughts 
and  hopes  had  somewhat  faded  away,  but  yet  their  fonner 
ejdstence  should  have  been  in  the  doctor's  favour.  But  now, 
when  he  had  in  some  way  spoken  out.  Bell  started  back  from 
him  and  would  not  believe  that  he  was  in  earnest.  She  pro- 
bably loved  him  better  than  any  man  in  the  world,  and  yet, 
when  he  spoke  to  her  of  love,  she  could  not  bring  herself  to 
understand  him. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  Dr.  Crofts  ;  indeed  I  do 
not,''  she  said. 

"  I  had  meant  to  ask  you  to  be  my  wife  ;  simply  that.  But 
you  shall  not  have  the  pain  of  making  mo  a  positive  refusal. 
As  I  rode  hero  to-day  I  thought  of  it.  During  my  frequent 
rides  of  late  I  have  thought  of  little  else.  But  I  told  myself 
that  I  had  no  right  to  do  it.  I  have  not  even  a  house  in 
which  it  would  be  fit  that  you  should  live." 

"  Dr.  Crofts,  if  I  loved  you, — if  I  wished  to  marry 
you "  and  then  she  stopped  herself. 

"  But  you  do  not  •?  " 

"  No  ;  I  think  not.  I  suppose  not.  No.  But  in  any  way 
no  consideration  about  money  has  an}lhing  to  do  with  it." 

"  But  I  am  not  that  butcher  or  that  baker  whom  yoa 
luid  love  ?  " 

•'  No,"  said  Bell ;  and  then  she  stopped  herself  from  further 
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speecli,  not  as  intending  to  convey  all  her  answer  in  that  one 
word,  but  as  not  knowing  how  to  fashion  any  further  words. 

"  I  knew  it  would  be  so,"  said  the  doctor. 

It  will,  I  fear,  be  thought  by  those  who  condescend  to 
criticize  this  lover's  conduct  and  his  mode  of  canning  on  his 
suit,  that  he  was  very  unfit  for  such  work.  Ladies  v/ill  say 
that  he  wanted  courage,  and  men  will  say  that  be  wanted  wit. 
I  am  inclined,  however,  to  believe  that  he  behaved  as  well  as 
men  generally  do  behave  on  such  occasions,  and  that  he 
showed  himself  to  be  a  good  average  lover.  There  is  your 
bold  lover,  who  knocks  his  lady-love  over  as  he  does  a  bird, 
and  who  would  anathematize  himself  all  over,  and  swear  that 
his  gun  was  distraught,  and  look  about  as  though  he  thought 
the  world  was  coming  to  an  end,  if  he  missed  to  knock  over 
his  bird.  And  there  is  your  timid  lover,  who  winks  his  eyes 
when  he  fires,  who  has  felt  certain  from  the  moment  in  which 
he  buttoned  on  his  knickerbockers  that  he  at  any  rate  would 
kill  nothing,  and  who,  when  he  hears  the  loud  congratulations 
of  his  friends,  cannot  believe  that  he  really  did  bag  that  beau- 
tiful winged  thing  by  his  own  prowess.  The  beautiful  winged 
thing  which  the  timid  man  can-ies  home  in  his  bosom,  declining 
to  have  it  thrown  into  a  miscellaneous  cart,  so  that  it  may 
never  be  lost  in  a  common  crowd  of  game,  is  better  to  him 
than  are  the  slaughtered  hecatombs  to  those  who  kill  their 
birds  by  the  hundred. 

But  Dr.  Crofts  had  so  winked  his  eye,  that  he  was  not 
in  the  least  aware  whether  ho  had  winged  his  bird  or  no. 
Indeed,  having  no  one  at  hand  to  congratulate  him,  he  was 
quite  sure  that  the  bird  had  flown  away  uninjured  into  the  next 
field.  "  No  "  was  the  only  word  which  Bell  had  given  in 
answer  to  his  last  sidelong  question,  and  No  is  not  a  comfoii- 
able  word  to  lovers.  But  there  had  been  that  in  Bell's  No 
which  might  have  taught  him  that  the  bird  was  not  escaping 
without  a  wound,  if  he  had  still  had  any  of  his  A\ats  about 
him. 

"  Now  I  will  go,"  said  he.  Then  he  paused  for  an  answer, 
but  none  came.  "  And  you  will  understand  what  I  meant 
when  I  spoke  of  being  turned  out." 

"  Nobody — turas  you  out."  And  Bell,  as  she  spoke,  had 
almost  descended  to  a  sob. 

"It  is  time,  at  any  rate,  that  I  should  go  ;  is  it  not ? 
And,  Bell,  don't  suppose  that  this  little  scene  will  keep  mo 
away  from  your  sister's  bedside.     I  shall  be  here  to-morrow. 
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and  von  will  find  that  you  will  hardly  know  me  again  for  the 
same  person."     Then  in  the  dark  he  put  out  his  hand  to  her. 

"  Good-hy,"  she  said,  giving  him  her  hand.  He  pressed 
hers  ver}'  closely,  but  she,  though  she  wished  to  do  so,  could 
not  bring  herself  to  return  the  pressure.  Her  hand  remained 
passive  in  his,  showing  no  sign  of  oflfence  ;  but  it  was  abso- 
lutely passive. 

"  Good-by,  dearest  friend,"  he  said. 

"  Good-by,"  she  answered, — and  then  he  was  gone. 

She  waited  quite  still  till  she  heard  the  front-door  close 
ailer  him,  and  then  she  crept  silently  up  to  her  own  becboom, 
and  sat  herself  down  in  a  low  rocking-chair  over  the  fire.  It 
was  in  accordance  with  a  custom  already  established  that  her 
mother  should  remain  with  Lily  till  the  tea  was  ready  doN\'n- 
stairs  ;  for  in  these  days  of  illness  such  dinners  as  were 
provided  were  eaten  early.  Bell,  therefore,  knew  that  she  had 
still  some  half-hour  of  her  own,  during  which  she  might  sit 
and  think  undisturbed. 

And  what  natui*ally  should  have  been  her  first  thoughts  ? — 
that  she  had  ruthlessly  refused  a  man  who,  as  she  now  knew, 
loved  her  well,  and  for  whom  she  had  always  felt  at  any  rate 
the  warmest  friendship  ?  Such  were  not  her  thoughts,  nor 
were  they  in  any  way  akin  to  this.  They  ran  back  instantly 
to  years  gone  by, — over  long  years,  as  her  few  years  were 
counted, — and  settled  themselves  on  certain  halcyon  days,  in 
which  she  had  dreamed  that  he  had  loved  her,  and  had  fancied 
that  she  had  loved  him.  How  she  had  schooled  herself  for 
those  days  since  that,  and  taught  herself  to  know  that  her 
thoughts  had  been  over-bold  !  And  now  it  had  all  come  round. 
The  only  man  that  she  had  ever  liked  had  loved  her.  Then 
there  came  to  her  a  memory  of  a  certain  day,  in  which  she 
had  been  almost  proud  to  think  that  Crosbie  had  admired  her, 
in  wliich  she  had  almost  hoped  that  it  might  be  so  ;  and  as  she 
thought  of  this  she  blushed,  and  struck  her  foot  tAvice  upon  thu 
floor.  "  Dear  Lily,"  she  said  to  herself — "  poor  Lily  !  "  But 
the  feeling  which  induced  her  then  to  think  of  her  sister  had 
had  no  relation  to  that  which  had  first  brought  Crosbie  into 
her  mind. 

And  this  man  had  loved  her  through  it  all, — this  priceless, 
peerless  man, — this  man  who  was  as  true  to  the  backbone  as 
that  other  man  had  shown  himself  to  be  folse ;  who  was  as 
sound  as  the  other  man  had  proved  himself  to  be  rotten.  A 
smile  came  across  her  face  as  she  sat  looking  at  the  fire, 
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thinking  of  this.  A  man  had  loved  her,  whose  love  was 
Avoi-th  possessing.  She  hardly  remembered  whether  or  no  she 
had  refused  him  or  accepted  him.  She  hardly  asked  herself 
what  she  would  do.  As  to  all  that  it  was  necessary  that  she 
should  have  many  thoughts,  but  the  necessity  did  not  press 
upon  her  quite  immediately.  For  the  present,  at  any  rate, 
she  might  sit  and  triumph ; — and  thus  triumphant  she  sat 
there  till  the  old  nurse  came  in  and  told  her  that  her  mother 
was  waiting  for  her  below. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

PREPARATIONS  FOR  THE  WEDDING. 

The  fourteenth  of  February  was  finally  settled  as  the  day  on 
which  Mr.  Crosbie  was  to  be  made  the  happiest  of  men.  A 
later  day  had  been  at  first  named,  the  twenty-seventh  or  twenty- 
eighth  having  been  suggested  as  an  improvement  over  the  first 
week  in  March;  but  Lady  Amelia  had  been  frightened  by 
Crosbie's  behaviour  on  that  Sunday  evening,  and  had  made 
the  countess  understand  that  there  should  be  no  unuecessaiy 
delay.  "He  doesn't  scruple  at  that  kind  of  thing,"  Lady 
Amelia  had  said  in  one  of  her  letters,  showing  perhaps  less 
trust  in  the  potency  of  her  own  rank  than  might  have  been 
expected  from  her.  The  countess,  however,  had  agreed  with 
her,  and  when  Crosbie  received  from  his  mother-in-law  a  veiy 
afiectionate  epistle,  setting  forth  all  the  reasons  which  would 
make  the  fourteenth  so  much  more  convenient  a  day  than  the 
twenty-eighth,  he  was  unable  to  invent  an  excuse  for  not  being 
made  happy  a  fortnight  earlier  than  the  time  named  in  the 
bargain.  His  first  impulse  had  been  against  yielding,  arising 
from  some  feeling  which  made  him  think  that  more  than  the 
bargain  ought  not  to  be  exacted.  But  what  was  the  use  to 
him  of  quarrelling  ?  What  the  use,  at  least,  of  quarrelling 
just  then  ?  He  believed  that  he  could  more  easily  enfranchise 
himself  from  the  De  Courcy  tyranny  when  he  should  be  once 
married  than  he  could  do  now.  When  Lady  Alexancbina  should 
be  his  own  he  would  let  her  knov/  that  he  intended  to  be  her 
master.  If  in  doing  so  it  would  be  necess9,i7  that  lie  should 
.iivide  himself  altogether  from  the  De  Courcys,  such  division 
should  be  made.     At  the  present  moment  he  would  yield  to 
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them,  at  any  rate  in  this  matter.     And  so  the  fourteenth  of 
Febniar\-  was  fixed  for  the  marriage. 

In  the  second  week  in  January  Alcxandrina  came  up  to  look 
after  her  things  ;  or,  in  more  noble  language,  to  fit  herself  with 
becoming  bridal  appanages.  As  she  could  not  properly  do  all 
this  work  alone,  or  even  under  the  surveillance  and  with  the 
assistance  of  a  sister.  Lady  Do  Courcy  was  to  come  up  al-o. 
it  Alcxandrina  came  first,  remaining  with  her  sister  in 
M.  John's  "Wood  till  the  countess  should  arrive.  The  countess 
had  never  yet  condescended  to  accept  of  her  son-in-law's  hos- 
pitality, but  always  went  to  the  cold,  comfortless  house  in 
Portman  Square, — the  house  which  had  been  the  De  Courcy 
to^\ni  family  mansion  for  many  years,  and  which  the  countess 
would  long  since  have  willingly  exchanged  for  some  abode  on 
the  other  side  of  Oxford  Street ;  but  the  earl  had  been  obdu- 
rate ;  his  clubs  and  certain  lodgings  which  ho  had  occasionally 
been  wont  to  occupy,  were  on  the  right  side  of  Oxford  Street ; 
why  should  he  change  his  old  family  residence  ?  So  the  coun- 
tess was  coming  up  to  Portman  Square,  not  having  been  even 
■'«ked  on  this  occasion  to  St.  John's  Wood. 

"  Don't  you  think  we'd  better,"  Mr.  Gazebee  had  said  to 
his  wife,  almost  trembling  at  the  renewal  of  his  own  proposi- 
tion. 

"  I  think   not,   my   dear,"   Lady  Amelia  had   answered. 
•  Mamma  is  not  very  particular ;  but  there  are  Uttle  things, 
you  know " 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course,"  said  Mr.  Gazebee ;  and  then  the 
conversation  had  been  dropped.  He  would  most  willingly  have 
entertained  his  august  mother-in-law  dm-ing  her  visit  to  the 
metropolis,  and  yet  her  presence  in  his  house  would  have  made 
him  miserable  as  long  as  she  remained  there. 

But  for  a  week  Alcxandrina  sojourned  under  Mr.  Gazebee's 
roof,  during  which  time  Crosbie  was  made  happy  with  all  the 
delights  of  an  expectant  bridegroom.  Of  course  he  was  given 
to  understand  that  he  was  to  dine  at  the  Gazeboes'  every  day. 
And  spend  all  his  evenings  there  ;  and,  under  the  circum- 
stances, he  had  no  excuse  for  not  doing  so.  Indeed,  at  the 
present  moment,  his  hours  would  otherwise  have  hung  heavily 
enough  upon  his  hands.  In  spite  of  his  bold  resolution  with 
reference  to  his  eye,  and  his  intention  not  to  be  debarred  from 
the  pleasures  of  society  by  the  marks  of  the  late  combat,  he 
had  not,  since  that  occurrence,  frequented  his  club  very  closely  ; 
and  though  London  was  now  again  becoming  lairly  full,  he  did 
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not  find  himself  going  out  so  much  as  Lad  been  Lis  "iX'ont. 
The  brilliance  of  bis  coming  marriage  did  not  seem  to  have 
added  much  to  his  popularity  ;  in  fact,  the  worlds — his  world, — 
was  beginning  to  look  coldl}''  at  him.  Therefore  that  daily 
attendance  at  St.  John's  Wood  was  not  felt  to  be  so  irksome 
as  might  have  been  expected. 

A  residence  had  been  taken  for  the  couple  in  a  very  fashion- 
able row  of  buildings  abutting  upon  the  Bayswater-road,  called 
Princess  Royal  Crescent.  The  house  was  quite  new,  and  tba 
street  being  unfinished  had  about  it  a  strong  smell  of  mortar, 
and  a  general  aspect  of  builders'  poles  and  brickbats ;  but 
nevertheless,  it  was  acknowledged  to  be  a  quite  correct  locality. 
From  one  end  of  the  crescent  a  comer  of  Hyde  Park  could  be 
seen,  and  the  other  abutted  on  a  very  handsome  terrace  indeed, 
in  Avhich  lived  an  ambassador, — from  South  America, — a  few 
bankers'  senior  clerks,  and  a  peer  of  the  realm.  We  know  how 
vile  is  the  sound  of  Baker  Street,  and  how  absolutely  foul  to 
the  polite  ear  is  the  name  of  Fitzroy  Square.  The  houses, 
however,  in  those  purlieus  are  substantial,  waim,  and  of  good 
size.  The  house  in  Princess  Royal  Crescent  was  certainly  not 
substantial,  for  in  these  days  substantially-built  houses  do  not 
pay.  It  could  hardly  have  been  warm,  for,  to  speak  the  truth, 
it  was  even  yet  not  finished  throughout ;  and  as  for  the  size, 
though  the  drawing-room  was  a  noble  apartment,  consisting  of 
a  section  of  the  whole  house,  with  a  corner  cut  out  for  the 
staircase,  it  was  very  much  cramped  in  its  other  parts,  and 
was  made  like  a  cherub,  in  this  respect,  that  it  had  no  rear 
belonging  to  it.  "  But  if  you  have  no  private  fortune  of  your 
ovm,  you  cannot  have  everything,"  as  the  countess  observed 
when  Crosbie  objected  to  the  house  because  a  closet  under 
the  kitchen-stairs  was  to  be  assigned  to  him  as  his  own 
dressing-room. 

When  the  question  of  the  house  was  first  debated,  Lady 
Amelia  had  been  anxious  that  St.  Jolm's  Wood  should  be 
selected  as  the  site,  but  to  this  Crosbie  had  positively  objected. 

"  I  think  you  don't  like  St.  John's  Wood,"  Lady  Ameha 
had  said  to  him  somewhat  sternly,  thinking  to  awe  him  into 
a  declaration  that  he  entertained  no  general  enmity  to  the 
neighbourhood.     But  Crosbie  was  not  weak  enough  for  this. 

"No;  I  do  not,"  he  said.  "  I  have  always  disliked  it. 
It  amounts  to  a  prejudice,  I  daresay.  But  if  I  were  made  to 
live  here  I  am  convinced  I  should  cut  my  throat  in  the  first 
six  mouths." 
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Lady  Amelia  had  then  drawn  lierself  up,  declaring  her 
porrow  that  her  house  should  be  so  hateful  to  him. 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,"  said  he.  "I  like  it  veiy  much  for  you, 
and  enjoy  coming  here  of  all  things.  I  speak  only  of  the 
oft'ect  which  liviug  here  myself  would  have  upon  me." 

Lady  Amelia  was  quite  clever  enough  to  understand  it  all ; 
but  she  had  her  sister's  interest  at  heart,  and  therefore  per- 
severed in  her  aOectionate  solicitude  for  her  brother-in-law, 
giving  up  that  point  as  to  St.  John's  Wood.  Crosbie  himseli 
had  wished  to  go  to  one  of  the  new  Pimlico  squares  do'wn  near 
Vauxhall  Bridge  and  the  river,  actuated  chiefly  by  considera- 
tion of  the  enormous  distance  lying  between  that  locality  and 
the  northei-u  region  in  which  Lady  Amelia  lived ;  but  to  this 
Lady  Alexandrina  had  objected  strongly.  If,  indeed,  they 
could  have  achieved  Eaton  Square,  or  a  street  lending  out  of 
Eaton  Square, — if  they  could  have  crept  on  to  the  hem  of  the 
skirt  of  Belgravia, — the  bride  would  have  been  delighted. 
And  at  first  she  was  veiy  nearly  being  taken  in  with  the  idea 
that  such  was  the  proposal  made  to  her.  Her  geographical 
knowledge  of  Pimlico  had  not  been  perfect,  and  she  had  nearly 
fallen  into  a  fatal  error.  But  a  friend  had  kindly  intervened. 
"  For  heaven's  sake,  my  dear,  don't  let  him  take  you  anywhere 
beyond  Eccleston  Square !  "  had  been  exclaimed  to  her  in 
dismay  by  a  faithful  married  friend.  Thus  warned,  Alexandrma 
had  been  finn,  and  now  their  tent  was  to  be  pitched  in  Princess 
Royal  Crescent,  from  one  end  of  which  the  Hyde  Park  may 
be  seen. 

The  furniture  had  been  ordered  chiefly  under  the  inspection, 
and  by  the  experience,  of  the  Lady  Amelia.  Crosbie  had  satis- 
fied himself  by  declaring  that  she  at  any  rate  could  get  the 
things  cheaper  than  he  could  buy  them,  and  that  he  had  no 
taste  for  such  emplovment.  Nevei-theless,  he  had  felt  that  he 
was  being  made  subject  to  tyranny  and  brought  under  the 
thumb  of  subjection.  He  could  not  go  cordially  into  this 
matter  of  beds  and  chairs,  and,  therefore,  at  last  deputed  the 
whole  matter  to  the  De  Courcy  faction.  And  for  this  there 
was  another  reason,  not  hitherto  mentioned,  ilr.  ^lortimer 
Gazebee  was  finding  the  money  \\ith  which  all  the  furniture 
was  being  bought.  He,  with  an  honest  but  almost  unintel- 
ligible zeal  for  the  De  Courcy  family,  had  tied  up  every 
shilling  on  which  he  could  lay  his  hand  as  belonging  to  Crosbie, 
in  the  interest  of  Lady  Alexandrina.  He  had  gone  to  work 
for  her,  scraping  here  and  arranging  there,  strapi)nig  the  new 
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husband  clown  upon  the  gi-indstone  of  his  matrini'Onial  settle- 
ment, as  though  the  future  bread  of  his,  Gazebee's,  ovra  chil- 
dren were  dependent  on  the  validity  of  his  legal  workmanship. 
And  for  this  he  was  not  to  receive  a  penny,  or  gain  any 
advantage,  immediate  or  ulterior.  It  came  fi'om  his  zeal, — 
his  zeal  for  the  coronet  which  Lord  De  Courcy  w'ore.  Accord- 
ing to  his  mind  an  earl  and  an  earl's  belongings  were  entitled 
to  such  zeal.  It  was  the  theory  in  which  he  had  been 
educated,  and  amounted  to  a  worship  which,  unconsciously, 
he  practised.  Personally,  he  disliked  Lord  De  Courcy,  who 
ill-treated  him.  He  knew  that  the  earl  was  a  heartless,  cruel,  l| 
bad  man.  But  as  an  earl  he  was  entitled  to  an  amount  of 
service  which  no  commoner  could  have  commanded  from  Mr. 
Gazebee.  Mr.  Gazebee,  having  thus  tied  up  all  thd  available 
funds  in  favour  of  Lady  Alexandi'ina's  seemingly  expected  | 
widowhood,  was  himself  pi'oviding  the  money  with  which  the 
]iew  house  was  to  be  furnished.  "  You  can  pay  me  a  hundred 
and  fifty  a  year  with  four  per  cent,  till  it  is  liquidated,"  he 
had  said  to  Crosbie ;  and  Crosbie  had  assented  with  a  grunt. 
Hithei'to,  though  he  had  lived  in  London  expensively,  and  as  a 
man  of  fashion,  he  had  never  owed  any  one  anything.  He  was 
now  to  begin  that  career  of  owing.  But  when  a  clerk  in  a 
public  office  marries  an  earl's  daughter,  he  cannot  expect  to  j 
have  everything  his  own  way.  ,, 

Lady  Ameha  had  bought  the  ordinary  furniture — the  beds, 
the  stair-carpets,  the  washing-stands,  and  the  kitchen  things. 
Gazebee  had  got  a  bargain  of  the  dinner-table  and  sideboard. 
But  Lady  Alexandrina  herself  was  to  come  up  with  reference 
to  the  appurtenances  of  the  drawing-room.  It  was  vnth  refer- 
ence to  matters  of  costume  that  the  countess  intended  to  lend 
her  assistance — matters  of  costume  as  to  which  the  bill  could 
not  be  sent  in  to  Gazebee,  and  be  paid  for  by  him  with  five  per 
cent,  duly  charged  against  the  bridegroom.  The  bridal  trous- 
seau must  be  produced  by  De  Courcy's  means,  and,  therefore,  j 
it  was  necessary  that  the  countess  herself  should  come  upon  l| 
the  scene.  "I  will  have  no  bills,  d'ye  hear?"  snarled  the 
earl,  gnashing  and  snapping  upon  his  words  with  one  specially 
ugly  black  tooth.  "  I  won't  have  any  bills  about  this  affair." 
And  yet  he  made  no  ofi"er  of  ready  money.  It  was  veiy  neces- 
sary under  such  circumstances  that  the  countess  herself  should 
come  upon  the  scene.  An  ambiguous  hint  had  been  conveyed 
to  Mr.  Gazebee,  during  a  visit  of  business  which  he  had  lately 
made  to  Courcy  Castle,  that  the  milliner's  bills  might  as  well 
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be  piimeil  on  to  those  of  the*  furnitnre-makers,  the  crockeiy- 
mougers,  and  the  like.  The  conntcss,  putting  it  in  her  ovni 
way,  had  gently  suggested  that  the  fashion  of  the  thing  had 
changed  lately,  and  that  such  an  arrangement  was  considered 
to  be  the  proper  thing  among  people  who  lived  really  in  the 
world,  r.ut  Gazebee  was  a  clear-headed,  honest  man ;  and 
he  knew  the  countess.  He  did  not  think  that  such  an  arrange- 
ment could  be  made  on  the  present  occasion.  "WTiercupon  the 
countess  pushed  her  suggestion  no  further,  but  made  up  her 
mind  that  she  must  come  up  to  London  herself. 

It  was  pleasant  to  see  the  Ladies  Amelia  and  Alexandrina, 
as  they  sat  within  a  vast  emporium  of  carpets  in  Bond  Street, 
asking  questions  of  the  four  men  who  were  waiting  upon  them, 
putting  their  heads  together  and  whispering,  calculating  accu- 
rately as  to  extra  twopences  a  yard,  and  occasioning  as  much 
trouble  as  it  was  possible  for  them  to  give.  It  was  pleasant 
because  they  managed  their  large  hoops  cleverly  among  the 
huge  rolls  of  carpets,  because  they  were  enjoying  themselves 
thoroughly,  and  taking  to  themselves  the  homage  of  the  men  as 
clearly  their  due.  But  it  was  not  so  pleasant  to  look  at  Ci'osbie, 
who  was  fidgeting  to  get  away  to  his  office,  to  whom  no  power 
of  choosing  in  the  matter  was  really  given,  and  whom  the  men 
regarded  as  being  altogether  supernumerary.  The  ladies  had 
promised  to  be  at  the  shop  by  half-past  ten,  so  that  Crosbie 
should  reach  his  office  at  eleven — or  a  little  after.  But  it  was 
nearly  eleven  before  they  left  the  Gazebee  residence,  and  it  was 
very  evident  that  half-an-hour  among  the  carpets  would  be  by 
no  means  sufficient.  It  seemed  as  though  miles  upon  miles  of 
gorgeous  colouring  were  unrolled  before  them  ;  and  then  when 
any  pattern  was  regarded  as  at  aU  practicable,  it  was  unrolled 
backwards  and  fonvards  till  a  room  was  nearly  covered  by  it. 
Crosbie  felt  for  the  men  who  were  hauling  about  the  huge 
heaps  of  material ;  but  Lady  Amelia  sat  as  composed  as  though 
't  were  her  duty  to  inspect  every  yard  of  stuff  in  the  warehouse. 
I  think  we'll  look  at  that  one  at  the  bottom  again."  Then 
the  men  went  to  work  and  removed  a  mountain.  "  No,  my 
dear,  that  green  in  the  scroll-work  won't  do.  It  would  fly 
ilirtctly,  if  any  hot  water  were  spilt."  The  man  smiling  in- 
'iValily,  declared  that  that  particular  green  never  flew  anywhere, 
bat  Lady  Amelia  paid  no  attention  to  him,  and  the  carjiet  for 
which  the  mountain  had  been  removed  became  part  of  auotln  r 
:oantain. 

"  That  might  do,"  said  Alexandrina,  gazing  upon  a  mag- 
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nificent  crimson  ground  througli  which,  rivers  of  yellow  mean- 
dered, carrying  with  them  in  theii*  streams  an  infinity  of  blue 
flowers.  And  as  she  spoke  she  held  her  head  graceful!;'  on 
one  side,  and  looked  down  upon  the  carpet  doubtingly.  Lady 
Amelia  poked  it  with  her  parasol  as  though  to  test  its  dura- 
bility, and  whispered  something  about  yellows  showing  the  dirt. 
Crosbie  took  out  his  watch  and  groaned. 

"  It's  a  superb  cai-pet,  my  lady,  and  about  the  newest 
thing  we  have.  We  put  down  four  hundred  and  fifty  yards 
of  it  for  the  Duchess  of  South  Wales,  at  Cwddglwich  Castle, 
only  last  month.  Nobody  has  had  it  since,  for  it  has  not  been 
in  stock."  Whereupon  Lady  Amelia  again  poked  it,  and  then 
got  up  and  walked  upon  it.  Lady  Alexandrina  held  her  head 
a  little  more  on  one  side. 

"  Five  and  three  ?"  said  Lady  Amelia. 

"  Oh,  no,  my  lady ;  five  and  seven ;  and  the  cheapest 
carpet  we  have  in  the  house.  There  is  twopence  a  yard  more 
in  the  colour  ;  there  is,  indeed." 

"  And  the  discount  ?"  asked  Lady  Amelia. 

"  Two  and  a  half,"  my  lady. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,"  said  Lady  Amelia.  "  I  always  have  five 
per  cent,  for  immediate  payment — quite  immediate,  you  know." 
Upon  which  the  man  declared  the  question  must  be  referred  to 
his  master.  Two  and  a  half  was  the  rule  of  the  house. 
Crosbie,  who  had  been  looking  out  of  the  window,  said  that 
upon  his  honour  he  couldn't  wait  any  longer. 

"  And  what  do  you  think  of  it,  Adolphus  ?"  asked  Alexan- 
drina. 

"  Think  of  what?" 

"  Of  the  carpet — this  one,  you  know!  " 

"  Oh — what  do  I  think  of  the  carpet?  I  don't  think  I 
quite  like  all  these  yellow  bands  ;  and  isn't  it  too  red  ?  I  should 
have  thought  something  brown  with  a  small  pattern  would 
have  been  better.     But,  upon  my  word,  I  don't  much  care." 

"  Of  course  he  doesn't,"  said  Lady  Amelia.  Then  the 
two  ladies  put  their  heads  together  for  another  five  minutes, 
and  the  caqjet  was  chosen — subject  to  that  question  of  the 
discount.  "  And  now  about  the  rug,"  said  Lady  Amelia. 
But  here  Crosbie  rebelled,  and  insisted  that  he  must  leave 
them  and  go  to  his  office.  "  You  can't  want  me  about  the 
rug,"  he  said.  "  Well,  perhaps  not,"  said  Lady  AmeHa. 
But  it  was  manifest  that  Alexancbina  did  not  approve  of  being 
thus  left  by  her  senior  attendant. 
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The  same  thiug  happened  in  Oxford  Street  with  reference 
to  the  chairs  and  sofas,  and  Crosbie  began  to  wish  that  he  wvro 
settled,  even  though  he  should  have  to  dress  himsuU  in  the 
closet  below  the  kitchen-stairs.  He  was  learning  to  hate  the 
whole  household  in  St.  John's  Wood,  and  almost  all  that  be- 
longed to  it.  He  was  introduced  there  to  little  flxmily  econo- 
mies of  which  hitherto  he  had  known  nothing,  and  which 
were  disgusting  to  him,  and  the  necessity  f  )r  wliich  was  espe- 
cially explained  to  him.  It  was  to  men  placed  as  he  was  about 
to  place  himself  that  these  economies  were  so  vitally  essential 
— to  men  who  with  limited  means  had  to  maintain  a  decorous 
outward  face  towards  the  fashionable  world.  Ample  supplies 
of  butchers'  meat  and  unlimited  washing-bills  might  be  \ery 
well  upon  fifteen  hundred  a  year  to  those  who  went  out  but 
seldom,  and  who  could  use  the  fii'st  cab  that  came  to  hand 
when  they  did  go  out.  But  there  were  certain  things  that 
Lady  Alexixndi-ina  must  do,  and  therefore  the  strictest  house- 
hold economy  became  necessary.  "Would  Lily  Dale  have  re- 
quired the  use  of  a  carriage,  got  up  to  look  as  though  it  were 
private,  at  the  expense  of  her  husband's  beefsteaks  and  clean 
shirts  ?  That  question  and  others  of  that  nature  were  asked 
by  Crosbie  within  his  own  mind,  not  unfrequently. 

But,  nevertheless,  he  tried  to  love  Aloxaudrina,  or  rather 
to  persuade  himself  that  he  loved  her.  If  he  could  only  get 
her  away  from  the  De  Courcy  faction,  and  especially  from  the 
Gazebee  branch  of  it,  he  would  break  her  of  all  that.  He 
would  teach  her  to  sit  triumphantly  in  a  street  cab,  and  to 
cater  for  her  table  with  a  plentiful  hand.  Teach  her  ! — at 
some  age  over  thirty ;  and  with  such  careful  training  as  she 
had  ah-eady  received  !  Did  he  intend  to  forbid  her  ever  again 
to  see  her  relations,  ever  to  go  to  St.  John's  "Wood,  or  to  cor- 
respond with  the  countess  and  Lady  Margaretta  ?  Teach  her, 
indeed  !  Had  he  yet  to  Icam  that  he  could  not  wash  a  black- 
amoor white  ".' — that  he  could  not  have  done  so  even  had  he 
himself  been  well  adapted  for  the  attempt,  whereas  he  was  in 
truth  nearly  as  ill  adapted  as  a  man  might  be  ?  But  who  could 
pity  him  ?  Lily,  whom  he  might  have  had  in  his  bosom, 
would  have  been  no  blackamoor 

Then  came  the  time  of  Lady  De  Courcy's  visit  to  town, 
and  Alexaudrina  moved  herself  ofl"  to  Portman  Square.  There 
was  some  apparent  comfoii,  in  this  to  Crosbie,  for  he  would 
thereby  be  saved  from  those  daily  dreary  jounieys  up  to  the 
north-west.     I  may  say  that  he  positively  hated  that  windy 
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comer  near  the  cliurch,  round  which  he  had  to  walk  in  getting 
to  the  Gazebee  residence,  and  that  he  hated  the  lamp  which 
guided  him  to  the  door,  and  the  veiy  door  itsell'.  This  door 
stood  buried  as  it  were  in  a  wall,  and  opened  on  to  a  narrow 
passage  which  ran  across  a  so-called  garden,  or  front  yard, 
containing  on  each  side  two  iron  receptacles  for  geraniums, 
painted  to  look  like  Palissy  ware,  and  a  naked  feniale  on  a 
pedestal.  No  spot  in  London  was,  as  he  thought,  so  cold  as 
the  bit  of  pavement  immediately  in  front  of  that  door.  And 
there  he  would  be  kept  five,  ten,  fifteen  minutes,  as  he  declared 
— though  I  believe  in  my  heart  that  the  time  never  exceeded 
three, — while  Richard  was  putting  ofi"  the  trappings  of  his 
work  and  putting  on  the  trappings  of  his  grandeur. 

If  people  would  only  have  their  doors  opened  to  you  by 
such  assistance  as  may  come  most  easily  and  naturally  to  the 
work  !  I  stood  lately  for  some  minutes  on  a  Tuesday  after- 
noon at  a  gallant  portal,  and  as  I  waxed  impatient  a  pretty 
maiden  came  and  opened  it.  She  was  a  pretty  maiden,  though 
her  hands  and  face  and  apron  told  tales  of  the  fire-grates. 
*'  Laws,  sir,"  she  said,  "  the  visitors'  day  is  Wednesday;  and 
if  you  would  come  then,  there  would  be  the  man  in  livery  !  " 
She  took  my  card  with  the  corner  of  her  apron,  and  did  just 
as  well  as  the  man  in  livery  ;  but  what  would  have  happened 
to  her  had  her  little  speech  been  overheard  by  her  mistress  "? 

Crosbie  hated  the  house  in  St.  John's  Wood,  and  there- 
fore the  coming  of  the  countess  was  a  relief  to  him.  Portman 
Square  was  easily  to  be  reached,  and  the  hospitalities  of  the 
countess  would  not  be  pressed  upon  him  so  strongly  as  those 
of  the  Gazebees.  When  he  first  called  he  was  shown  into 
the  great  family  dining-room,  which  looked  out  towards  the 
back  of  tbe  house.  The  front  windows  were,  of  course,  closed, 
as  the  family  was  not  supposed  to  be  in  Loudon.  Here  he 
remained  in  the  room  for  some  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  then 
the  countess  descended  upon  him  in  all  her  grandeur.  Perhaps 
he  had  never  before  seen  her  so  grand.  Her  dress  was  very 
large,  and  rustled  through  the  broad  doorway,  as  if  demanding 
even  a  broader  passage.  She  had  on  a  wonder  of  a  bonnet, 
and  a  velvet  mantle  that  was  nearly  as  expansive  as  her  petti- 
coats. She  threw  her  head  a  little  back  as  she  accosted  him, 
and  he  instantly  perceived  that  he  was  enveloped  in  the  lumes 
of  an  affectionate  but  somewhat  contemptuous^  patronage.  lu 
old  days  he  had  liked  the  countess,  because  her  manner  to 
him  had  always  been  flattering.     In  his  intercourse  with  her 
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he  had  koou  able  to  feel  tbrit  he  gave  quite  as  much  as  he 
got,  and  thftt  the  countess  was  awaie  of  tho  fact.  In  all  the 
circumstances  cf  their  acquaintance  the  ascendancy  had  been 
with  him,  iwd  therefore  tlie  acquaiutnuce  had  boon  a  pleasant 
one.  The  counte33  had  been  a  good-natured,  agi'eeable  woman, 
whose  rank  and  position  had  made  her  house  pleasant  to  him  ; 
and  therefore  he  had  consented  to  shine  upon  her  with  such 
light  as  he  had  to  give.  ^Miy  was  it  that  the  matter  was  re- 
versed, now  that  there  was  so  much  stronger  a  cause  for  good 
feeling  between  them  '?  He  knew  that  there  was  such  change, 
and  with  bitter  internal  upbraidings  he  acknowledged  to  him- 
self that  this  woman  was  getting  the  mastery  over  him.  As 
the  friend  of  the  countess  he  had  been  a  gi-eat  man  in  her 
eyes  ; — in  all  her  httle  words  and  looks  she  had  acknowledged 
his  power ;  but  now,  as  her  son-in-law,  he  was  to  become 
a  very  httle  man, — such  as  was  Mortimer  Gazebee  ! 

"  My  dear  Adolphus,"  she  said,  taking  both  his  hands,  "  the 
day  is  coming  ver}-  near  now  ;  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  Very  near,  indeed,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,  it  is  very  near.  I  hope  you  feel  yourself  a  happy 
man." 

"  Oh,  yes,  that's  of  course." 

"  It  ought  to  be.  Speaking  very  seriously,  I  mean  that  it 
.>ught  to  be  a  matter  of  course.  She  is  eveiything  that  a 
man  should  desire  in  a  wife.  I  am  not  alluding  now  to  her 
rank,  though  of  course  yon  feel  what  a  great  advantage  she 
gives  you  in  this  respect." 

Crosbie  muttered  something  as  to  his  consciousness  of 
having  drawn  a  prize  in  the  lottery  ;  but  he  so  muttered  it  as 
not  to  convey  to  the  lady's  ears  a  proper  sense  of  his  depen- 
dent gratitude.  "  I  know  of  no  man  more  fortunate  than  you 
have  been,"  she  continued  ;  "  and  I  hope  that  my  dear  girl  will 
find  that  you  are  fully  aware  that  it  is  so.  I  think  that  she 
is  looking  rather  fagged.  You  have  allowed  her  to  do  more 
than  was  good  for  her  in  the  way  of  shopping." 

"  She  has  done  a  good  deal,  certainly,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  She  is  so  little  used  to  an\-thing  of  that  kind  !  But  of 
course,  as  things  have  turned  out,  it  was  necessar}-  that  slie 
should  see  to  these  things  herself." 

"  I  rather  think  she  liked  it,"  said  Crosbie. 

"I  beUeve  she  will  always  like  doing  her  duty.  We  are 
iust  going  now  to  Madame  Milkfranc's.  to  see  some  silks ; — 
perhaps  you  would  wish  to  go  with  us  ?" 
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Just  at  this  moment  Alexandrina  came  into  the  room,  and 
looked  as  though  she  were  in  all  respects  a  smaller  edition  of 
her  mother.  They  were  both  well-gro^iMi  women,  with  hand- 
some, large  figures,  and  a  certain  air  about  them  which 
answered  almost  for  beauty.  As  to  the  countess,  her  face,  on 
close  inspection,  bore,  as  it  was  entitled  to  do,  deep  signs  of 
age  ;  but  she  so  managed  her  face  that  any  such  close  in-  j 
spection  was  never  made  ;  and  her  general  appearance  for  her  | 
time  of  life  was  certainly  good.  Very  little  more  than  this 
could  be  said  in  favour  of  her  daughter. 

♦'  Oh  dear,  no,  mamma,"  she  said,  having  heard  her 
mother's  last  words.  "He's  the  worst  person  in  a  shop  in 
the  world.  He  likes  nothing,  and  dislikes  nothing.  Do  you, 
Adolphus  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do.  I  like  all  the  cheap  things,  and  dislike 
all  the  dear  tilings." 

"  Then  you  certainly  shall  not  go  with  us  to  Madame 
JMillefranc's,"  said  Alexandrina. 

"  It  would  not  matter  to  him  there,  you  know,  my  dear," 
said  the  countess,  thinking  perhaps  of  the  suggestion  she  had 
lately  made  to  Mr.  Gazebee. 

On  this  occasion  Crosbie  managed  to  escape,  simply  pro- 
mising to  return  to  Portman  Square  in  the  evening  after  dinner. 
"  By-the-by,  Adolphus,"  said  the  countess,  as  he  handed  her 
into  the  hired  carriage  which  stood  at  the  door,  "  I  wish  you 
would  go  to  Lambert's,  on  Ludgate  Hill,  for  me.  He  has  had 
a  bracelet  of  mine  for  nearly  three  months.  Do,  there's  a  good 
creature.     Get  it  if  you  can,  and  bring  it  up  this  evening," 

Crosbie,  as  he  made  his  way  back  to  his  office,  swore  that 
he  would  not  do  the  bidtHng  of  the  countess.  He  would  not 
trudge  off  into  the  city  after  her  trinkets.  But  at  five  o'clock, 
when  he  left  his  office,  he  did  go  there.  He  apologized  to 
himself  by  saying  that  he  had  nothing  else  to  do,  and  be- 
thouglit  himself  that  at  the  present  moment  his  lady  mother- 
in-law's  smiles  might  be  more  convenient  than  her  frowns. 
So  he  went  to  Lambert's,  on  Ludgate  Hill,  and  there  learned 
that  the  bracelet  had  been  sent  down  to  Courcy  Castle  full  two 
mouths  since. 

After  that  he  dined  at  his  club,  at  Sebright's.  He  dined 
alone,  sitting  by  no  means  in  bliss  with  his  half-pint  of  sherry 
on  the  table  before  him.  A  man  now  and  then  came  up  and 
spoke  to  him,  one  a  few  words,  and  another  a  few,  and  two  or 
three  congratulated  him  as  to  his  marriage;  but  the  club  was 
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not  the  same  thing  to  him  as  it  had  formerly  been.  He  cliil 
not  stand  in  the  centre  of  the  rug,  speaking  imlifferently  to  all 
or  any  around  him,  ready  with  his  joke,  and  loudly  on  the 
alert  with  the  last  news  of  the  day.  How  easy  it  is  to  be  seen 
when  any  man  has  fallen  from  his  pride  of  place,  though  the 
altitude  was  ever  so  small,  and  the  lall  ever  so  slight.  AVhere 
is  the  man  who  can  endure  such  a  fall  without  showing  it  in  his 
face,  in  his  voice,  in  his  step,  and  in  every  motion  of  every 
limb '?  Crosbie  knew  that  he  had  fallen,  and  showed  that  he 
knew  it  by  the  manner  in  which  he  ate  his  mutton  chop. 

At  half-past  eight  he  was  again  in  Portman  Square,  and 
found  the  two  ladies  crowding  over  a  small  fire  in  a  small  back 
dmwing-room.  The  furniture  was  all  covered  with  bro\^•n 
holland,  and  the  place  had  about  it  that  cold  comfortless  feeling 
which  uninhabited  rooms  always  produce.  Crosbie,  as  he  had 
walked  from  the  club  up  to  P(n'tman  Square,  had  indulged  in 
some  serious  thoughts.  The  kind  of  life  which  he  had  hitherto 
led  had  certainly  passed  away  from  him.  He  could  never  again 
be  the  pet  of  a  club,  or  indulged  as  one  to  whom  all  good  things 
were  to  be  given  without  any  labour  at  earning  them  on  his 
own  part.  Such  for  some  years  had  been  his  good  fortune, 
but  such  could  be  his  good  fortune  no  longer.  Was  there  any- 
thing within  his  reach  which  he  might  take  in  lieu  of  that  which 
he  had  lost  ?  He  might  still  be  victorious  at  his  office,  having 
more  capacity  for  such  victory  than  others  around  him.  But 
such  success  alone  would  hardly  suffice  for  him.  Then  he 
considered  whether  he  might  not  even  yet  be  happy  in  his 
own  home, — whether  Alexandi'ina,  when  separated  ii"om  her 
mother,  might  not  become  such  a  wife  as  he  could  love. 
Nothing  softens  a  man's  feelings  so  mucli  as  fiiiluro,  or  makes 
him  turn  so  anxiously  to  an  idea  of  home  as  bufl'etings  from 
those  he  meets  abroad.  He  had  abandoned  Lily  because  his 
outer  world  had  seemed  to  him  too  bright  to  be  deserted.  Ho 
would  endeavour  to  supply  her  place  \\'ith  Alexandrina,  because 
his  outer  world  had  seemed  to  him  too  harsh  to  be  supported. 
Alas  !  alas !  a  man  cannot  so  easily  repent  of  his  sins,  and 
wash  hiTnself  white  from  their  stains ! 

Whtn  he  entered  the  room  the  two  ladies  were  sitting  over 
the  fire,  as  I  have  stated,  and  Crosbie  could  immediately  per- 
ceive that  the  spirit  of  the  countess  was  not  serene.  In  fact 
there  had  been  a  few  words  between  the  mother  and  child  on 
that  matter  of  the  trousseau,  and  Alexandrina  had  plainly  told 
her  mother  that  if  she  were  to  be  mamed  at  all  she  would  be 
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married  with  such  garments  belonging  to  her  as  were  fitting 
for  an  earl's  daughter.  It  was  in  vain  that  her  mother  had 
explained  with  many  circumlocutional  phrases,  that  the  fitness 
in  this  respect  should  be  accommodated  rather  to  the  plebeian 
husband  than  to  the  noble  parent.  Alexandrina  had  been  very 
firm,  and  had  insisted  on  licr  rights,  giving  the  countess  to 
understand  that  if  her  orders  for  finery  were  not  complied  with, 
she  would  return  as  a  spinster  to  Courcy,  and  prepare  herself 
for  partnership  with  Rosina. 

"My  dear,"  said  the  countess,  piteously,  "you  can  have 
no  idea  of  what  I  shall  have  to  go  through  with  your  father. 
And,  of  course,  you  could  get  all  these  things  afterwards." 

"  Papa  has  no  right  to  treat  me  in  such  a  way.  And  if  he 
would  not  give  me  any  money  himself,  he  should  have  let  me 
have  some  of  my  o^\■n." 

"  Ah,  my  dear,  that  was  Mr.  Gazcbee's  fault." 

"  I  don't  care  whose  fault  it  was.  It  certainly  was  not 
mine.  I  won't  have  him  to  tell  me" — him  was  intended  to 
signify  Adolphus  Crosbie — "  that  he  had  to  pay  lor  my 
wedding-clothes." 

"  Of  course  not  that,  my  dear." 

"  No  ;  nor  yet  for  the  things  which  I  wanted  immediately. 
I'd  much  rather  go  and  tell  him  at  once  that  the  marriage 
must  be  put  oil'." 

Alexandrina  of  course  carried  her  point,  the  countess 
reflecting  with  a  maternal  devotion  equal  almost  to  that  of  the 
pelican,  that  the  carl  could  not  do  more  than  kill  her.  So  the 
things  were  ordered  as  Alexandrina  chose  to  order  them,  and 
the  eountess  desired  that  the  bills  might  be  sent  in  to  Mr. 
Gazebee.  Much  self-devotion  had  been  displayed  by  the  mother, 
but  the  mother  thought  that  none  had  been  displayed  by  the 
daughter,  and  therefore  she  had  been  veiy  cross  with 
Alexandrina. 

Crosbie,  taking  a  chair,  sat  himself  between  them,  and  in 
a  very  good-humoured  tone  explained  the  little  afiair  of  the 
Ijracelet.  "  Your  ladyship's  memory  must  have  played  you 
false,"  said  he,  with  a  smile. 

"My  memory  is  very  good,"  said  the  countess;  "very 
good  indeed.  If  Twitch  got  it,  and  didn't  tell  me,  that  was  not 
my  fault."  Twitch  was  her  ladyship's  lady's-maid.  Crosbie, 
seeing  how  the  laud  lay,  said  nothmg  more  about  the  bracelet. 

After  a  minute  or  two  he  put  out  his  hand  to  take  that  of 
Alexandrina.     They  were  to  be  married  now  in  a  week  or  two. 
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and  such  a  sign  of  love  might  have  been  allowed  to  him,  even 
in  the  presence  of  the  bride's  mother.  He  did  succeed  in 
getting  hold  of  her  fingers,  but  found  in  them  none  of  the 
softness  of  a  response.  "Don't,"  said  Lady  Alexambina, 
withdrawing  her  hand  ;  and  the  tone  of  her  voice  as  she  spoke 
the  word  was  not  sweet  to  his  ears.  He  remembered  at  the 
moment  a  certain  scene  which  took  place  one  evening  at  the 
little  bridge  at  Allingtou,  and  Lily's  voice,  and  Lily's  words, 
and  Lily's  passion,  as  he  caressed  her:  "Oh,  my  love,  my 
love,  my  love  !  " 

"My  dear,"  said  the  countess,  "  they  know  how  tired  I 
am.  I  wonder  whether  they  are  going  to  give  us  any  tea." 
"WTiereupou  Crosbie  rang  the  bell,  and,  on  resuming  his  chau', 
moved  it  a  little  farther  away  from  his  lady-love. 

Presently  the  tea  was  brought  to  them  by  the  housekeeper's 
assistant,  who  did  not  appear  to  have  made  herself  veiy  smart 
for  the  occasion,  and  Crosbie  thought  that  he  was  de  Irop. 
This,  however,  was  a  mistake  on  his  part.  As  he  had  been 
admitted  into  the  family,  such  little  matters  were  no  longer 
subject  of  care.  Two  or  tlu-ee  months  since,  the  countess 
would  have  fainted  at  the  idea  of  such  a  domestic  appearing 
with  a  tea-tray  before  Mr.  Crosbie.  Now,  however,  she  was 
utterly  imlilferent  to  any  such  consideration.  Crosbie  v/as  to 
be  admitted  into  the  family,  thereby  becoming  entitled  to 
certain  prinleges, — and  thereby  also  becoming  subject  to  cer- 
tain domestic  drawbacks.  In  Mrs.  Dale's  little  household 
there  had  been  no  rising  to  grandeur ;  but  then,  also,  there 
had  never  been  any  bathos  of  dii-t.  Of  this  also  Crosbie 
thought  as  he  sat  mth  his  tea  in  his  hand. 

He  soon,  however,  got  himself  away.  When  he  rose  to 
go  Alexandrina  also  rose,  and  he  was  permitted  to  press  his 
nose  against  her  cheekbone  by  way  of  a  salute. 

"  Good-night,  Adolphus,"  said  the  countess,  putting  out 
her  hand  to  him.  "  But  stop  a  minute ;  I  know  there  is 
something  I  want  you  to  do  for  me.  But  you  will  look  in 
as  you  go  to  your  office  to-morrow  morning." 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

DOMESTIC     TROUBLES. 

When  Crosbie  was  making  his  ineffectual  inquiiy  after  Lady 
De  Courcy's  bracelet  at  Lambert's,  John  Eames  was  in  the 
act  of  entering  Mrs.  Roper's  fi-ont  door  in  Burton  Crescent. 

"Oh,  John,  wherc's  Mr.  Cradell  ?  "  were  the  first  words 
which  greeted  him,  and  they  were  spoken  by  the  divine  Amelia. 
Now,  in  her  usual  practice  of  life,  Amelia  did  not  interest  her- 
self much  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  Mr.  Cradell. 

"Where's  Caudle?"  said  Eames,  repeating  the  question. 
"  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know.  I  walked  to  the  office  with 
him,  but  I  haven't  seen  him  since.  We  don't  sit  in  the  same 
room,  you  know." 

"  John !  "  and  then  she  stopped. 

"  What's  up  now  ?  "  said  John, 

"  John  !  That  woman's  off  and  left  her  husband.  As 
sure  as  your  name's  John  Eames,  that  foolish  fellow  has  gone 
off  with  her." 

"  What,  Caudle  ?     I  don't  believe  it." 

"  She  went  out  of  this  house  at  two  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon, and  has  never  been  back  since."  That,  certainly,  was 
only  four  hours  from  the  present  time,  and  such  an  absence 
from  home  in  the  middle  of  the  day  was  but  weak  evidence  on 
which  to  charge  a  married  woman  with  the  great  sin  of  running 
off  with  a  lover.  This  Amelia  felt,  and  therefore  she  went  on 
to  explain.  "  He's  there  upstairs  in  the  di'awing-room,  the 
veiT  picture  of  disconsolateness." 
*"  Who,— Caudle?" 

"Lupex  is.  He's  been  drinking  a  little,  I'm  afraid;  but 
he's  veiy  unhappy,  indeed.  He  had  an  appointment  to  meet 
his  wife  here  at  four  o'clock,  and  when  he  came  he  found  her 
gone.  He  rushed  up  into  their  room,  and  now  he  says  she  has 
broken  open  a  box  he  had  and  taken  off  all  his  money." 

"  But  he  never  had  any  money." 

"  He  paid  mother  some  the  day  before  yesterday." 

"  That's  just  the  reason  ho  shouldn't  have  any  to- 
day." 

"  She  certainly  has  taken  things  she  wouldn't  have  taken  if 
she'd  merely  gone  out  shopping  or  an}'thing  like  that,  for  I've 
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been  up  in  the  room  and  looked  about  it.  She'd  three  noch  • 
laces.  They  weren't  much  account ;  but  she  must  have  th^ni 
all  on,  or  else  have  got  them  in  her  pocket." 

"  Caudle  has  never  gone  oil'  with  her  in  that  wav.  He  may 
be  a  fool " 

"  Oh,  he  is,  you  know.  I've  never  seen  such  a  fool  about 
a  woman  as  he  has  been." 

"  But  he  wouldn't  be  a  party  to  stealing  a  lot  of  trampery 
trinkets,  or  taking  her  husband's  money.  Indeed,  I  don't 
think  he  has  anything  to  do  with  it."  Then  Eames  thought 
over  the  circumstances  of  the  day,  and  remembered  that  he 
had  cei-tainly  not  seen  Cradell  since  the  morning.  It  was  that 
public  servant's  practice  to  saunter  into  Eames's  room  in  the 
middle  of  the  day,  and  there  consume  bread  and  cheese  and 
beer, — in  spite  of  an  assertion  which  Johnny  had  once  made 
as  to  crumbs  of  biscuit  bathed  in  ink.  But  on  this  special  day 
he  had  not  done  so.  "I  can't  think  he  has  been  such  a  fool 
as  that,"  said  Johnny. 

"  But  he  has,"  said  Amelia.  "  It's  dinner-time  now,  and 
where  is  he  ?     Had  he  any  money  left,  Johnny  ?  " 

So  interrogated,  Eames  disclosed  a  secret  confided  to  him 
by  his  friend  which  no  other  cii'cumstances  would  have  suc- 
ceeded in  dragging  from  his  breast. 

•'  She  borrowed  twelve  pounds  from  him  about  a  fortnight 
since,  immediately  after  quarter-day.  And  she  owed  hiin' 
money,  too,  before  that." 

"  Oh,  what  a  soft !  "  exclaimed  Amelia  ;  "  and  he  hasn't 
paid  mother  a  shilling  for  the  last  two  months  !  " 

*'  It  was  his  money,  perhaps,  that  Mrs.  Roper  got  from 
Lupex  the  day  before  yesterday.  If  so,  it  comes  to  the  same 
thing  as  for  as  she  is  concerned,  you  know." 

"  And  what  are  we  to  do  now  ?  "  said  Amelia,  as  she  went 
before  her  lover  upstairs.  "  Oh,  John,  what  will  become  of 
me  if  ever  you  serve  me  in  that  way '?  What  should  I  do  if 
you  were  to  go  off  with  another  lady  ?  " 

"  Lupex  hasn't  gone  oil',"  said  Eames,  who  hardly  knew 
what  to  sav  when  the  matter  was  brought  before  him  with  so 
closely  personal  a  reference. 

"  But  it's  the  same  thing,"  said  Amelia.  "  Hearts  is 
divided.  Hearts  that  have  been  joined  together  ought  never 
to  be  divided  ;  ought  they  ?  "  And  then  she  hung  upon  his 
arm  just  as  they  got  to  the  drawing-room  door. 

"Hearts  and  darts  are  all  my  eye,"  said  Johnny.     "  iry 
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belief  is  that  a  man  had  better  never  many  at  all.  How  d'you 
do,  Mr.  I:upes  ?     Is  anything  the  matter '?  " 

Mr.  Luviex  was  seated  on  a  chair  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  and  was  leaning  with  his  head  over  the  back  of  it.  So 
despondent  was  he  in  his  attitude  that  his  head  would  have 
fallen  off  and  rolled  on  to  the  floor,  had  it  followed  the  course 
which  its  owner  seemed  to  intend  that  it  should  take.  His 
hands  hung  do\vn  also  along  the  back  legs  of  the  chair,  till 
his  fingers  almost  touched  the  ground,  and  altogether  his  ap- 
pearance was  pendent,  drooping,  and  wobegone.  Miss  Spruce 
was  seated  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  with  her  hands  folded 
in  her  lap  before  her,  and  Mrs.  Roper  was  standing  on  the  rug 
with  a  look  of  severe  virtue  on  her  brow, — of  virtue  which,  to 
judge  by  its  appearance,  was  very  severe.  Nor  was  its  severity 
intended  to  be  exercised  solely  against  Mrs.  Lupex.  Mrs. 
Eioper  was  becoming  very  tired  of  Mr.  Lupex  also,  and  would 
not  have  been  unhappy  if  he  also  had  run  away, — leaving 
behind  him  so  much  of  his  property  as  would  have  paid 
his  bill. 

Mr.  Lupex  did  not  stir  when  first  addressed  by  John  Earaes, 
but  a  certain  comoilsive  movement  was  to  be  seen  on  the  back 
of  his  head,  indicating  that  this  new  arrival  in  the  drawing- 
room  had  produced  a  fi-esh  accession  of  agony.  The  chair, 
too,  quivered  under  him,  and  his  fingers  stretched  themselves 
nearer  to  the  gi-ound  and  shook  themselves. 

"Mr.  Lupex,  we're  going  to  dinner  immediately,"  said 
Mrs.  Hoper.    "  Mr.  Eames,  where  is  your  friend,  Mr.  Cradell  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know,"  said  Eames. 

"  But  I  know,"  said  Lupex,  jumping  up  and  standing  at 
his  full  height,  while  he  knocked  down  the  chair  which  had 
lately  supported  him.  "  The  traitor  to  domestic  bliss !  I  know. 
And  wherever  he  is,  he  has  that  false  woman  in  his  arms. 
Would  he  were  here  !  "  And  as  he  expressed  the  last  wish  he 
went  through  a  motion  with  his  hands  and  arms  which  seemed 
intended  to  signify  that  if  that  unfortunate  young  man  were  in 
the  company  he  would  pull  him  in  pieces  and  double  him  up, 
and  pack  him  close,  and  then  despatch  his  remains  ofi',  tlirough 
infinite  space,  to  the  Prince  of  Darkness.  "  Ti-aitor,"  he  ex- 
claimed, as  he  finished  the  process.  "  False  traitor !  Foul 
traitor !  And  she  too  !  "  Then,  as  he  thought  of  this  softer 
side  of  the  subject,  he  prepared  himself  to  relapse  agiiin  on  to 
the  chair.  Finding  it  on  the  ground  he  had  to  pick  it  up. 
He  did  pick  it  up,  and  once  more  flung  away  his  head  over  the 
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back  of  it,  and  stretched  his  j&nger-nails  almost  down  to  tho 
carpet. 

"  James,"  said  ]Mrs.  Roper  to  her  son,  who  was  now  in  the 
room,  "  I  think  you'd  better  stay  with  'Mr.  Lupex  while  we  aro 
at  dinner.  Come,  I^Iiss  Spruce,  I'm  very  soriy  that  you  should 
be  annoyed  by  this  kind  of  thiufj." 

"  It  don't  hurt  me,"  said  Miss  Spruce,  preparing  to  leave 
the  room.     "  I'm  only  an  old  woman." 

"  Annoyed  !  "  said  Lupex,  raising  himself  again  fmm  his 
chair,  not  perhaps  altogether  disposed  to  remain  upstairs  while 
the  dinner,  for  which  it  was  intended  that  he  should  some  day 
pay,  was  being  eaten  below.  "  Annoyed !  It  is  a  profound 
sorrow  to  me  that  any  lady  should  be  annoyed  by  my  mis- 
fortunes. As  regards  !Miss  Spruce,  I  look  upon  her  character 
with  profound  veneration." 

"  You  needn't  mind  me  ;  I'm  only  an  old  woman,"  said 
Miss  Spruce. 

"  But,  by  heavens,  I  do  mind  !  "  exclaimed  Lupex  ;  and 
hurrying  forward  he  seized  Miss  Spruce  by  the  hand.    "  I  shall 

always  regard  age  as  entitled "    But  the  special  privileges 

which  Mr.  Lupex  would  have  accorded  to  age  were  never  made 
known  to  the  inhabitants  of  Mrs.  Roper's  boarding-house,  lor 
the  door  of  the  room  was  again  opened  at  this  moment,  and 
Mr.  Cradell  entered. 

"  Here  you  are,  old  fellow,  to  answer  for  yourself,"  said 
Eames. 

Cradell,  who  had  heard  something  as  he  came  iu  at  the 
front  door,  but  had  not  heard  that  Lupex  was  in  the  drawing- 
room,  made  a  slight  start  backwards  when  ho  saw  that  gentle- 
man's face.  "  Upon  my  word  and  honour,"  he  began; — but 
he  was  able  to  cany  his  speech  no  further.  Lupex,  dropping 
the  hand  of  the  elderly  lady  whom  he  reverenced,  was  upon 
him  in  an  instant,  and  Cradell  was  shaking  beneath  his  grasp 
like  an  aspen  leaf, — or  rather  not  like  an  aspen  leaf,  unless  an 
aspen  leaf  when  shaken  is  to  be  seen  with  its  eyes  shut,  its 
mouth  open,  and  its  tongue  hanging  out. 

"  Come,  I  say,"  said  Eames,  stepping  forward  to  his 
friend's  assistance  ;  "  this  wont  do  at  all,  Mr.  Lupex.  You've 
been  drinking.  You'd  better  wait  till  to-morrow  morning,  and 
speak  to  Cradell  then." 

"  To-morrow  morning,  viper,"  shouted  Lupex,  still  holding 
his  prey,  but  looking  back  at  Eames  over  his  shoulder,  ^^^lo 
the  viper  was  had  not  been  cleai-ly  indicated.     "  When  will  he 
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restore  to  me  my  wife  ?     "When  will  he  restore  to  mc  my 
honour?  " 

"  Upon-on-on-on  luy — "  It  was  for  the  moment  in  vain 
that  poor  Mr.  Cradeil  endeavoured  to  asseverate  his  innocence, 
and  to  stalie  his  honour  upon  his  own  purity  as  regarded 
Mrs.  Lupex.  Lupex  still  held  to  his  enemy's  cravat,  though 
Eames  had  now  got  him  by  the  arm,  and  so  far  impeded  his 
movements  as  to  hinder  him  from  proceeding  to  any  graver 
attack* 

"  Jemima,  Jemima,  Jemima  !  "  shouted  Mrs.  Koper.  "  Run 
for  the  police ;  run  for  the  police  !  "  But  Amelia,  who  had 
more  presence  of  mind  than  her  mother,  stopped  Jemima  as 
she  was  making  to  one  of  the  front  windows.  "Keep  where 
you  are,"  said  Amelia.  "  They'll  come  quiet  in  a  minute  or 
two.  And  Amelia  no  doubt  was  right.  Calling  for  the  police 
when  there  is  a  row  in  the  house  is  like  summoning  the  water- 
engines  when  the  soot  is  on  fire  in  the  kitchen  chimney.  In 
such  cases  good  management  will  allow  the  soot  to  burn  itself 
out,  without  aid  from  the  water-engines.  In  the  present 
instance  the  police  were  not  called  in,  and  I  am  inclined  to 
think  that  their  presence  would  not  have  been  advantageous  to 
any  of  the  party. 

"  Upon-my-honour — I  know  nothing  about  her,"  were  the 
first  words  which  Cradcll  was  able  to  articulate,  when  Lupex, 
under  Eames's  persuasion,  at  last  relaxed  his  hold. 

Lupex  turned  round  to  Miss  Spruce  with  a  sardonic  grin. 
"  You  hear  his  words, — this  enemy  to  domestic  bliss, — Ha, 
ha  !  man,  tell  me  whither  you  have  conveyed  my  wife  !  " 

"If  you  were  to  give  me  the  Bank  of  England  I  don't 
know,"  said  Cradeil. 

"  And  I'm  sure  he  does  not  know,"  said  Mrs.  Eoper, 
■whose  suspicions  against  Cradeil  were  beginning  to  subside. 
But  as  her  suspicions  subsided,  her  respect  for  him  decreased. 
Such  was  the  case  also  with  Miss  Spruce,  and  with  Amelia, 
and  with  Jemima.  They  had  all  thought  him  to  be  a  great 
fool  for  ininning  away  with  Mrs.  Lupex,  but  now  they  were 
beginning  to  think  him  a  poor  creature  because  he  had  not 
done  so.  Had  he  committed  that  active  folly  he  would  have 
been  an  interesting  fool.  But  now,  if,  as  they  all  suspected, 
he  knew  no  more  about  Mrs.  Lupex  than  they  did,  he  v.'ould 
be  a  fool  without  any  special  interest  whatever. 

"  Of  coui'se  he  doesn't,"  said  Eames. 

"  No  more  than  I  do,"  said  Amelia. 
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"  His  very  looks  show  him  innocent,"  said  Mrs.  Roper. 

"  Indeed  thoy  do,"  said  Miss  Spruce. 

Lupex  turned  from  one  to  the  other  as  they  thus  defended 
the  man  whom  he  suspected,  and  shook  his  head  at  each 
ussertiou  that  was  made.  "And  if  he  doesn't  know  who 
does  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Haven't  I  seen  it  all  for  the  last  three 
mouths  ?  Is  it  reasonable  to  suppose  that  a  creature  such  as 
she,  used  to  domestic  comforts  all  her  life,  should  have  gone 
oil"  in  this  way,  at  dinner-time,  taking  with  her  my  property 
and  all  her  jewels,  and  that  nobody  should  have  instigated 
her  ;  nobody  assisted  her  !  Is  that  a  stoi-y  to  tell  to  such  a 
man  as  me  !  You  may  tell  it  to  the  marines  !  "  Mr.  Lupex, 
as  he  made  this  speech,  was  walking  about  the  room,  and  as 
he  finished  it  ho  threw  his  pocket-handkerchief  with  violence 
on  to  the  floor.  "  I  know  what  to  do,  Mrs.  Roper,"  he  said. 
"  I  know  what  steps  to  take.  I  shall  put  the  affair  into  the 
hands  of  my  law}-er  to-morrow  morning."  Then  he  picked  up 
his  handkerchief  and  walked  down  into  the  dining-room. 

"Of  course  v^ou  know  nothing  about  it?"  said  Eames  to 
his  friend,  having  run  upstairs  for  the  purpose  of  saying  a 
word  to  him  while  he  washed  his  hands. 

""What, — about  Maria?  I  don't  know  where  she  is,  if  you 
mean  that." 

"Of  course  I  mean  that.  TVhat  else  should  I  mean? 
And  what  makes  you  call  her  Maria  ?  " 

"It  is  wi-ong.  I  admit  it's  wrong.  The  word  will  come 
out,  you  know." 

"  Will  come  out !  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  old  fellow, 
you'll  get  yourself  into  a  mess,  and  all  for  nothing.  That 
fellow  wUl  have  you  up  before  the  police  for  stealing  his 
things " 

"  But,  Johnnv " 


"  I  know  all  about  it.  Of  course  you  have  not  stolen 
them,  and  of  course  there  was  nothing  to  steal.  But  if  you 
go  on  calling  her  Maria  you'll  find  that  he'll  have  a  pull  on 
you.     Men  don't  call  other  men's  wives  names  for  nothing." 

"  Of  coui'se  we've  been  friends,"  said  Cradcll,  who  rather 
liked  this  view  of  the  matter. 

"  Yes, — you  have  been  friends  !  She's  diddled  you  out  of 
four  money,  and  that's  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  it.  And 
now,  if  you  go  on  showing  ofl  your  fi-iendship,  you'll  be  done 
out  of  more  money.  You're  making  an  ass  of  yourself. 
That's  the  long  and  the  short  of  it." 
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"And  what  have  you  made  of  yourself  with  that  girl? 
There  arc  worse  asses  ihan  I  am  yet,  Master  Johnnv."  Eames, 
as  he  had  no  answer  ready  to  this  counter  attack,  left  the  room 
and  went  doAvnstairs.  Cradell  soon  followed  him,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  they  were  all  eating  their  dinner  together  at  Mrs. 
Roper's  hospitable  table. 

Immediately  after  dinner  Lupex  took  himself  away,  and 
the  conversation  upstairs  became  general  on  the  subject  of 
the  lady's  departure. 

"  If  I  was  him  I'd  never  ask  a  question  about  her,  but 
let  her  go,"  said  Amelia. 

"  Yes  ;  and  then  have  all  her  bills  following  you,  wherever 
you  went,"  said  Amelia's  brother. 

"I'd  sooner  have  her  bills  than  herself,"  said  Eames. 

"  My  belief  is,  that  she's  been  an  ill-used  woman,"  said 
Cradell.  "  If  she  had  a  husband  that  she  could  respect  and 
have  loved,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  she  would  have  been  a 
charming  woman." 

"  She's  every  bit  as  bad  as  he  is,"  said  Mrs.  Roper. 

"  I  can't  agree  with  you,  Mrs.  Roper,"  continued  the  lady's 
champion.  "  Perhaps  I  ought  to  understand  her  position  better 
than  any  one  here,  and " 

"  Then  that's  just  what  you  ought  not  to  do,  Mr.  Cradell," 
said  Mrs.  Roper.  And  now  the  lady  of  the  house  spoke  out 
her  mind  witli  much  maternal  dignity  and  with  some  feminine 
severity.  "  That's  just  what  a  young  man  like  you  has  no 
business  to  know.  What's  a  married  woman  like  that  to  you, 
or  you  to  her;  or  what  have  you  to  do  with  understanding 
her  position  ?  When  you've  a  wife  of  your  own,  if  ever  you 
do  have  one,  you'll  find  you'll  have  trouble  enough  then  with- 
out anybody  else  interfering  with  you.  Not  but  what  I  believe 
you're  innocent  as  a  lamb  about  Mrs.  Lupex ;  that  is,  as  far 
as  any  harm  goes.  But  you've  got  yourself  into  all  this 
trouble  by  meddling,  and  was  like  enough  to  get  yourself  choked 
upstairs  by  that  man.  And  who's  to  wonder  when  you  go  on 
pretending  to  bo  in  love  with  a  woman  in  that  way,  and  she 
old  enough  to  be  your  mother  ?  What  would  your  mamma  say 
if  she  saw  you  at  it  ?  " 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  "  laughed  Cradell. 

"  It's  all  very  well  your  laughing,  but  I  hate  such  folly. 
If  I  sec  a  young  man  in  love  with  a  young  woman,  I  respect 
him  for  it ;  "  and  then  she  looked  at  Johnny  Eames.  "  I 
respect  him  for  it, — even  though  he  may  now  and  then  do 
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things  as  bo  sliouliln't.  They  most  of  'em  does  that.  But  to 
see  a  young  man  like  you,  Mr.  Cradell,  dangling  after  an  old 
married  woman,  who  doesn't  know  how  to  behave  herself;  and 
all  just  because  she  lets  him  to  do  it ; — ugh  ! — an  old  broom- 
stick with  a  petticoat  on  would  do  just  as  well !  It  makes  me 
sick  to  see  it,  and  that's  tlie  tratli  of  it.  I  don't  call  it  manly  ; 
and  it  ain't  manly,  is  it.  Miss  Spruce  ?  " 

*'  Of  course  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  said  the  lady  to 
whom  the  appeal  was  thus  made.  "  But  a  young  gentleman 
should  keep  himself  to  himself  till  the  time  comes  for  him  to 
speak  out, — begging  your  pardon  all  the  same,  ^Ir.  Cradell." 

"I  don't  see  what  a  married  woman  should  want  with  any 
one  after  her  but  her  own  husband,"  said  Amelia. 

"And  perhaps  not  always  that,"  said  John  Eames. 

It  was  about  an  hour  after  this  when  the  front-door  bell  was 
rang,  and  a  scream  from  Jemima  announced  to  them  all  that 
some  critical  moment  had  arrived.  Amelia,  jumping  up,  opened 
the  door,  and  then  the  nistle  of  a  woman's  dress  was  heard  on 
the  lower  stairs.  "  Oh,  laws,  ma'am,  you  have  given  us  sich 
a  turn,"  said  Jemima.     "  Wc  all  thought  you  was  run  away." 

"  It's  5Irs.  Lupex,"  said  Amelia.  And  in  two  minutes 
more  that  ill-used  lady  was  in  the  room. 

"  "Well,  my  dears,"  said  she,  gaily,  "  I  hope  nobody  has 
waited  dinner." 

"No;  we  didn't  wait  dinner,"  said  Mrs.  Roper,  very 
gravely. 

"And  where's  my  Orson?  Didn't  he  dine  at  home? 
Mr.  Cradell,  will  you  oblige  me  by  taking  my  shawl  ?  But 
perhaps  you  had  better  not.  People  are  so  censorious  ;  ain't 
they.  Miss  Spnicc  ?  !Mr.  Eames  shall  do  it ;  and  ever)-body 
knows  that  that  will  be  quite  safe.     Won't  it,  Miss  Amelia  ?  " 

"  Quite,  I  should  think,"  said  Amelia.  And  Mrs.  Lupex 
knew  that  she  was  not  to  look  for  an  ally  in  that  quarter  on 
the  present  occasion.  Enmcs  got  up  to  take  the  shawl,  and 
l\Irs.  Lupex  went  on. 

"  And  didn't  Orson  dine  at  home  ?  Perhaps  they  kept 
him  down  at  the  theatre.  But  I've  been  thinking  all  day  what 
fun  it  woubl  be  when  ho  thought  his  bird  was  ilown." 

"  He  did  dine  at  home,"  said  Mrs.  Pioper  ;  "  and  he  didn't 
seem  to  like  it.     There  wasn't  much  fun,  I  can  assure  you." 

•'  Ah,  wasn't  there,  though  ?  I  believe  that  man  would  like 
to  have  me  tied  to  his  button-hole.  I  came  across  a  few 
friends, — lady  fi-iends,  Mr.  Cradell,  though  two  of  them  had 
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their  husbands ;  so  we  made  a  party,  and  just  went  dovm  to 
Hampton  Court.  So  my  gentleman  has  gone  again,  has  he  ? 
That's  what  I  get  for  gadding  about  myself,  isn't  it,  Miss 
Spruce?" 

Mrs.  Roper,  as  she  went  to  bed  that  night,  made  up  her 
mind  that,  whatever  might  be  the  cost  and  trouble  of  doing  so, 
she  would  lose  no  further  time  in  getting  rid  of  her  married 
guests. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 


lily's    bedside. 


Lily  Dale's  constitution  was  good,  and  her  recovery  was 
retarded  by  no  relapse  or  lingering  debility  ;  but,  nevertheless, 
she  was  forced  to  keep  her  bed  for  many  days  after  the  fever 
had  left  her.  During  all  this  period  Dr.  Crofts  came  every 
day.  It  was  in  vain  that  Mrs.  Dale  begged  him  not  to  do  so  ; 
telling  him  in  simple  words  that  she  felt  herself  bound  not  to 
accept  from  him  all  this  continuation  of  his  unremunerated 
labours  now  that  the  absolute  necessity  for  them  was  over. 
He  answered  her  only  by  little  jokes,  or  did  not  answer  her  at 
all ;  but  still  he  came  daily,  almost  always  at  the  same  hour, 
just  as  the  day  was  waning,  so  that  he  could  sit  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  in  the  dusk,  and  then  ride  home  to  Guestwick  in 
the  dark.  At  this  time  Bell  had  been  admitted  into  her  sister's 
room,  and  she  would  always  meet  Dr.  Crofts  at  Lily's  bedside  ; 
but  she  never  sat  with  him  alone,  since  the  day  on  which  ho 
had  offered  her  his  love  with  half-articulated  words,  and  she 
had  declined  it  with  words  also  half  articulated.  She  had  seen 
him  alone  since  that,  on  the  staii's,  or  standing  in  the  hall, 
but  she  had  not  remained  with  him,  talking  to  him  after  her 
old  fashion,  and  no  further  word  of  his  love  had  been  spoken  in 
speech  either  half  or  wholly  articulate. 

Nor  had  Bell  spoken  of  what  had  passed  to  any  one  else. 
Lily  would  probably  have  told  both  her  mother  and  sister  in- 
stantly ;  but  then  no  such  scene  as  that  which  had  taken  place 
with  13ell  would  have  been  possible  with  Lily.  In  whatever 
way  the  matter  might  have  gone  with  her,  there  would  cer- 
tainly have  been  some  clear  tale  to  tell  when  the  interview  was 
over.  She  would  have  known  whether  or  no  she  loved  the  man, 
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or  could  love  him,  and  would  have  given  him  some  true  and 
intelligible  answer.  Bell  had  not  done  so,  but  had  given  him 
an  answer  which,  if  true,  was  not  intelligible,  and  if  intelli- 
gible was  not  true.  And  yet,  when  she  had  gone  away  to  think 
over  what  had  passed,  she  had  been  happy  and  satisfied,  and 
almost  triumphant.  She  had  never  yet  asked  herself  whether 
she  expected  anything  fui-ther  from  Dr.  Crofts,  nor  what  that 
something  further  might  be, — and  yet  she  was  happy  ! 

Lily  had  now  become  pert  and  saucy  in  her  bed,  taking 
upon  herself  the  little  airs  which  are  allowed  to  a  convalescent 
invalid  as  compensation  for  previous  sufl'ering  and  restraint. 
She  pretended  to  nmch  anxiety  on  the  subject  of  her  dinner, 
and  declared  that  she  would  go  out  on  such  or  such  a  day,  let 
Dr.  Crofts  be  as  imperious  as  he  might.  "  He's  an  old  savage, 
after  all,"  she  said  to  her  sister,  one  evening,  after  he  was  gone, 
"and  just  as  bad  as  the  rest  of  them." 

"I  do  not  know  who  the  rest  of  them  are,"  said  Bell, 
"  but  at  any  rate  he's  not  very  old." 

*'  You  know  what  I  mean.  He's  just  as  grumpy  as  Dr. 
GiTiflen,  and  thinks  eveiybody  is  to  do  what  he  tells  them. 
Of  course,  you  take  his  part." 

"  And  of  course  you  ought,  seeing  how  good  he  has  been." 

"  And  of  course  I  should,  to  anybody  but  you.  I  do  like 
to  abuse  him  to  you." 

"Lily,  Lily!" 

"  So  I  do.  It's  so  hard  to  knock  any  fire  out  of  you,  that 
when  one  does  find  the  place  where  the  Hint  lies,  one  can't  help 
hammering  at  it.  What  did  he  mean  by  saying  that  I  shouldn't 
get  up  on  Sunday  ?     Of  course  I  shall  get  up  if  I  like  it." 

"  Not  if  mamma  asks  you  not  ?  " 

"  Oh,  but  she  won't,  unless  he  interferes  and  dictates  to 
her.  Oh,  Bell,  what  atja-anthe  would  be  if  he  were  married  !  " 

"  Would  he  ?  " 

"  And  how  submissive  you  would  be,  if  you  were  his  wife  ! 
It's  a  thousand  pities  that  you  are  not  in  love  with  each  other  ; 
— that  is,  if  you  are  not." 

"  Lily,  I  thought  that  there  was  a  promise  between  us  about 
that." 

"Ah!  but  that  was  in  other  days.  Things  are  all  altered 
since  that  promise  was  given, — all  the  world  has  been  altered." 
And  as  she  said  this  the  tone  of  her  voice  was  changed,  and 
it  had  become  almost  sad.  "  I  feel  as  though  I  ought  to  bo 
allowed  now  to  speak  about  anything  I  please." 
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"  You  shall,  if  it  pleases  you,  my  pet." 

"You  see  how  it  is.  Bell;  I  can  never  again  have  any- 
thing of  my  own  to  talk  ahout." 

"  Oh,  my  darling,  do  not  say  that." 

"  But  it  is  so.  Bell ;  and  why  not  say  it  ?  Do  you  think  I 
never  say  it  to  myself  in  the  hours  when  I  am  all  alone,  think- 
ing over  it — thinking,  thinking,  thinking.  You  must  not, — 
you  must  not  grudge  to  let  me  talk  of  it  sometimes." 

"  I  will  not  grudge  you  anything  ; — only  I  cannot  believe 
that  it  must  be  so  always." 

"Ask  yourself,  Bell,  how  it  would  be  with  you.  But  I 
sometimes  fancy  that  you  measure  me  ditferontly  from  yourself." 

"  Indeed  I  do,  for  I  know  how  much  better  you  are." 

"  I  am  not  so  much  better  as  to  be  ever  able  to  forget  all 
that.  I  know  I  never  shall  do  so.  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
about  it  clearly  and  with  an  absolute  certainty." 

"  Lily,  Lily,  Lily  !  pray  do  not  say  so." 

"  But  I  do  say  it.  And  yet  I  have  not  been  very  mopish 
and  melancholy ;  have  I,  Bell  ?  1  do  think  I  deserve  some 
little  credit,  and  yet,  I  declare,  you  won't  allow  me  the  least 
privilege  in  the  world." 

"  What  privilege  would  you  wish  me  to  give  you  ?  " 

"  To  talk  about  Dr.  Crofts." 

"  Lily,  j-ou  are  a  wicked,  wicked  tyrant."  And  Bell  leaned 
over  her,  and  fell  upon  her,  and  kissed  her,  hiding  her  own 
face  in  the  gloom  of  the  evening.  After  that  it  came  to  be 
an  accepted  understanding  between  them  that  Bell  was  not 
altogether  indifferent  to  Dr.  Crofts." 

"You  heard  what  he  said,  my  darling,"  Mrs.  Dale  said 
the  next  day,  as  the  three  were  in  the  room  together  after 
Dr.  Crofts  was  gone.  Mrs.  Dale  was  standing  on  one  side  of 
the  bed,  and  Bell  on  the  other,  while  Lily  was  scolding  them 
both.  "  You  can  get  up  for  an  hour  or  two  to-morrow,  but  he 
thinks  you  had  better  not  go  out  of  the  room." 

"  What  would  be  the  good  of  that,  mamma  ?  I  am  so 
tired  of  looking  always  at  the  same  paper.  It  is  such  a  tire- 
some paper.  It  makes  one  count  the  pattern  over  and  over 
again.     I  wonder  how  you  ever  can  live  here." 

"  I've  got  used  to  it,  5'ou  see." 

"  I  never  can  get  used  to  that  sort  of  thing;  but  go  on 
counting,  and  counting,  and  counting.  I'll  tell  you  what  I 
should  like  ;  and  I'm  sure  it  would  be  the  best  thing,  too." 

"  And  what  would  you  like  ?  "  said  Bell. 
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"  Just  to  get  up  at  nine  o'clock  to-moiTow,  and  go  to  church 
as  though  nothuig  had  happened.  Then,  when  Dr.  Crofts 
came  in  the  evening,  you  would  tell  him  I  was  down  at  the 
school." 

'•  I  wouldn't  quite  adnse  that,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

'*  It  would  give  him  such  a  delightful  start.  And  when  he 
found  I  didn't  die  immediately,  as  of  course  I  ought  to  do 
according  to  rule,  he  would  be  so  disgusted." 

"  It  would  be  verv  ungrateful,  to  say  the  least  of  it,"  said 
BeU. 

"  No,  it  wouldn't,  a  bit.  He  needn't  come,  unless  he 
likes  it.  And  I  don't  believe  he  comes  to  see  me  at  all.  It's 
all  very  well,  mamma,  your  looking  in  that  way  ;  but  I'm  sure 
it's  true.  And  111  tell  you  what  I'll  do,  I'll  pretend  to  be  bad 
again,  otherwise  the  poor  man  will  be  robbed  of  his  only  hap- 
piness." 

"  I  suppose  we  must  allow  her  to  say  what  she  likes  tUl 
she  gets  well,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  laughing.  It  was  now  nearly 
dark,  and  Mrs.  Dale  did  not  see  that  Bell's  hand  had  crept 
under  the  bed-clothes,  and  taken  hold  of  that  of  her  sister. 
"  Its  true,  mamma,'  continued  Lily,  "  and  I  defy  her  to  deny 
it.  I  would  forgive  him  for  keeping  me  in  bed  if  he  would  only 
make  her  h\\  in  love  with  him." 

"  She  has  made  a  bargain,  mamma,"  said  Bell,  "  that  she 
is  to  say  whatever  she  likes  till  she  gets  well." 

"  I  am  to  say  whatever  I  like  always  ;  that  was  the  bar- 
gain, and  I  mean  to  stand  to  it." 

On  the  following  Sunday  Lily  did  get  up,  but  did  not  leave 
her  mother's  bedroom.  There  she  was,  seated  in  that  half- 
dignified  and  half-luxiuious  state  which  belongs  to  the  first 
getting  up  of  an  invalid,  when  Dr.  Crofts  called.  There  she 
had  eaten  her  tiny  bit  of  roast  mutton,  and  had  called  her 
mother  a  stingy  old  creature,  because  she  would  not  permit 
another  morsel ;  and  there  she  had  dnink  her  half  glass  of 
port  wine,  pretending  that  it  was  very  bad,  and  twice  worse 
than  the  doctor's  physic  ;  and  there,  Sunday  though  it  was,  she 
had  fully  enjoyed  the  last  hour  of  daylight,  reading  that  exqui- 
site now  novel  which  had  just  completed  itself,  amidst  the 
jarring  criticisms  of  the  youth  and  age  of  the  reading  public. 

"  I  am  quite  sure  she  was  right  in  accepting  him,  Bell," 
she  said,  putting  down  the  book  as  the  light  was  fading,  and 
beginning  to  praise  the  story. 

"  It  was  a  matter  of  course,"  said  Bell.     "  It  always  is 
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right  in  the  novels.     That's  why  I  don't  like  them.     They  are 
too  sweet." 

"  That's  why  I  do  like  them,  hecause  they  are  so  sweet. 
A  sermon  is  not  to  tell  yon  what  you  are,  but  what  you  ought 
to  be,  and  a  novel  should  tell  you  not  what  you  are  to  get,  but 
what  you'd  like  to  get." 

"  If  so,  then,  I'd  go  back  to  the  old  school,  and  have  the 
heroine  really  a  heroine,  walking  all  the  way  up  from  Edin- 
burgh to  London,  and  falling  among  thieves  ;  or  else  nursing 
a  wounded  hero,  and  describing  the  battle  fi-om  the  window. 
We've  got  tired  of  that ;  or  else  the  people  who  wTite  can't  do 
it  now-a-days.     But  if  we  are  to  have  real  life,  let  it  be  real." 

"No,  Bell,  no  !  "  said  Lily.  "Real  life  sometimes  is  so 
painful."  Then  her  sister,  in  a  moment,  was  down  on  the 
Hoor  at  her  feet,  kissing  her  hand  and  caressing  her  knees, 
and  praying  that  the  wound  might  be  healed. 

On  that  morning  Lily  had  succeeded  in  inducing  her  sister 
to  tell  her  all  that  had  been  said  by  Dr.  Crofts.  All  that  had 
been  said  by  herself  also.  Bell  had  intended  to  tell ;  but  when 
she  came  to  this  part  of  the  stoiy,  her  account  was  veiy  lame. 
"  I  don't  think  I  said  anything,"  she  said.  "  But  silence 
always  gives  consent.  He'll  know  that,"  Lily  had  rejoined. 
"No,  he  will  not;  my  silence  didn't  give  any  consent;  I'm 
sure  of  that.  And  he  didn't  think  that  it  did."  "But  you 
didn't  mean  to  refuse  him  ?  "  "I  think  I  did.  I  don't  think 
I  knew  what  I  meant ;  and  it  was  safer,  therefore,  to  look  no, 
than  to  look  yes.  If  I  didn't  say  it,  I'm  sure  I  looked  it." 
"  But  you  wouldn't  refuse  him  now  ?  "  asked  Lily,  "  I  don't 
know,"  said  Bell.  "  It  seems  as  though  I  should  want  years 
to  make  up  my  mind  ;  and  he  won't  ask  me  again." 

Bell  was  still  at  her  sister's  feet,  caressing  them,  and 
praying  with  all  her  heart  that  that  wound  might  be  healed 
in  due  time,  when  Mrs.  Dale  came  in  and  announced  the 
doctor's  daily  visit.     "  Then  I'll  go,"  said  Bell. 

"  Indeed  you  won't,"  said  Lily.  "  He's  coming  simply  to 
make  a  morning  call,  and  nobody  need  run  away.  Now,  Dr. 
Crofts,  you  need  not  come  and  stand  over  me  with  your  watch, 
for  I  won't  let  you  touch  my  hand  except  to  shake  hands  with 
me  ;  "  and  then  she  held  her  hand  out  to  him.  "And  all 
you'll  know  of  my  tongue  you'll  leam  from  the  sound." 

"  I  don't  care  in  the  least  for  your  tongue." 

"  I  dure  say  not,  and  yet  you  may  some  of  these  days. 
I  can  speak  out,  if  I  like  it ;  can't  I,  mamma  ?  " 
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•  I  should  think  Dr.  Crofts  knows  that  by  this  time,  mj 
dear." 

"  I  don't  know.  There  are  some  things  gentlemen  are  very 
slow  to  learn.  But  you  must  sit  down,  Dr.  Crofts,  and  make 
yourself  comfortable  and  polite  ;  for  you  must  understand  that 
you  are  not  master  here  any  longer.  I  am  out  of  bed  now, 
and  vour  reign  is  over.' 

"  That's  the  gratitude  of  the  world,  all  through,"  said 
Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Who  is  ever  grateful  to  a  doctor  ?  He  only  cures  you 
that  he  may  triumph  over  some  other  doctor,  and  declare,  as 
he  goes  by  Dr.  Gruflen's  door,  '  There,  had  she  called  you  in; 
shed  have  been  dead  before  now  ;  or  else  would  have  been  ill 
for  twelve  months.'  Don't  you  jump  for  joy  when  Dr.  Grafl'en's 
patients  die  ?" 

"  Of  course  I  do — out  in  the  market-place,  so  that  every- 
bodv  shall  see  me,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  Lily,  how  can  you  say  such  shocking  things  ?  "  said  her 
sister. 

Then  the  doctor  did  sit  down,  and  they  were  all  veiy  cosy 
together  over  the  fii'e,  talking  about  things  which  were  not 
medical,  or  only  half  medical  in  their  appliance.  By  degi'ees 
the  conversation  came  round  to  Mrs.  Eames  and  to  John  Eames. 
Two  or  three  days  since  Crofts  had  told  Mrs.  Dale  of  that  atiair 
at  the  railway  station,  of  which  up  to  that  time  she  had  heard 
nothing.  Mrs.  Dale,  when  she  was  assured  that  young  Eames 
had  given  Crosbie  a  tremendous  thrashing — the  tidings  of  the 
afl'uir  which  had  got  themselves  substantiated  at  Gucstwick  so 
described  the  nature  of  the  encounter — could  not  withhold 
some  meed  of  applause. 

"  Deal-  boy  !  "  she  said,  almost  involuntarily.  "  Dear  boy  ! 
it  came  from  the  honestness  of  his  heart ! "  And  then  she  gave 
special  injunctions  to  the  doctor — injunctions  which  were  surely 
unnecessar}- — that  no  word  of  the  matter  should  be  whispered 
before  Lily. 

"I  was  at  the  manor,  yesterday,"  said  the  doctor,  "and 
the  earl  would  talk  about  nothing  but  Master  Johnny.  He  says 
he's  the  finest  fellow  going."  Whereupon  Mrs.  Dale  touched 
him  with  her  foot,  fearing  that  the  conversation  might  be  led 
^■■vay  in  the  direction  of  Johnny's  prowess. 

"I  am  so  glad,"  said  Lily.  "  I  always  knew  that  they'd 
find  John  out  at  last." 

•'  And  Lady  Julia  is  just  as  fond  of  him,"  said  the  doctor. 
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"Dear  me!"  said  Lily.  "Suppose  they  were  to  make 
up  a  match !" 

"  Lily,  how  can  j-ou  be  so  absurd?" 

"  Let  me  see  ;  what  relation  would  he  be  to  us  ?  He 
would  certainly  be  Bernard's  uncle,  and  uncle  Chiistopher's 
hall"  brother-in-law.     Wouldn't  it  be  odd  '?  " 

"  It  would  rather,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  hope  he'll  be  civil  to  Bernard.  Don't  you,  Bell?  Is 
he  to  give  up  the  Income-tax  Office,  Dr.  Crofts  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  hear  that  that  was  settled  yet."  And  so  they 
went  on  talking  about  Jolm  Eames. 

"  Joking  apart,"  said  Lily,  "  I  am  very  glad  that  Lord 
De  Guest  has  taken  him  by  the  hand.  Not  that  I  think  an 
earl  is  better  than  an3-body  else,  but  because  it  shows  that 
people  are  beginning  to  understand  that  he  has  got  something 
in  him.  I  always  said  that  they  who  laughed  at  John  would 
see  him  hold  up  his  head  yet."  All  which  words  sank  deep 
into  Mrs.  Dale's  mind.  If  only,  in  some  coming  time,  her  pet 
might  be  taught  to  love  this  new  young  hero  !  But  then  would 
not  that  last  heroic  deed  of  his  militate  most  strongly  against 
any  possibility  of  such  love  ! 

"  And  now  I  may  as  well  be  going,"  said  the  doctor,  rising 
from  his  chair.  At  this  time  Bell  had  left  the  room,  but 
I\li's.  Dale  was  still  there. 

"  You  need  not  be  in  such  a  huny,  especially  this  evening," 
said  Lily. 

"  Why  especially  this  evening  ?" 

"  Because  it  will  be  the  last.  Sit  down  again,  Doctor 
Crofts.  I've  got  a  little  speech  to  make  to  you.  I've  been 
preparing  it  all  the  morning,  and  you  must  give  me  an  oppor- 
tunity of  speaking  it." 

"  I'll  come  the  day  after  to-morrow,  and  I'll  hear  it  then." 

"  But  I  choose,  sir,  that  you  should  hear  it  now.  Am  I 
not  to  be  obeyed  when  I  first  get  up  on  to  my  own  thi'one  ? 
Dear,  dear  Dr.  Crofts,  how  am  I  to  thank  you  for  all  that  you 
have  done  ?  " 

"  How  are  any  of  us  to  thank  him  ?"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  hate  thanks,"  said  the  doctor.  "  One  kind  glance  of 
the  eye  is  worth  them  all,  and  I've  had  many  such  in  this 
bouse." 

"  You  have  our  hearts'  love,  at  any  rate,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  God  bless  you  aU ! "  said  he,  as  he  prepared  to  go. 

"But  I  haven't  made  my  speech  yet,"  said  Lily.     "  And 
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to  tell  the  truth,  mamma,  you  must  go  away,  or  I  shall  never 
be  able  to  make  it.  It's  very  improper,  is  it  not,  turning  you 
out.  but  it  shall  only  take  tliree  minutes."  Then  Mrs.  Dale, 
with  some  little  joking  word,  letl  the  room  ;  hut,  as  she  left  it, 
her  mind  was  hardly  at  ease.  Ought  she  to  have  gone,  leaving 
it  to  Lily's  discretion  to  say  what  words  she  might  think  lit  to 
Dr.  Crolts  ?  Hitherto  she  had  never  doubted  her  daughters — 
not  even  their  discretion  ;  and  therefore  it  had  been  natural 
to  her  to  go  when  she  was  bidden.  But  as  she  went  downstairs 
she  had  her  doubts  whether  she  was  right  or  no. 

"  Dr.  Crofts,"  said  Lily,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone.  "  Sit 
down  there,  close  to  me.  I  want  to  ask  you  a  question.  What 
was  it  you  said  to  Bell  when  you  were  alone  with  her  the  other 
evening  in  the  parlour  '?  " 

The  doctor  sat  for  a  moment  without  answering,  and  Lily, 
who  was  watching  him  closely,  could  see  by  the  light  of  the 
fire  that  he  had  been  startled — had  almost  shuddered  as  the 
question  was  asked  him. 

'•  What  did  I  say  to  her  ?"  and  he  repeated  her  words  in 
a  very  low  voice.  "  I  asked  her  if  she  could  love  me,  and 
be  my  wife." 

'•  And  what  answer  did  she  make  to  you  ?  " 

"  TNTiat  answer  did  she  make  ?     She  simply  refused  me." 

"No,  no,  no;  don't  believe  her,  Dr.  Crofts.  It  was  not 
Bo  ; — I  think  it  was  not  so.  Mind  you,  I  can  say  nothing  as 
coming  from  her.  She  has  not  told  me  her  own  mind.  But 
if  you  really  love  her,  she  will  be  mad  to  refuse  you." 

"  I  do  love  her,  Lily ;   that  at  any  rate  is  true." 

"Then  go  to  her  again.  I  am  speaking  fur  myself  now. 
I  cannot  afiord  to  lose  such  a  brother  as  you  would  be.  I  love 
you  so  dearly  that  I  cannot  spare  you.  And  she, — I  think 
she'll  learn  to  love  you  as  you  would  wish  to  be  loved.  You 
know  her  nature,  how  silent  she  is,  and  averse  to  talk  about 
herself.  She  has  confessed  nothing  to  me  but  this, — that  vou 
spoke  to  her  and  took  her  by  surprise.  Are  we  to  have  another 
chance  ?  I  know  how  wrong  I  am  to  ask  such  a  question. 
But,  after  all,  is  not  the  truth  the  best  ?  " 

"  Another  chance  !  " 

"  I  know  what  you  mean,  and  I  think  she  is  worthy  to  be 
your  wife.  I  do,  indeed ;  and  if  so,  she  mn^t  be  verj-  worthy. 
You  won't  tell  of  me,  will  you  now,  doctor '?  " 

''  No  ;  I  won't  tell  of  vou." 

"  And  you'll  try  again  '?  " 
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"  Yes  ;  I'll  try  again." 

"  God  bless  you,  my  brother  !  I  hope, — I  hope  you'll  be 
my  brother."  Then,  as  he  put  out  his  hand  to  her  once 
more,  she  raised  her  head  towards  him,  and  he,  stooping  do^\Ti, 
kissed  her  forehead.  "  Make  mamma  come  to  me,"  were  the 
last  words  she  spoke  as  he  went  out  at  the  door. 

•'  So  you've  made  your  speech,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Yes,  mamma." 

"  I  hope  it  was  a  discreet  speech." 

"  I  hope  it  was,  mamma.  But  it  has  made  me  so  tired, 
and  I  believe  I'll  go  to  bed.  Do  you  know  I  don't  think  I 
should  have  done  much  good  down  at  the  school  to-day  ?  " 

Then  Mrs.  Dale,  in  her  anxiety  to  repair  what  injury  might 
have  been  done  to  her  daughter  by  over-exertion,  omitted  any 
further  mention  of  the  farewell  speech. 

Dr.  Crofts  as  he  rode  home  enjoyed  but  little  of  the  triumph 
of  a  successful  lover.  "  It  may  be  that  she's  right,"  he  said 
to  himself;  "  and,  at  any  rate,  I'll  ask  again."  Nevertheless, 
that  "  No  "  which  Bell  had  spoken,  and  had  repeated,  still 
sounded  in  his  ears  harsh  and  conclusive.  There  are  men  to 
whom  a  peal  of  noes  rattling  about  their  ears  never  takes  the 
sound  of  a  time  denial,  and  others  to  whom  the  word  once 
pronounced,  bo  it  whispered  ever  so  softly,  comes  as  though  it 
were  an  unchangeable  verdict  fi-om  the  supreme  judgment- seat. 


CHAPTER   XLIII. 

FIE,   fie! 


Will  any  reader  remember  the  loves, — no,  not  the  loves ;  that 
word  is  so  decidedly  ill- applied  as  to  be  incapable  of  awakening 
the  remembrance  of  any  reader  ;  but  the  flirtations — of  Lady 
Dumbello  and  LIr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  ?  Those  flirtations,  as 
they  had  been  carried  on  at  Courcy  Castle,  were  laid  bare  ia 
all  their  enormities  to  the  eye  of  the  public,  and  it  must  be 
confessed  that  if  the  eye  of  the  public  was  shocked,  that  eye 
must  be  shocked  very  easily. 

But  the  eye  of  the  public  was  shocked,  and  people  who 
were  particular  as  to  their  morals  said  very  strango  things. 
Lady  De  Courcy  herself  said  very  strange  things  indeed, 
shaking  her  head,  and  di'oppiug  mysterious  words ;  whereas 
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Lady  Cliindidlom  spoko  much  more  openly,  declaring  ber 
opinioa  that  Lady  Dumlello  would  be  off  before  May.  They 
both  a«Treod  that  it  would  not  be  altogether  bad  for  Lord  Dum- 
bello  that  he  should  lose  his  wife,  but  shook  their  heads  veiy 
sadly  when  they  spoke  of  poor  Plantagenet  Palliser.  As  to  the 
lady's  fate,  that  lady  whom  they  had  both  almost  worshipped 
during  the  days  at  Courcy  Castle, — they  did  not  seem  to  trouble 
themselves  about  that. 

And  it  must  be  admitted  that  Mr.  Palliser  had  been  a 
little  imprudent, — imprudent,  that  is,  if  he  knew  anything 
about  the  rumours  afloat, — seeing  that  soon  after  his  visit  at 
Courcy  Castle  he  had  gone  down  to  Lady  Hartletop's  place  in 
Shropshire,  at  which  the  Dumbellos  intended  to  spend  the 
winter,  and  on  leaving  it  had  expressed  his  intention  of  return- 
ing in  February.  The  Hartletop  people  had  pressed  him  very 
much, — the  pressure  having  come  with  peculiar  force  from 
Lord  Dumbello.  Therefore  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that 
the  Hartletop  people  had  at  any  rate  not  heard  of  the 
rumour. 

Mr.  Plantagenet  PaUiser  sjient  his  Christmas  with  his 
uncle,  the  Duke  of  Omnium,  at  Gatherum  Castle.  That  is  to 
say,  he  reached  the  castle  in  time  for  dinner  on  Christmas 
eve,  and  left  it  on  the  morning  after  Christmas  day.  This 
was  in  accordance  with  the  usual  practice  of  his  life,  and  the 
tenants,  dependants,  and  followers  of  the  Omnium  interest  were 
always  delighted  to  see  this  manifestation  of  a  healthy  English 
domestic  family  feeling  between  the  duke  and  his  nephew.  But 
the  amount  of  intercourse  on  such  occasions  between  them  was 
generally  trifling.  The  duke  would  smile  as  he  put  out  his 
right  hand  to  his  nephew,  and  say, — 

"  "Well,  Plantagenet, — very  busy,  I  suppose  ?" 

The  duke  was  the  onlv  living  being  who  called  him  Plan- 
tagenet  to  his  face,  though  there  were  some  scores  of  men 
who  talked  of  Plauty  Pal  behind  his  back.  The  duke  had 
been  the  only  Uving  being  so  to  call  him.  Let  us  hope  that  it 
still  was  so,  and  that  there  had  arisen  no  feminine  exception, 
dangerous  in  its  nature  and  improper  in  its  circumstances. 

"  Well,  Plantagenet."  said  the  duke,  on  the  present  occa- 
sion, "  ver}-  busy,  I  suppose  ?" 

"Yes, "indeed,  duke,"  said  Mr.  Palliser.  "When  a  man 
gets  the  harness  on  him  he  does  not  easily  get  quit  of  it." 

The  duke  remembered  that  his  nephew  had  made  almost 
the  same  remark  at  his  last  Christmas  visit. 
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" By-the-by,"  said  tlie  duke,  "I  want  to  say  a  word  or 
two  to  you  before  you  go." 

Such  a  proposition  on  the  duke's  part  was  a  great  depar- 
ture from  his  usual  practice,  but  the  nephew  of  course  under- 
took to  obey  his  uncle's  behests. 

"I'll  see  you  before  dinner  to-morrow,"  said  Plautagenet, 

"Ah,  do,"  said  the  duke.  "I'll  not  keep  you  five 
minutes."  And  at  six  o'clock  on  the  following  afternoon  the 
two  were  closeted  together  in  the  duke's  private  room. 

"  I  don't  suppose  there  is  much  in  it,"  began  the  duke, 
"  but  people  are  talking  about  you  and  Lady  Dumbello." 

"  Upon  my  word,  people  are  veiy  kind."  And  Mr.  Palliser 
bethought  liimself  of  the  fact, — for  it  certainly  was  a  fact, — 
that  people  for  a  great  many  years  had  talked  about  his  uncle 
and  Lady  Dumbello's  mother-in-law. 

"Yes;  kind  enough;  are  they  not?  You've  just  come 
from  Hartlebury,  I  believe."  Hartlcbiir}'  was  the  Marquis  of 
Ilartletop's  seat  in  Shropshire. 

"  Yes,  I  have.    And  I'm  going  there  again  in  February." 

"  Ah,  I'm  sorry  for  that.  Not  that  I  mean,  of  course,  to 
interfere  with  your  arrangements.  You  will  acknowledge  that 
I  have  not  often  done  so,  in  any  matter  whatever." 

"  No :  you  have  not,"  said  the  nephew,  comforting  himself 
with  an  inward  assurance  that  no  such  interference  on  his 
uncle's  part  could  have  been  possible. 

"  But  in  this  instance  it  would  suit  me,  and  I  really  think 
it  would  suit  you  too,  that  you  should  be  as  little  at  Hartlebuiy 
as  possible.  You  have  said  you  would  go  there,  and  of  course 
you  will  go.  But  if  I  were  you,  I  would  not  stay  above  a  day 
or  two." 

Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  received  everything  he  had  in  the 
world  from  his  uncle.  He  sat  in  Parliament  through  his  uncle's 
interest,  and  received  an  allowance  of  ever  so  many  thousand 
a  year  which  his  uncle  could  stop  to-morrow  by  his  mere  word. 
He  was  his  uncle's  heir,  and  the  dukedom,  with  certain  entailed 
propei-ties,  must  ultimately  fall  to  him,  unless  his  uncle  should 
many  and  have  a  son.  But  by  far  the  greater  portion  of  the 
duke's  property  was  unentailed;  the  duke  might  probably  live 
for  the  next  twenty  years  or  more  ;  and  it  was  quite  possible 
that,  if  offended,  he  might  marry  and  become  a  father.  It  may 
be  said  that  no  man  could  well  be  more  dependent  on  another 
than  Plantagenet  Palliser  was  upon  his  uncle ;  and  it  may 
be  said  also  that  no  father  or  uncle  ever  troubled  his  heir  with 
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less  interference.  Nevertheless,  the  nephew  immediately  felt 
himself  aggi-ieved  hy  this  allusion  to  his  private  life,  and  re- 
solved at  once  that  he  would  not  submit  to  such  surveillance. 

"  I  don't  know  how  long  I  shall  stay,"  said  he;  "  but  I 
cannot  say  that  my  visit  will  be  influenced  one  way  or  the 
other  by  such  a  rumour  as  that." 

*'  No  ;  probably  not.  But  it  may  perhaps  be  influenced  by 
my  request."    And  the  duke,  as  he  spoke,  looked  a  little  savage. 

"  You  wouldn't  ask  me  to  regard  a  report  that  has  no 
foundation." 

"I  am  not  asking  about  its  foundation.  Nor  do  I  in  the 
least  wish  to  interfere  with  your  manner  in  life."  By  which 
last  observation  the  duke  intended  his  nephew  to  understand 
that  he  was  quite  at  liberty  to  take  away  any  other  gentleman's 
wife,  but  that  he  was  not  at  liberty  to  give  occasion  even  for  a 
surmise  that  he  wanted  to  take  Lord  Diimbello's  wife.  "  The 
fact  is  this,  Plantagenet.  I  have  for  many  years  been  intimate 
with  that  family.  I  liave  not  many  intimacies,  and  shall  pro- 
bably never  increase  them.  Such  friends  as  I  have,  I  wish  to 
keep,  and  you  will  easily  perceive  that  any  such  report  as  that 
which  I  have  mentioned,  might  make  it  unpleasant  for  me  to 
go  to  Hartlebury,  or  for  the  Hartlebuiy  people  to  come  here." 
The  duke  certainly  could  not  have  spoken  plainer,  and  Mr. 
Palliser  understood  him  thoroughly.  Two  such  alliances 
between  the  two  families  could  not  be  expected  to  run  plea- 
santly together,  and  even  the  rumour  of  any  such  second 
alliance  might  interfere  with  the  pleasantness  of  the  foimer  one. 

"  That's  all,"  said  the  duke. 

"  It's  a  most  absurd  slander,"  said  Mr.  Palliser. 

"  I  dare  say.  Those  slanders  always  are  absurd  ;  but  what 
can  we  do  ?  We  can't  tie  up  people's  tongues."  And  the 
duke  looked  as  though  he  wished  to  have  the  subject  considered 
as  finished,  and  to  be  left  alone. 

*'  But  we  can  disregard  them,"  said  the  nephew,  indiscreetly. 

"  You  may.  I  have  never  been  able  to  do  so.  And  yet,  I 
believe,  I  have  not  earned  for  myself  the  reputation  of  being 
subject  to  the  voices  of  men.  You  think  that  I  am  a'sking 
much  of  you  ;  but  you  should  remember  that  hitherto  I  have 
given  much  and  have  asked  nothing.  I  expect  you  to  oblige 
me  in  this  matter." 

Then  Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  left  the  room,  knowing  that 
ho  had  been  threatened.  What  the  duke  had  said  amounted  to 
this. — If  you  go  on  dangling  after  Lady  Dumbcllo,  I'll  stop 
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the  seven  thousand  a  year  which  I  give  you.  I'll  oppose  your 
next  return  at  Silvevbridge,  and  I'll  make  a  ■will  and  leave 
away  from  you  Matching  and  The  Horns, — a  beautiful  little 
place  in  Surrey,  the  use  of  which  had  been  already  oftered  to 
Mr.  Palliser  in  the  event  of  his  mamage  ;  all  the  Littlebury 
estate  in  Yorkshire,  and  the  enormous  Scotch  pi'operty.  Of 
my  personal  goods,  and  money  invested  in  loans,  shares,  and 
funds,  you  shall  never  touch  a  shilling,  or  the  value  of  a 
shilling.  And,  if  I  find  that  I  can  suit  myself,  it  may  be  that 
I'll  leave  you  plain  Mr.  Plantagenet  PalUser,  with  a  little  first 
cousin  for  the  head  of  your  family. 

The  full  amount  of  this  threat  Mr.  Palliser  undei'stood, 
and,  as  he  thought  of  it,  he  acknowledged  to  himself  that  he 
had  never  felt  for  Lady  Dumbello  anything  like  love.  No  con- 
versation between  them  had  ever  been  warmer  than  that  of 
which  the  reader  has  seen  a  sample.  Lady  Dumbello  had  been 
nothing  to  him.  But  now, — now  that  the  matter  had  been 
put  before  him  in  this  way,  might  it  not  become  him,  as  a 
gentleman,  to  fall  in  love  with  so  very  beautiful  a  woman, 
v.'hose  name  had  already  been  linked  with  his  o^vn  ?  We  all 
know  that  story  of  the  priest,  who,  by  his  question  in  the 
confessional,  taught  the  ostler  to  gi'ease  the  horses' teeth.  "I 
never  did  yet,"  said  the  ostler,  "  but  I'll  have  a  tiy  at  it." 
In  this  case,  the  duke  had  acted  the  part  of  the  priest,  and 
Mr.  Palliser,  before  the  night  was  over,  had  almost  become  as 
ready  a  pupil  as  the  ostler.  As  to  the  threat,  it  would  ill 
become  him,  as  a  Palliser  and  a  Plantagenet,  to  regard  it. 
The  duke  would  not  many.  Of  all  men  in  the  world  he  was 
the  least  likely  to  spite  his  own  face,  by  cutting  off  his  own 
nose;  and,  for  the  rest  of  it,  Mr.  Palliser  would  take  his 
chance.  Therefore  hg  went  down  to  Hartlebury  early  in 
Febniary,  having  fully  determined  to  be  very  particular  in  his 
attentions  to  Lady  Dumbello. 

Among  a  houseful  of  people  at  Hartlebury,  he  found  Lord 
Porlock,  a  slight,  sickly,  worn-out  looking  man,  who  had 
something  about  his  eye  of  his  father's  hardness,  but  nothing 
in  his  mouth  of  his  father's  ferocity. 

"  So  your  sister's  going  to  be  married  ?  "  said  Mr.  Palliser. 

"  Yes.  One  has  no  right  to  be  surprised  at  anything  they 
do,  when  one  remembers  the  life  their  father  leads  them." 

"  I  was  going  to  congratulate  you." 

"  Don't  do  that." 

"  I  met  him  at  Courcy,  and  rather  liked  him." 
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Mr.  Pulliser  liaJ  Larek  spoken  to  Mr.  CrosLio  at  Courcv, 
but  tlion  iu  the  usiiul  course  of  his  social  life  he  seldom  did 
more  tliau  barely  speak  to  anybody. 

"  Did  you  ?  "  said  Lord  Porlock.  "  For  the  poor  girl's 
sake  I  hope  he's  not  a  rulfian.  How  any  man  should  propose 
to  my  father  to  many  a  daughter  out  of  his  house,  is  more 
than  I  can  understand.     How  was  my  mother  looking  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  see  anything  amiss  about  her." 

"  I  expect  that  hell  murder  her  some  day."  Then  that 
conversation  came  to  an  end. 

Mr.  Palliser  himself  perceived, — as  he  looked  at  her  he 
could  not  but  perceive, — that  a  certain  amount  of  social  energj' 
seemed  to  enliven  Lady  Dumbello  when  he  approached  her. 
She  was  given  to  smile  when  addi-essed,  but  her  usual  smile 
was  meaningless,  almost  leaden,  and  never  in  any  degree 
flattering  to  the  person  to  whom  it  was  accorded.  Very  many 
women  smile  as  they  answer  the  words  which  are  spoken  to 
them,  and  most  who  do  so  flatter  by  their  smile.  The  thing  is 
so  common  that  no  one  thinks  of  it.  The  flattering  pleases, 
but  means  nothing.  The  impression  unconsciously  taken 
simply  conveys  a  feeling  that  the  woman  has  made  herseli 
agreeable,  as  it  was  her  duty  to  do, — agreeable,  as  far  as  that 
smile  went,  in  some  very  infinitesimal  degree.  But  she  has 
thereby  made  her  little  contribution  to  society.  She  will  make 
the  same  contribution  a  hundred  times  in  the  same  eveuinjj. 
No  one  knows  that  she  has  flattered  anybody ;  she  does  not 
know  it  hersf If ;  and  the  world  calls  her  an  agreeable  woman. 
But  Lady  Dumbello  put  no  flattery  into  her  customary  smiles. 
They  were  cold,  uumeaning,  accompanied  by  no  special  glance 
of  the  eye,  and  seldom  addressed  to  the  individual.  They 
were  given  to  the  room  at  large ;  and  the  room  at  large, 
acknowledging  her  great  pretensions,  accepted  them  as  sufficient. 
But  when  ^Ir.  Palliser  came  near  to  her  she  would  tuni  herseli 
slightly,  ever  so  slightly,  on  her  seat,  and  would  allow  her  eyes 
to  rest  for  a  moment  upon  his  face.  Then  when  he  remarked 
that  it  had  been  ratlier  cold,  she  would  smile  actually  upon 
him  as  she  acknowledged  the  tmth  of  his  observation.  All 
this  Mr.  Palliser  taught  himself  to  observe,  having  been  in- 
structed by  his  foolish  uncle  in  that  lesson  as  to  the  greasing 
of  the  horses'  teeth. 

But,  nevertheless,  during  the  first  week  of  his  stay  at 
Hartlebury,  he  did  not  say  a  word  to  her  more  tender  than  his 
observation  about  the  weather.     It  is  true  that  he  was  very 
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busy.  He  had  undertaken  to  speak  upon  the  address,  and  as 
Parliament  was  now  about  to  be  opened,  and  as  his  speech 
was  to  be  based  upon  statistics,  he  was  full  of  figures  and 
papers.  His  correspondence  was  pressing,  and  the  day  was 
seldom  long  enough  for  his  purposes.  He  felt  that  the  inti- 
macy to  which  he  aspired  was  hindered  by  the  laborious 
routine  of  his  life  ;  but  nevertheless  he  would  do  something 
before  he  left  Hartlcbury,  to  show  the  special  nature  of  his 
regard.  He  would  say  something  to  her,  that  should  open  to 
h  er  view  the  secret  of — shall  we  say  his  heart  ?  Such  was 
his  resolve,  day  after  day.  And  yet  day  after  day  went  by, 
and  nothing  was  said.  He  fancied  that  Lord  Dumbello  was 
somewhat  less  friendly  in  his  manner  than  he  had  been,  that 
he  put  himself  in  the  way  and  looked  cross  ;  but,  as  he 
declared  to  himself,  ho  cared  very  little  for  Lord  Dumbello's 
looks. 

"  When  do  you  go  to  town  ?  "  he  said  to  her  one  evening. 
'*  Probably  in  April.     We  certainly  shall  not  leave  Hartle- 
bury  before  that." 

"  Ah,  yes.     You  stay  for  the  hunting." 
"  Yes ;    Lord    Dumbello    always   remains    here   through 
March.     He  may  run  up  to  town  for  a  day  or  two." 

"  How  comfortable  !     I  must  be  in  London  on  Thursday, 
you  know." 

"  When  Parliament  meets,  I  suppose  ?  " 
•'  Exactly.  It  is  such  a  bore  ;  but  one  has  to  do  it." 
"  When  a  man  makes  a  business  of  it,  I  suppose  he  must." 
"  Oh,  dear,  yes ;  it's  quite  imperative."  Then  Mr. 
Palliser  looked  round  the  room,  and  thought  he  saw  Lord 
Dumbello's  eye  fixed  upon  him.  It  was  really  very  hard  work. 
If  the  truth  must  be  told,  he  did  not  know  how  to  begin. 
What  was  he  to  say  to  her  ?  How  was  he  to  commence  a 
conversation  that  should  end  by  being  tender  ?  She  was  very 
handsome  certainly,  and  for  him  she  could  look  interesting ; 
but  for  his  veiy  life  he  did  not  know  how  to  begin  to  say  any- 
thing special  to  her.  A  liaison  with  such  a  woman  as  Lady 
Dumbello, — platonic,  innocent,  but  nevertheless  very  intimate 
— would  certainly  lend  a  grace  to  his  life,  which,  under  its  pre- 
sent circumstances,  was  rather  di-y.  He  was  told, — told  by 
public  rumour  wliich  had  reached  him  through  his  uncle, — 
that  the  lady  was  willing.  She  certainly  looked  as  though 
she  liked  him  ;  but  how  was  he  to  begin  ?  The  art  of  startling 
the  House  of  Commons  and  frightening  the  British  public  by 
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the  voluminous  accuracy  of  his  statistics  he  had  ah-eaily 
learned  ;  hut  what  was  he  to  say  to  a  pretty  woman  ? 

"  You"ll  bo  sure  to  ho  in  Loudon  in  April  ?  " 

Tliis  was  on  another  occasion. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  I  think  so." 

"  In  Carlton  Gardens.  I  suppose." 

"  Yes  ;  Lord  Dumhello  has  got  a  lease  of  the  house  now." 

"  Has  he,  indeed  ?  Ah,  it's  an  excellent  house.  I  hope 
I  shall  be  allowed  to  call  there  sometimes." 

"  Certainly, — only  I  know  you  must  be  so  busy." 

"  Not  on  Satunlays  and  Sundays." 

"  I  always  receive  on  Sundays,"  said  Lady  Dumhello. 
Mr.  Palliser  felt  that  there  was  nothing  peculiarly  gracious  in 
this.  A  permission  to  call  when  all  her  other  acquaintances 
would  be  there,  was  not  much;  but  still,  perhaps,  it  was  as 
much  as  he  could  expect  to  obtain  on  that  occasion.  He  looked 
up  and  saw  that  Lord  Dumhello's  eyes  were  again  upon  him, 
and  that  Lord  Dumhello's  brow  was  black.  He  began  to 
doubt  whether  a  country  house,  where  all  the  people  were 
thrown  together,  was  the  best  place  in  the  world  for  such 
manoeuvring.  Lady  Dumhello  was  verj'  handsome,  and  he 
liked  to  look  at  her,  but  he  could  not  find  any  subject  on 
which  to  interest  her  in  that  drawing-room  at  Hartleburj'. 
Later  in  the  evening  he  found  himself  saying  something  to 
her  about  the  sugar  duties,  and  then  he  knew  that  he  had 
better  give  it  up.  He  had  only  one  day  more,  and  that  was 
required  imperatively  for  his  speech.  The  matter  would  go 
much  easier  in  London,  and  he  would  postpone  it  till  tlieu.  In 
the  crowded  rooms  of  London  private  conversation  would  be 
much  easier,  and  Lord  Dumbello  wouldn't  stand  over  and  look 
at  him.  Lady  Dumhello  had  taken  his  remarks  about  the  sugar 
very  kindly,  and  had  asked  for  a  definition  of  an  ad  valorem 
duty.  It  was  a  nearer  approach  to  a  real  conversation  than 
he  had  over  before  made  ;  but  the  subject  had  been  unlucky, 
and  could  not,  in  his  hands,  be  brought  round  to  anything 
tender  ;  so  he  resolved  to  postpone  his  gallantry  till  the  Lon- 
don spring  should  make  it  easy,  and  felt  as  he  did  so,  that  he 
was  relieved  for  the  time  from  a  heavy  weight. 

"  Good-by,  Lady  Dumbello,"  he  said,  on  the  next  evening. 
"  I  start  earlv  to-morrow  morning." 

''  Good-by,  Mr.  Palliser." 

As  she  spoke  she  smiled  ever  so  sweetly,  but  she  cer- 
tainly had  not  learned  to  call  him  Piantagenet  as  yet.     Ho 
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went  up  to  London  and  immediately  got  himself  to  work.  The 
accui-ate  and  voluminous  speech  came  oil'  with  considerable 
credit  to  himself, — credit  of  that  quiet,  enduring  kind  which 
is  accorded  to  such  men.  The  speech  was  respectable,  dull, 
and  correct.  Men  listened  to  it,  or  sat  with  their  hats  over 
their  eyes,  asleep,  pretending  to  do  so ;  and  the  Daily  Jupiter 
in  the  morning  had  a  leading  article  about  it,  which,  how- 
ever, left  the  reader  at  its  close  altogether  in  doubt  whether 
Mr.  Palliser  miglit  be  supposed  to  be  a  great  financial  pundit 
or  no.  Mr.  Palliser  might  become  a  shining  light  to  the 
moneyed  world,  and  a  glory  to  the  banking  interests ;  he  might 
be  a  future  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer.  But  then  again,  it 
might  turn  out  that,  in  these  affairs,  he  was  a  mere  ignis 
fatuus,  a  blind  guide, — a  man  to  be  laid  aside  as  very  respec- 
table, but  of  no  depth.  Who,  then,  at  the  present  time, 
could  judiciously  risk  his  credit  by  declaring  whether  Mr. 
Palliser  understood  his  subject  or  did  not  understand  it  ?  We 
are  not  content  in  looking  to  our  newspapers  for  all  the  infor- 
mation that  earth  and  human  intellect  can  afford  ;  but  we  de- 
mand from  them  what  we  might  demand  if  a-  daily  sheet  could 
come  to  us  from  the  world  of  spirits.  The  result,  of  course, 
is  this, — that  the  papers  do  pretend  that  they  have  come  daily 
from  the  world  of  spirits ;  but  the  oracles  are  very  doubtful, 
as  were  those  of  old. 

Plantagenet  Palliser,  though  he  was  contented  with  this 
article,  felt,  as  he  sat  in  his  chambers  in  the  Albany,  that 
something  else  was  wanting  to  his  happiness.  This  sort  of 
life  was  all  very  well.  Ambition  was  a  grand  thing,  and  it 
became  him,  as  a  Palliser  and  a  future  peer,  to  make  politics 
his  profession.  But  might  he  not  spare  an  hour  or  two  for 
Amaryllis  in  the  sliade  ?  Was  it  not  hard,  this  life  of  his  ? 
Since  he  had  been  told  that  Lady  Dumbello  smiled  upon  him, 
he  had  certainly  thought  more  about  her  smiles  than  had  been 
good  for  his  statistics.  It  seemed  as  though  a  new  vein  in  his 
body  had  been  brought  into  use,  and  that  blood  was  i-unning 
where  blood  had  never  run  before.  If  he  had  seeu  Lady 
Dumbello  before  Dumbello  had  seen  her,  might  he  not  have 
married  her  ?  Ah !  in  such  case  as  that,  had  she  been 
simply  Miss  Grautly,  or  Lady  Griselda  Grantly,  as  the  case 
might  have  been,  he  thought  he  might  have  been  able  to  speak 
to  her  with  more  ease.  As  it  was,  he  certainly  had  found  the 
task  difficult,  down  in  the  country,  though  lie  had  heard  of 
men  of  his  class  doing  the  same  sort  of  thing  all  his  life.     For 
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my  own  part,  I  beliove,  that  tlio   reputed  sinners  are  much 
more  numerous  thau  the  sinners. 

As  he  sut  there,  a  certain  Mr,  Fothergill  came  in  upon 
him.  Mr.  Fotliergill  was  a  gentleman  who  managed  most  of 
his  uncle's  ordinary  afl'airs, — a  clever  fellow,  who  knew  on 
which  side  his  bread  was  buttered.  Mr.  Fothergill  was 
naturally  anxious  to  stand  well  with  the  heir ;  but  to  stand 
well  with  the  ovnuer  was  his  business  in  life,  and  with  that 
business  he  never  allowed  anything  to  interfere.  On  this 
occasion  Mr.  Fothergill  was  very  civil,  complimenting  his 
future  possible  patron  on  his  very  poweiful  speech,  and  pre- 
dicting for  him  political  power  with  much  more  certainty 
than  the  newspapers  which  had,  or  had  not,  come  from  the 
world  of  spirits.  Mr.  Fothergill  had  come  in  to  say  a  word 
or  two  about  some  matter  of  business.  As  all  Mr.  PalHser's 
money  passed  through  Mr.  Fothergill's  hands,  and  as  his 
electioneering  interests  were  managed  by  Mr.  Fothergill,  Mr. 
Fothergill  not  unfi-equently  called  to  say  a  necessary  word  or 
two.  When  this  was  done  he  said  another  word  or  two,  which 
might  be  necessary  or  not,  as  the  case  might  be. 

"  Mr.  Palliser,"  said  he,  "I  wonder  you  don't  think  of 
mariTing.     I  hope  you'll  excuse  me." 

Mr.  Palliser  was  by  no  means  sure  that  he  would  excuse 
him,  and  sat  himself  suddenly  upright  in  his  chair  in  a  manner 
that  was  intended  to  exhibit  a  first  symptom  of  outraged 
dignity.  But,  singularly  enough,  he  had  himself  been  think- 
ing of  marriage  at  that  moment.  How  would  it  have  been 
with  him  had  he  kno^vn  the  beautiful  Griselda  before  the 
Dumbello  alliance  had  been  an-anged  ?  AVould  he  have 
married  her?  Would  he  have  been  comfortable  if  he  had 
man-ied  her  ?  Of  course  he  could  not  many  now,  seeing  that 
he  was  in  love  with  Lady  Dumbello,  and  that  the  lady  in 
question,  unfortunately,  had  a  husband  of  her  own  ;  but  though 
he  had  been  thinking  of  marrying,  he  did  not  like  to  have  the 
subject  thus  roughly  thrust  before  his  eyes,  and,  as  it  were,  into 
his  ver>'  lap  by  his  uncle's  agent.  Mr.  Fothergill,  no  doubt, 
saw  the  first  symptom  of  outraged  dignity,  for  he  was  a  clever, 
sharp  man.  But,  perhaps,  he  did  not  in  truth  much  regard 
it.  Perhaps  he  had  received  instructions  which  he  was  bound 
to  regard  above  all  other  matters. 

"  I  hope  you'll  excuse  me,  IMr.  Palliser,  I  do,  indeed ;  but 
I  say  it  because  I  am  half  afraid  of  some,- — some, — some 
diminution  of  good  feeling,   perhaps,  I    had    better    call  it, 
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between  you  and  your  uncle.  Anything  of  that  kind  would  be 
such  a  monstrous  pity." 

"  I  am  not  aware  of  any  such  probability." 

This  Mr.  Palliser  said  with  considerable  dignity ;  but  when 
the  words  were  spoken  he  bethought  himself  whether  he  had 
not  told  a  fib. 

"  No  ;  perhaps  not.  I  trust  there  is  no  such  probability. 
But  the  duke  is  a  very  determined  man  if  he  takes  anything 
into  his  head  ; — and  then  he  has  so  much  in  his  power." 

"  He  has  not  me  in  his  power,  Mr.  Fothergill." 

*'  No,  no,  no.  One  man  does  not  have  another  in  his 
power  in  this  country, — not  in  that  way  ;  but  then  you  know, 
Mr.  Palliser,  it  would  hardly  do  to  offend  him  ;  would  it  ?  " 

"  I  would  rather  not  offend  him,  as  is  natural.  Indeed,  I 
do  not  wish  to  offend  any  one." 

"  Exactly  so ;  and  least  of  all  the  duke,  who  has  the  whole 
property  in  his  own  hands.  We  may  say  the  whole,  for  he 
can  marry  to-morrow  if  he  pleases.  And  then  his  life  is  so 
good.     I  don't  know  a  stouter  man  of  his  age,  anywhere." 

"  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it." 

"  I'm  sure  you  are,  Mr.  Palliser.  But  if  he  were  to  take 
oflfence,  you  know  ?  " 

"  I  should  put  up  with  it." 

"  Yes,  exactly ;  that's  what  you  would  do.  But  it  would  be 
worth  while  to  avoid  it,  seeing  how  much  he  has  in  his  power." 

"  Has  the  duke  sent  you  to  me  now,  Mr.  Fothergill '?  " 

"  No,  no,  no, — nothing  of  the  sort.  But  he  dropped  words 
the  other  day  which  made  me  fancy  that  he  was  not  quite, — 
quite, — quite  at  ease  about  you.  I  have  long  known  that  he 
would  be  very  glad  indeed  to  see  an  heir  born  to  the  property. 
The  other  morning, — I  don't  know  wJiether  there  was  anything 
in  it, — but  I  fancied  he  was  going  to  make  some  change  in 
the  present  arrangements.  He  did  not  do  it,  and  it  might 
have  been  fancy.  Only  think,  Mr.  Palliser,  what  one  word  of 
his  might  do  !  If  he  says  a  word,  he  never  goes  back  from  it." 
Then,  having  said  so  much,  Mr.  Fothergill  went  his  way. 

Mr.  Palliser  understood  the  meaning  of  all  this  very  well. 
It  was  not  the  first  occasion  on  which  Mr.  Fothergill  had 
given  him  advice, — advice  such  as  Mr.  Fothergill  himself  had 
no  right  to  give  him.  He  always  received  such  counsel  with 
an  air  of  half-injured  dignity,  intending  thereby  to  explain  to 
Mr.  Fothergill  that  he  was  intruding.  But  he  knew  well 
whence  the  advice  came ;   and  though,  in  all  such  cases,  he 
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bad  made  up  his  mind  not  to  follow  such  counsel,  it  had  gene- 
rally come  to  pass  that  Mr.  Palliser's  conduct  had  more  or  less 
accurately  conformed  itself  to  Mr.  Fothergiil's  advice.  A 
word  fiom  the  duke  might  certainly  do  a  great  deal !  Mr. 
Palliser  resolved  that  in  that  atlair  of  Lady  Dumbello  he  would 
follow  his  own  devices.  But,  nevertheless,  it  Mas  undoubtedly 
tmo  that  a  word  from  the  duke  might  do  a  great  deal ! 

We,  who  are  in  the  secret,  know  how  far  Mr.  Palliser  had 
already  progressed  in  his  iniquitous  passion  before  he  left 
Hartlebuiy.  Others,  who  were  perhaps  not  so  well  informed, 
gave  him  credit  for  a  much  more  advanced  success.  Lady 
Clandidlem,  in  her  letter  to  Lady  De  Courcy,  written  imme- 
diately after  the  departure  of  Mr.  Palliser,  declared  that, 
having  heard  of  that  gtutleman's  intended  matutinal  departure, 
she  had  confidently  expected  to  learn  at  the  breakfast-table  that 
Lady  Dumbello  had  liown  with  him.  From  the  tone  of  her 
ladyship's  language,  it  seemed  as  though  she  had  been  robbed 
of  an  anticipated  pleasure  by  Lady  Dumbello's  prolonged 
sojourn  in  the  halls  of  her  husband's  ancestors,  "  I  feel,  how- 
ever, quite  convinced,"  said  Lady  Clandidlem,  "that  it  cannot 
go  on  longer  than  the  spring,  I  never  yet  saw  a  man  so 
infatuated  as  !Mr.  Palliser,  He  did  not  leave  her  for  one 
moment  all  the  time  he  was  here.  No  one  but  Lady  Hartletop 
would  have  perniittcd  it.  But,  you  know,  there  is  nothing  so 
pleasant  as  good  old  family  friendships." 
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valentixe's  day  at  allixgton. 

LrLY  had  exacted  a  promise  from  her  mother  before  her  illnesS, 
and  during  the  period  of  her  convalescence  often  referred  to  it, 
reminding  her  mother  that  that  promise  had  been  made,  and 
must  be  kept.  Lily  was  to  be  told  the  day  on  which  Crosbie 
was  to  be  man-ied.  It  had  come  to  the  knowledge  of  them  all 
that  the  mamage  was  to  take  place  in  February.  But  this 
was  not  sutficient  for  Lily.     She  must  know  the  day. 

And  as  the  time  drew  nearer, — Lily  becoming  stronger  the 
whUe,  and  less  subject  to  medical  authority, — the  marriage  of 
Crosbie  and  Alexamkina  was  spoken  of  much  more  frequently 
Ht  the  Small  House.     It  was  LOt  a  bubject  which  Mrs.  Dale 
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or  Bell  would  have  chosen  for  conversation  ;  but  Lily  would 
refer  to  it.  She  would  begin  by  doing  so  almost  in  a  drolling 
strain,  alluding  to  herself  as  a  forlorn  damsel  in  a  play-book  ; 
and  then  she  would  go  on  to  speak  of  his  interests  as  a  matter 
which  was  still  of  great  moment  to  her.  But  in  the  course 
of  such  talking  she  would  too  often  break  do-\vn,  showing  by 
some  sad  word  or  melancholy  tone  how  great  was  the  burden 
on  her  heart.  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell  would  willingly  have  avoided 
the  subject,  but  Lily  would  not  have  it  avoided.  For  them  it 
was  a  very  difficult  matter  on  which  to  speak  in  her  hearing. 
It  was  not  pennitted  to  them  to  say  a  word  of  abuse  against 
Crosbie,  as  to  whom  they  thought  that  no  word  of  condemna- 
tion could  be  sufficiently  severe  ;  and  they  were  forced  to  listen 
to  such  excuses  for  his  conduct  as  Lily  chose  to  manufacture, 
never  daring  to  point  out  how  vain  those  excuses  were. 

Indeed,  in  those  days  Lily  reigned  as  a  queen  at  the  Small 
House.  Ill-usage  and  illness  together  falling  into  her  hands 
had  given  her  such  power,  that  none  of  the  other  women  were 
able  to  withstand  it.  Nothing  was  said  about  it ;  but  it  was 
understood  by  them  all,  Jane  and  the  cook  included,  that  Lily 
was  for  the  time  paramount.  She  was  a  dear,  gracious,  loving, 
brave  queen,  and  no  one  was  anxious  to  rebel ; — only  that 
those  praises  of  Crosbie  were  so  veiy  bitter  in  the  ears  of  her 
subjects.  The  day  was  named  soon  enough,  and  the  tidings 
came  down  to  AUington.  On  the  fourteenth  of  February, 
Crosbie  was  to  be  made  a  happy  man.  This  was  not  known 
to  the  Dales  till  the  twelfth,  and  they  would  willingly  have 
spared  the  knowledge  then,  had  it  been  possible  to  spare  it. 
But  it  was  not  so,  and  on  that  evening  Lily  was  told. 

During  these  days.  Bell  used  to  see  her  uncle  daily.  Her 
visits  were  made  with  the  pretence  of  taking  to  him  iufonnatiou 
as  to  Lily's  health ;  but  there  was  perhaps  at  the  bottom  of 
them  a  feeling  that,  as  the  family  intended  to  leave  the  Small 
House  at  the  end  of  March,  it  would  be  well  to  let  the  squire 
know  that  there  was  no  enmity  in  theu'  hearts  against  him. 
Nothing  more  had  been  said  about  their  moving, — nothing, 
that  is,  from  them  to  him.  But  the  matter  was  going  on, 
and  he  knew  it.  Dr.  Crofts  was  already  in  treaty  on  their 
behalf  for  a  small  furnished  house  at  Guestwick.  The  squire 
was  very  sad  about  it, — very  sad  indeed.  When  Hopkins  spoke 
to  him  on  the  subject,  he  sharply  desired  that  ff^ithful  gardener 
to  hold  his  tongue,  giving  it  to  be  understood  that  such  things 
were  not  to  be  made  matter  of  talk  by  the  AUington  dependants 


J 


valentine's  day  at  allington.  431 

till  they  had  been  officially  announced.  With  Bell  during  these 
visits  he  never  alluded  to  the  matter.  She  was  the  chief  sinner, 
in  that  she  had  refused  to  marry  her  cousin,  and  had  declined 
even  to  listen  to  rational  counsel  upon  the  matter.  But  the 
squire  felt  that  he  could  not  discuss  the  subject  with  her, 
seeing  that  he  had  been  specially  iufonned  by  Mrs.  Dale  that 
his  interference  would  not  be  pennitted ;  and  then  he  was 
perhaps  aware  that  if  he  did  discuss  the  subject  with  Bell,  he 
would  not  gain  much  by  such  discussion.  Their  conversation, 
therefore,  generally  fell  upon  Crosbie,  and  the  tone  in  which 
he  was  mentioned  in  the  Great  House  was  very  different  from 
that  assumed  in  Lily's  presence. 

"  He'll  be  a  wretched  man,"  said  the  squire,  when  he  told 
Bell  of  the  day  that  had  been  fixed. 

"  I  don't  want  him  to  be  wretched,"  said  Bell.  "  But  I 
can  hardly  think  that  he  can  act  as  he  has  done  without  being 
punished.'' 

"  He  will  be  a  wretched  man.  He  gets  no  fortune  with 
her,  and  she  will  expect  everything  that  fortune  can  give.  I 
believe,  too,  that  slie  is  older  than  he  is.  I  cannot  understand 
it.  Upon  my  word,  I  cannot  understand  how  a  man  can  be 
such  a  knave  and  such  a  fool.  Give  my  love  to  Lily.  I'll  see 
her  to-morrow  or  the  next  day.  She's  well  rid  of  him ;  I'm 
sure  of  that ; — though  I  suppose  it  would  not  do  to  tell  her  so." 

The  morning  of  the  fourteenth  came  upon  them  at  the 
Small  House,  as  comes  the  morning  of  those  special  days 
which  have  been  long  considered,  and  which  are  to  be  long 
remembered.  It  brought  with  it  a  hard,  bitter  frost, — a  black, 
biting  frost, — such  a  frost  as  breaks  the  water-pipes,  and  binds 
the  ground  to  the  hardness  of  granite.  Lily,  queen  as  she 
was,  had  not  yet  been  allowed  to  go  back  to  her  own  chamber, 
but  occupied  the  larger  bed  in  her  mother's  room,  her  mother 
sleeping  on  a  smaller  one. 

"  Mamma,"  she  said,  "  how  cold  they'll  be  !  "  Her  mother 
had  announced  to  her  the  fact  of  the  black  fi'ost,  and  these 
were  the  first  words  she  spoke. 

"  I  fear  their  hearts  will  be  cold  also,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 
She  ought  not  to  have  said  so.  She  was  transgressing  the 
acknowledged  rule  of  the  house  in  saying  any  word  that  could 
be  construed  as  being  inimical  to  Crusbie  or  his  bride.  But 
her  feeling  on  the  matter  v.as  too  strong,  and  she  could  not 
restrain  herself. 

"  Why  should  their  hearts  be  cold  ?     Oh,  mamma,  that 
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is  a  terrible  thing  to  say.  Why  should  their  hearts  be 
cold  ?  " 

"  I  hope  it  may  not  he  so." 

"  Of  course  you  do  ;  of  course  we  all  hope  it.  He  was  not 
cold-hearted,  at  any  rate.  A  man  is  not  cold-hearted,  because 
he  does  not  know  himself.  Mamma,  I  want  you  to  wish  for 
their  happiness." 

Mrs.  Dale  was  silent  for  a  minute  or  two  before  she 
answered  this,  but  then  she  did  answer  it.  "  I  think  I  do," 
said  she.     "  I  think  I  do  wish  for  it." 

"  I  am  very  sure  that  I  do,"  said  Lily. 

At  this  time  Lily  had  her  breakfast  upstairs,  but  went  down 
into  the  di'amng-room  in  the  course  of  the  morning. 

"  You  must  be  veiw  careful  in  WTapping  yourself  as  you  go 
do'wnstairs,"  said  Bell,  who  stood  by  the  tray  on  which  she 
had  brought  up  the  toast  and  tea.  "  The  cold  is  what  you 
would  call  awful." 

"  I  should  call  it  jolly,"  said  Lily,  "  if  I  could  get  up  and 
go  out.  Do  you  remember  lecturing  me  about  talking  slang 
the  day  that  he  first  came  ?  " 

"  Did  I,  my  pet  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  remember,  when  I  called  him  a  swell  ?  Ah, 
dear !  so  he  was.  That  was  the  mistake,  and  it  was  all  my 
own  fault,  as  I  had  seen  it  from  the  first." 

Bell  for  a  moment  turned  her  face  away,  and  beat  with  her 
foot  against  the  gi'ound.  Her  anger  was  more  difficult  of 
restraint  than  was  even  her  mother's, — and  now,  not  restrain- 
ing it,  but  wishing  to  hide  it,  she  gave  it  vent  in  this  way. 

"  I  understand.  Bell.  I  know  what  your  foot  means  when 
it  goes  in  that  way  ;  and  you  shan't  do  it.  Come  here.  Bell,  and 
let  me  teach  you  Christianity.  I'm  a  fine  sort  of  teacher,  am 
I  not  ?     And  I  did  not  quite  mean  that." 

"I  wish  I  could  learn  it  from  some  one,"  said  Bell. 
"  There  are  cir'cumstances.  in  which  what  we  call  Christianity 
seems  to  me  to  be  hardly  possible." 

"  When  your  foot  goes  in  that  way  it  is  a  very  unchiistian 
foot,  and  you  ought  to  keep  it  still.  It  means  anger  against 
him,  because  he  discovered  before  it  was  too  late  that  he  would 
not  be  happy, — that  is,  that  he  and  I  would  not  be  happy 
together  if  we  were  manied." 

"  Don't  scrutinize  my  foot  too  closely,  Lily." 

"  But  your  foot  must  bear  scnitiny,  and  your  eyes,  and 
joar  voice.     He  was  very  foolish  to  fall  in  love  with  me.    And 
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«o  WIS  I  very  foolish  to  let  him  love  me,  at  a  moment's 
notice, — without  a  thought  as  it  were.  I  was  so  proud  of 
having  him,  that  I  gave  myself  up  to  him  all  at  once,  without 
giving  him  a  chance  of  thinking  of  it.  In  a  week  or  two  it  wus 
(lone.  "Who  could  expect  that  such  an  engagement  should  be 
lasting  ?  " 

' '  And  why  not  ?  That  is  nonsense,  Lily.  But  we  will 
not  talk  about  it." 

**  Ah,  but  I  want  to  talk  about  it.  It  was  as  I  have  said, 
and  if  so,  you  shouldn't  hate  him  because  he  did  the  only  thing 
which  he  honestly  could  do  when  he  found  out  his  mistake." 

"  "What ;  become  engaged  again  within  a  week  !  " 

"  There  had  been  a  very  old  friendship,  Bell;  you  must 
remember  that.     But  I  was  speaking  of  his  conduct  to  me, 

and  not  of  his  conduct  to "     And  then  she  remembered 

that  that  other  lady  might  at  this  very  moment  possess  the 
name  which  she  had  once  been  so  proud  to  think  that  she 
would  bear  herself.  "  Bell,"  she  said,  stopping  her  other 
sneech  suddenly,  "  at  what  o'clock  do  people  get  man-ied  in 
London  ? " 

"Oh,  at  all  manner  of  hours, — any  time  before  twelve. 
They  will  be  fashionable,  and  will  be  man-ied  late." 

"  You  don't  think  she's  Mrs.  Crosbie  yet,  then  ?  " 

"  Lady  Alexandrina  Crosbie,"  said  Bell,  shuddering. 

"  Yes,  of  course;  I  forgot.  I  should  so  like  to  see  hei. 
I  feel  such  an  interest  about  her.  I  wonder  what  coloured 
hair  she  has.  I  suppose  she  is  a  sort  of  Juno  of  a  woman, — 
very  tall  and  handsome.  I'm  sure  she  has  not  got  a  pug-nose 
like  me.  Do  you  know  what  I  should  really  like,  only  of 
course  it's  not  possible  ; — to  be  godmother  to  his  first  child." 

•'Oh,  Lily!" 

"  I  should.  Don't  you  hear  me  say  that  I  know  it's  not 
possible  ?  I'm  not  going  up  to  London  to  ask  her.  She'll 
have  all  manner  of  grandees  for  her  godfatbers  and  god- 
mothers.    I  wonder  what  those  grand  people  are  really  like.'' 

"  I  don't  think  there's  any  diHerence.    Look  at  Lady  Julia.  " 

"  Oh,  she's  not  a  grand  person.  It  isn't  merely  having 
a  title.  Don't  you  remember  that  he  told  us  that  ^Lr.  Palliser 
is  about  the  grandest  grandee  of  them  all.  I  suppose  people 
do  learn  to  like  them.  He  always  used  to  say  that  he  had  b. . n 
so  long  among  people  oi  that  sort,  that  it  would  be  verj-dillicu:'. 
for  him  to  divide  himself  off  from  them.  I  should  never  have 
done  for  that  kind  ot  thing  ;  should  I  ?  " 
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"  There  is  nothing  I  despise  so  much  as  what  you  cah  that 
kind  of  thing." 

"  Do  you  ■?  I  don't.  After  all,  think  how  much  work 
they  do.  He  used  to  tell  me  of  that.  They  have  all  the 
governing  in  their  hands,  and  get  very  little  money  for  doing  it." 

"  Worse  luck  for  the  countiy." 

"  The  country  seems  to  do  pretty  well.  But  you're  a 
radical,  Bell.  My  helief  is,  you  wouldn't  be  a  lady  if  you 
could  heln  it." 

"I'd  sooner  he  an  honest  woman." 

"And  so  you  are, — my  own  dear,  dearest,  honest  Bell, — 
and  the  fairest  lady  that  I  know.  If  I  were  a  man,  Bell,  you 
are  just  the  giil  that  I  should  worship." 

"  But  you  are  not  a  man  ;  so  it's  no  good." 

"  But  you  mustn't  let  your  foot  go  astray  in  that  way  ; 
you  mustn't,  indeed.  Somebody  said,  that  whatever  is,  is 
right,  and  I  declare  I  believe  it." 

"  I'm  sometimes  inclined  to  think,  that  whatever  is,  is 
wrong." 

"  That's  because  you're  a  radical.  I  think  I'll  get  up  now. 
Bell ;  only  it's  so  frightfully  cold  that  I'm  afraid." 

"  There's  a  beautiful  fire,"  said  Bell. 

"  Yes  ;  I  see.  But  the  fire  won't  go  all  around  me,  like 
the  bed  does.  I  wish  I  could  know  the  very  moment  when 
they're  at  the  altar.     It's  only  half-past  ten  yet." 

"  I  shouldn't  be  at  all  sui-prised  if  it's  over." 

"  Over !  What  a  word  that  is  !  A  thing  like  that  is  over, 
and  then  all  the  world  cannot  put  it  back  again.  What  if  he 
should  be  unhappy  after  all  ?  " 

"  He  must  take  his  chance,"  said  Bell,  thinking  within 
her  own  mind  that  that  chance  would  be  a  very  bad  one. 

"  Of  course  he  must  take  his  chance.  Well, — I'll  get  up 
now."  And  then  she  took  her  first  step  out  into  the  cold 
world  beyond  her  bed.  "  We  must  ail  take  our  chance.  I 
have  made  up  my  mind  that  it  vdW  be  at  half-past  eleven." 

When  half-past  eleven  came,  she  was  seated  in  a  large  easy 
chair  over  the  drawing-room  fire,  with  a  little  table  by  her  side, 
on  which  a  novel  was  lying.  She  had  not  opened  her  book  that 
moming,  and  had  been  sitting  for  some  time  perfectly  silent, 
with  her  eyes  closed,  and  her  watch  in  her  hand. 

"  Mamma,"  she  said  at  last,  "  it  is  over  now,  I'm  sure." 

"  W^hat  is  over,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  He  has  made  that  lady  his  wife.     I  hope  God  will  blesa 
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them,  and  I  pray  that  they  may  be  happy."  As  she  spoke 
these  words,  there  was  an  unwonted  solemnity  in  her  tone 
which  startled  Mrs.  Dale  and  Bell. 

'•  I  also  will  hope  so,"  said  ^Irs.  Dale.  "  And  now,  Lily, 
will  it  not  be  well  that  you  should  turn  your  mind  away  from 
the  subject,  and  endeavour  to  think  of  other  things  ?  " 

"  But  I  can't,  mamma.  It  is  so  easy  to  say  that ;  but 
people  can't  choose  their  own  thoughts." 

"  They  can  usually  dii-ect  them  as  they  will,  if  they  make 
the  efTort." 

"  But  I  can't  make  the  effort.  Indeed,  I  don't  know 
why  I  should.  It  seems  natural  to  me  to  think  about  him, 
and  I  don't  suppose  it  can  be  very  wrong.  When  you  have 
had  so  deep  an  interest  in  a  person,  you  can't  drop  him  all 
of  a  sudden."  Then  there  was  again  silence,  and  after  a 
while  Lily  took  up  her  novel.  She  made  that  effort  of  which 
her  mother  had  spoken,  but  she  made  it  altogether  in  vain. 
"  I  declare,  Bell,"  she  said,  "it's  the  greatest  rubbish  I  ever 
attempted  to  read."  This  was  specially  ungrateful,  because 
Bell  had  recommended  the  book.  "All  the  books  have  got 
to  be  so  stupid  !     I  think  I'll  read  Pilgrim's  Progress  again." 

"  ^^'hat  do  you  say  to  Robinson  Crusoe  ?  "  said  Bell. 

"  Or  Paul  and  Virginia  ?  "  said  Lily.  "But  I  believe  111 
have  Pilgrim's  Progress.  I  never  can  understand  it,  but  I 
rather  think  that  makes  it  nicer."' 

"  I  hate  books  I  can't  understand,"  said  Bell.  "  I  like  a 
book  to  be  clear  as  running  water,  so  that  the  whole  mean- 
ing may  be  seen  at  once." 

"  The  quick  seeing  of  the  meaning  must  depend  a  little 
on  the  reader,  must  it  not  ?  "  said  "Mis.  Dale. 

"  The  reader  mustn't  be  a  fool,  of  course,"  said  Bell. 

"  But  then  so  manv  readers  are  fools,"  said  Lilv.  "  And 
yet  they  get  something  out  of  their  reading.  Mrs.  Crump 
is  always  poring  over  the  Revelations,  and  nearly  knows  them 
by  heart.  I  don't  think  she  could  interjiret  a  single  image, 
but  she  has  a  hazy,  misty  idea  of  the  tnith.  That's  why  she 
likes  it. — because  it's  too  beautiful  to  be  undei-stood ;  and 
that's  why  I  like  Pilgrim's  Progress."  After  which  Bell  offered 
to  get  the  book  in  question. 

"  No,  not  now."  said  Lily.     "  I'll  go  on  with  this,  as  yoa 
say  it's  so  grand.  The  personages  are  always  in  their  tantrums 
and  go  on  as  thouiih  thev  were  mad.      ^larania.  do  vou  know 
here  thev're  going  for  the  honevmoon  ?  " 
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No,  my  dear." 


"  He  used  to  talk  to  me  about  going  to  the  lakes."  And 
then  there  was  another  pause,  during  which  Eell  observed  that 
her  motber's  face  became  clouded  with  anxiety.  "  But  I  won't 
think  of  it  any  more,"  continued  Lily;  "  I  will  fix  my  mind 
to  something."  And  then  she  got  up  from  her  chair.  "  I  don't 
think  it  would  have  been  so  difficult  if  I  had  not  been  ill  ?  " 
*'  Of  course  it  would  not,  my  darling." 
"  And  I'm  going  to  be  well  again  now,  immediately.  Let 
me  see :  I  was  told  to  read  Carlyle's  History  of  the  French 
Revolution,  and  I  think  I'll  begin  now."  It  was  Crosbie  who 
had  told  her  to  read  the  book,  as  both  Bell  and  Mrs.  Dale 
were  well  aware.  "  But  I  must  put  it  off  till  I  can  get  it  down 
from  the  other  house." 

"  Jane  shall  fetch  it,  if  you  really  want  it,"  said  Mrs.  Dale, 
"  Bell  shall  get  it,  when  she  goes  up  in  the  afternoon ;  will 
you,  Bell  ?  And  I'll  try  to  get  on  with  this  stuff  in  the  mean- 
time." Then  again  she  sat  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
pages  of  the  book.  "I'll  tell  you  what,  mamma, — you  may 
have  some  conifoi-t  in  tliis :  that  when  to-day's  gone  by,  I 
shan't  make  a  fuss  about  any  other  day." 

"  Nobody  thinks  that  you  are  making  a  fass,  LUy." 
"  Yes,  but  I  am.  Isn't  it  odd,  Bell,  that  it  should  take 
place  on  Valentine's  day  ?  I  wonder  whether  it  was  so  settled 
on  pui-pose,  because  of  the  day.  Oh,  dear,  I  used  to  think  so 
often  of  the  letter  that  I  should  get  from  him  on  this  day,  when 
he  would  tell  me  that  I  was  his  valentine.  "Well ;  he's  got 
another — valen — tine — now."  So  much  she  said  with  articu- 
late voice,  and  then  she  broke  down,  bursting  out  into  con- 
vulsive sobs,  and  crying  in  her  mother's  arms  as  though  she 
would  break  her  heart.  And  yet  her  heart  was  not  broken,  and 
she  was  still  strong  in  that  resolve  which  she  had  made,  that 
lier  grief  should  not  oveii)owcr  her.  As  she  had  herself  said, 
the  thing  would  not  have  been  so  difficult,  had  she  not  been 
weakened  by  illness. 

"  Lily,  my  darling  ;  my  poor,  ill-used  darling." 
"  No,  mahima,  I  won't  be  that,"  And  she  struggled 
grievously  to  get  the  better  of  the  hysterical  attack  which 
had  overpowered  her.  "I  won't  be  regarded  as  ill-used; 
not  as  specially  ill-used.  But  I  am  your  darling,  your  own 
darling.  Only  I  wish  you'd  beat  me  and  thupip  me  when  I'm 
such  a  fool,  instead  of  pitying  me.  It's  a  great  mistake  being 
soft  to  people  when  they  make  fools  of  themselves.     There, 
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Bell :  there's  your  stnpid  book,  and  I  won't  have  any  more  of 
it.  I  believe  it  was  that  that  did  it."  And  she  pushed  the 
book  a^ay  from  her. 

After  this  little  scene  she  said  no  further  word  about 
Crosbie  and  his  bride  on  that  day,  but  turned  the  conversation 
towards  the  prospect  of  their  new  house  at  Gncstwick. 

"  It  will  be  a  g:-eat  comfort  to  be  nearer  Dr.  Crofts;  won't 
it,  BeU?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Bell. 

"  Because  if  we  are  ill,  he  won't  have  such  a  terrible  dis- 
tance to  como  ?  " 

"  That  will  be  a  comfort  for  him,  I  should  think,"  said 
Bell,  very  demurely. 

In  the  evening  the  first  volume  of  the  French  Revolution 
had  been  procured,  and  Lily  stuck  to  her  reading  with  laudable 
perseverance  ;  till  at  eight  her  mother  insisted  on  her  going 
to  bed,  queen  as  she  was. 

''  I  don't  believe  a  bit,  you  know,  that  the  king  was  such 
a  bad  man  as  that,"  she  said. 

"  I  do,"  said  Bell. 

"  Ah,  that's  because  you're  a  radical.  I  never  will  believe 
that  kings  are  so  much  worse  than  other  people.  As  for 
Charles  the  First,  he  was  about  the  best  man  in  history." 

This  was  an  old  subject  of  dispute ;  but  Lily  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion  was  allowed  her  own  way, — as  being  an  invalid. 


CHAPTER    XLY. 

VALEXTIXE'S  day    in   LONDON. 

The  fourteenth  of  FcbiniaiT  in  London  was  quite  as  black,  and 
cold,  and  as  wintersome  as  it  was  at  Allingtcn,  and  was,  per- 
haps, somewhat  more  melancholy  in  its  coldness.  Neverthe- 
less Lady  Alexandrina  De  Courcy  looked  as  bright  as  bridal 
finery  could  make  her,  when  she  got  out  of  her  carriage  and 
walked  into  St.  James's  church  at  eleven  o'clock  on  that 
moniing. 

It  had  been  finally  arranged  that  the  marriage  should  take 
place  in  London.  There  were  certainly  many  i-easons  which 
would  have  made  a  marriage  from  Courcy  Castle  more  conve- 
nient.    The  Dc  Coarcy  family  were  all  assembled  at  their 
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country  family  residence,  and  could  therefore  have  been  present 
at  the  ceremony  without  cost  or  trouble.  The  castle  too  was 
Avann  with  the  warmth  of  life,  and  the  pleasantness  of  home 
would  have  lent  a  grace  to  the  departure  of  one  of  the  daughters 
of  the  house.  The  retainers  and  servants  were  there,  and 
something  of  the  rich  mello'miess  of  a  noble  alliance  might 
have  been  felt,  at  any  rate  by  Crosbie,  at  a  marriage  so  cele- 
brated. And  it  must  have  been  acknowledged,  even  by  Lady 
De  Courcy,  that  the  house  in  Portman  Square  was  very  cold 
— that  a  marriage  from  thence  would  be  cold, — that  there 
could  be  no  hope  of  attaching  to  it  any  honour  and  gloiy,  or 
of  making  it  resound  with  fashionable  eclat  in  the  columns 
of  the  Morning  Post.  But  then,  had  they  been  married  in 
the  countiy,  the  earl  would  have  been  there  ;  whereas  there 
was  no  probability  of  his  travelling  up  to  London  for  the  pur- 
pose of  being  present  on  such  an  occasion. 

The  earl  was  very  tenible  in  these  days,  and  Alexandrina, 
as  she  became  confidential  in  her  communications  with  her 
future  husband,  spoke  of  him  as  of  an  ogre,  who  could  not  by 
any  means  be  avoided  in  all  the  concerns  of  life,  but  whom 
one  might  shun  now  and  again  by  some  subtle  device  and 
careful  arrangement  of  favourable  circumstances.  Crosbie  had 
more  than  once  taken  upon  himself  to  hint  that  he  did  not 
specially  regard  the  ogre,  seeing  that  for  the  future  he  could 
keep  himself  altogether  apart  from  the  malicious  monster's 
dominions. 

"  He  will  not  come  to  me  in  our  new  home,"  he  had  said 
to  his  love,  with  some  little  touch  of  affection.  But  to  ^is 
view  of  the  case  Lady  Alexandrina  had  demuiTcd.  The  ogre  in 
question  was  not  only  her  parent,  but  was  also  a  noble  peer, 
and  she  could  not  agree  to  any  arrangement  by  which  their 
futui'e  connection  with  the  earl,  and  with  nobility  in  general, 
might  be  endangered.  Her  parent,  doubtless,  was  an  ogre, 
and  in  his  ogrcship  could  make  himself  very  terrible  to  those 
near  him ;  but  then  might  it  not  be  better  for  them  to  be  near 
to  an  carl  who  was  an  ogre,  than  not  to  be  near  to  any  earl  at 
all  ?  She  had  therefore  signified  to  Crosbie  that  the  ogre  must 
be  endured. 

But,  nevertheless,  it  was  a  great  tiling  to  be  rid  of  him 
on  that  happy  occasion.  He  would  have  said  very  dreodfiil 
things, — things  so  dreadful  that  there  might  have  been  a  ques- 
tion whether  the  bridegroom  could  have  borne  them.  Since 
he  had  heard  of  Crosbie's  accident  at  the  railway  station,  ho 
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hail  coustontly  talked  wlih  fiendish  glee  of  the  beating  which 
had  been  administered  to  his  son-in-law.  Lady  De  Courcy  in 
taking  Crosbie's  part,  and  maintaining  that  the  match  was 
fitting  for  her  daughter,  had  ventured  to  declare  before  her 
husband  that  Crosbie  was  a  man  of  fashion,  and  the  earl  would 
now  ask,  with  a  loathsome  grin,  whether  the  bridegroom's 
lishion  had  been  improved  by  his  little  adventure  at  Padding- 
ton.  Crosbie,  to  whom  all  this  was  not  repeated,  would  have 
preferred  a  wedding  in  the  countrj-.  But  the  countess  and 
Lady  Alexandrina  knew  better. 

The  earl  had  strictly  interdicted  any  expenditure,  and  the 
countess  had  of  necessity  construed  this  as  forbidding  any 
unnecessary  expense.  "  To  many  a  girl  without  any  imme- 
diate cost  was  a  thing  which  nobody  could  understand,"  as  the 
countess  remarked  to  her  eldest  daughter. 

"  I  would  really  spend  as  little  as  possible,"  Lady  Amelia 
had  answered.  "  You  see,  mamma,  there  are  circumstances 
about  it  which  one  doesn't  wish  to  have  talked  about  just  at 
present.  There's  the  story  of  that  girl, — and  then  that  fracas 
at  the  station.  I  really  think  it  ought  to  be  as  quiet  as  pos- 
sible." The  good  sense  of  Lady  Amelia  was  not  to  be  disputed, 
as  her  mother  acknowledged.  But  then  if  the  marriage  were 
managed  in  any  notoriously  quiet  way,  the  vciy  notoriety  of 
that  quiet  would  be  as  dangerous  as  an  attempt  at  loud  glorj*. 
"  But  it  won't  cost  as  much,"  said  Amelia.  And  thus  it  had 
been  i-esolved  that  the  wedding  should  be  veiy  quiet. 

To  this  Crosbie  had  assented  ver'y  Avillingly,  though  he 
had  not  relished  the  manner  in  which  the  countess  had  ex- 
plained to  him  her  views. 

"  I  need  not  tell  you,  Adolphus,"  she  had  said,  "how  tho- 
roughly satisfied  I  am  with  this  man-iage.  My  dear  girl  feels 
that  she  can  be  happy  as  your  wife,  and  what  more  can  I 
want  ?  I  declared  to  her  and  to  Amelia  that  I  was  not  ambi- 
tious, for  their  sakes,  and  have  allowed  them  both  to  please 
themselves." 

"  I  hope  they  have  pleased  themselves,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  I  trust  so;  but  nevertheless, — I  don't  know  whether  I 
make  myself  understood  ?  " 

"  Quite  so.  Lady  De  Courcy.  If  Alexandrina  were  going 
lo  marr)'  the  eldest  son  of  a  marquis,  you  would  have  a  longer 
procession  to  chui-ch  than  will  be  necessary  when  she  mai*ries 
me." 

"  You  put  it  in  such  an  odd  way,  Adolphus." 
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"  It's  all  right  so  long  as  we  understand  each  other.  I 
can  assure  you  I  don't  want  any  procession  at  all.  I  should 
be  quite  contented  to  go  down  with  Alexandriua,  arm  in  arm, 
like  Darby  and  Joan,  and  let  the  clerk  give  her  away." 

We  may  say  that  he  would  have  been  much  better  con- 
tented could  he  have  been  allowed  to  go  down  the  street 
without  any  encumbrance  on  his  aim.  But  there  was  no  pos- 
sibility now  for  such  deliverance  as  that. 

Both  Lady  Amelia  and  Mr.  Gazebee  had  long  since  dis- 
covered the  bitterness  of  his  heart  and  the  fact  of  his  repentance, 
and  Gazebee  had  ventured  to  suggest  to  his  wife  that  his  noble 
sister-in-law  was  preparing  for  herself  a  life  of  misery. 

"He'll  become  quiet  and  happy  when  he's  used  to  it," 
Lady  Amelia  had  replied,  thinking,  perhaps,  of  her  own  expe- 
riences. 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear ;  he's  not  a  quiet  man.  There's 
something  in  his  eye  which  tells  me  that  he  could  be  very 
hard  to  a  woman." 

"  It  has  gone  too  far  now  for  any  change,"  Lady  Amelia 
had  answered. 

"Well;  perhaps  it  has." 

"And  I  know  my  sister  so  well;  she  would  not  hear  of 
it.  I  really  think  they  will  do  very  well  when  they  become 
used  to  each  other." 

Mr.  Gazebee,  who  also  had  had  his  own  experiences,  hardly 
dared  to  hope  so  much.  His  home  had  been  satisfactory  to 
him,  because  he  had  been  a  calculating  man,  and  having  made 
his  calculation  correctly  was  willing  to  take  the  net  result.  He 
had  done  so  all  his  life  with  success.  In  his  house  his  wife 
was  paramount, — as  he  very  well  knew.  But  no  eflbrt  on  his 
wife's  part,  had  she  wished  to  make  such  eflbrt,  could  have 
forced  him  to  spend  more  than  two-thirds  of  his  income.  Of 
this  she  also  was  aware,  and  had  trimmed  her  sails  accord- 
ingly, likening  herself  to  him  in  this  respect.  But  of  such 
wisdom,  and  such  trimmings,  and  such  adaptability,  what  like- 
lihood was  there  with  Mr.  Crosbie  and  Lady  Alexandrina  ? 

"  At  any  rate,  it  is  too  late  now,"  said  Lady  Amelia,  thus 
concluding  the  conversation. 

But  nevertheless,  when  the  last  moment  came,  there  was 
some  little  attempt  at  glory.  Who  does  not  know  the  way 
in  which  a  lately  married  couple's  little  dinner-party  stretches 
itself  out  from  the  pure  simplicity  of  a  fried  sole  and  a  leg  of 
mutton  to  the  attempt  at  clear  soup,  the  unfortunately  cold 
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dish  of  ronnd  balls  which  is  handed  about  after  the  sole,  aud 
the  brightly  red  jelly,  nnd  beautifully  pink  cream,  which  arc 
ordered,  in  the  last  agony  of  ambition,  from  the  next  pastiy- 
cook'3  shop '? 

"  We  cannot  give  a  dinner,  my  dear,  with  only  cook  and 
Sarah." 

It  has  thus  begun,  and  the  husband  has  declared  that  he 
has  no  such  idea.  "If  Phipps  and  Dowdney  can  come  here 
and  eat  a  bit  of  mutton,  they  are  very  welcome ;  if  not,  let 
them  stay  away.  And  you  might  as  well  ask  Phipps's  sister  ; 
just  to  have  some  one  to  go  Avith  you  into  the  drawing-room." 

"  I'd  much  rather  go  alone,  because  then  I  can  read," — 
or  sleep,  we  may  say. 

But  her  husband  has  explained  that  she  would  look  friend- 
less in  this  solitary  state,  and  therefore  Phipps's  sister  has 
been  asked.  Then  the  dinner  has  progressed  down  to  those 
costly  jellies  which  have  been  ordered  in  a  last  agony.  There 
has  been  a  con\-iction  on  the  minds  of  both  of  them  that  the 
simple  leg  of  mutton  would  have  been  more  jolly  for  them  all. 
Had  those  round  balls  not  been  carried  about  by  a  hired  man  ; 
had  simple  mutton  with  hot  potatoes  been  handed  to  Miss 
Phipps  by  Sai-ah,  jNIiss  Phipps  would  not  have  simpered  with 
such  unmeaning  stiffness  when  young  Dowdney  spoke  to  her. 
They  would  have  been  much  more  jolly.  *'  Plave  a  bit  more 
mutton,  Phipps  ;  and  where  do  you  Uke  it  ?"  How  pleasant  it 
sounds !  lint  we  all  know  that  it  is  impossible.  My  young 
firiend  had  intended  this,  but  his  dinner  had  run  itself  away  to 
cold  round  balls  and  coloured  fonns  from  the  pastr}'cook. 
And  so  it  was  with  the  Crosbie  marriage. 

The  bride  must  leave  the  church  in  a  properly  appointed 
carriage,  aud  the  postboys  must  have  wedding  favours.  So 
the  thing  grew ;  not  into  noble  proportions,  not  into  propor- 
tions of  true  glory,  justifying  the  attempt  and  making  good  the 
gala.  A  well-cooked  rissole,  brought  pleasantly  to  you,  is 
good  eating.  A  gala  marriage,  when  everything  is  in  keeping, 
is  excellent  sport.  Heaven  forbid  that  we  sijould  have  no  gala 
marriages.  But  the  small  spasmodic  attempt,  made  in  oppo- 
sition to  manifest  propriety,  made  with  an  inner  conviction 
of  failure, — that  surely  should  be  avoided  in  maiTiages,  in 
dinners,  and  in  all  afi'airs  of  life. 

There  were  bridesmaids  and- there  was  a  breakfast.  Both 
Margaretta  and  Rosina  came  up  to  London  for  the  occasion,  as 
did  also  a  first  cousin  of  theirs,  one  Miss  Gresham,  a  lady 
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whose  father  lived  in  the  same  couutj'.  llr.  Gresham  had 
mamed  a  sister  of  Lord  De  Courcy's,  and  his  services  were 
also  called  into  requisition.  He  was  brought  up  to  give  away 
the  bride,  because  the  earl, — as  the  paragraph  in  the  news- 
paper declared, — was  confined  at  Courcy  Castle  by  his  old 
liereditary  enemy,  the  gout.  A  fourth  bridesmaid  also  was 
procured,  and  thus  there  was  a  bevy,  though  not  so  large  a 
bevy  as  is  now  generally  thought  to  be  desirable.  There  were 
only  three  or  four  carriages  at  the  church,  but  even  three  or 
four  were  something.  The  weather  was  so  frightfully  cold 
that  the  light-coloured  silks  of  the  ladies  carried  with  them  a 
show  of  discomfort.  Girls  should  be  veiy  young  to  look  nice 
in  light  dresses  on  a  frosty  morning,  and  the  bridesmaids  at 
Lady  Alexandrina's  wedding  were  not  very  young.  Lady 
Rosina's  nose  was  decidedly  red.  Lady  Margaretta  was  Very 
wintry,  and  apparently  very  cross.  Miss  Gresham  was  dull, 
tame,  and  insipid ;  and  the  Honourable  Miss  O'Flaherty,  who 
filled  the  fourth  place,  was  sulky  at  finding  that  she  had  been 
invited  to  take  a  share  in  so  veiy  lame  a  performance. 

But  the  marriage  was  made  good,  and  Crosbie  bore  up 
against  his  misfortunes  like  a  man.  Montgomerie  Dobbs  and 
Fowler  Pratt  both  stood  by  him,  giving  him,  let  us  hope,  some 
assurance  that  he  was  not  absolutely  deserted  by  all  the  world, 
— that  he  liad  not  given  himself  up,  bound  hand  and  foot,  to 
the  De  Courcys,  to  be  dealt  with  in  all  matters  as  they  might 
please.  It  was  that  feeling  which  had  been  so  grievous  to 
him, — and  that  other  feeling,  cognate  to  it,  that  if  he  should 
ultimately  succeed  in  rebelling  against  the  De  Courcys,  he 
would  find  himself  a  solitary  man. 

"  Yes ;  I  shall  go,"  Fowler  Pratt  had  said  to  Montgomerie 
Dobbs.  "  I  always  stick  to  a  fellow  if  I  can.  Crosbie  has 
behaved  like  a  blackguard,  and  like  a  fool  also ;  and  he  knows 
that  I  think  so.  But  I  don't  see  why  I  should  drop  him  on 
that  account.     I  shall  go  as  he  has  asked  me." 

"  So  shall  I,"  said  Montgomerie  Dobbs,  who  considered 
that  he  would  be  safe  in  doing  whatever  Fowler  Pratt  did,  and 
who  remarked  to  himself  that  after  all  Crosbie  was  marrying 
the  daughter  of  an  earl. 

Then,  after  the  marriage,  came  the  breakfast,  at  which  the 
countess  presided  with  much  noble  magnificence.  She  had  not 
gone  to  church,  thinking,  no  doubt,  that  she  would  be  better 
able  to  maintain  her  good  humour  at  the  feast,  if  she  did  not 
subject  herself  to  the  chance  of  lumbago  in  the  chui'ch.     At 
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the  foot  of  the  table  tat  llr.  Gresham,  her  brother-iu-law,  who 
had  uuilerlakon  to  j^ive  the  necessary  toast  aud  make  the 
necessary  speech.  The  Honourable  John  was  thei-e,  saying 
all  manner  of  ill-natured  things  about  his  sister  and  new 
brother-in-law,  because  ho  had  been  excluded  from  his  proper 
position  at  the  foot  of  the  table.  But  Alexaudriua  had  decliued 
that  she  would  not  have  the  matter  entrusted  to  her  brother. 
The  Honourable  George  would  not  come,  because  the  countess 
had  not  asked  his  wife. 

''  Maria  may  be  slow,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,"  George 
had  said  ;  '*  but  she  is  my  wife.  And  she  had  got  what  they 
haven't.  Love  me,  love  my  dog,  you  know."  So  he  had 
stayed  down  at  Coui-cy, — vei-y  properly  as  I  think. 

Alexandrina  had  wished  to  go  away  before  breakfast,  and 
Crosbie  would  not  have* cared  how  early  an  escape  had  been 
jjroWded  fur  him ;  but  the  countess  had  told  her  daughter  that 
if  she  would  not  wait  for  the  breakfast,  there  should  be  no 
breakfast  at  all,  and  in  fact  no  wedding  ;  nothing  but  a  simple 
maniage.  Had  there  been  a  gi-and  party,  that  going  away  of 
the  bride  and  bridegroom  might  be  very  well ;  but  the  countess 
felt  that  on  such  an  occasion  as  this  nothing  but  the  presence 
of  the  body  of  the  sacrifice  could  give  any  reality  to  the  festi\'ity. 
So  Crosbie  and  Lady  Alexandrina  Crosbie  heard  Mr.  Gresham's 
speech,  in  which  he  prophesied  for  the  young  couple  an  amount 
of  happiness  aud  prosperity  almost  greater  than  is  compatible 
with  the  circumstances  of  humanity.  His  young  friend  Crosbie, 
whose  acquaintance  he  had  been  delighted  to  make,  was  well 
known  as  one  of  the  rising  pillars  of  the  State.  Whether  his 
future  career  might  be  parliamentar}',  or  devoted  to  the  per- 
manent Civil  Service  of  the  country,  it  would  be  alike  gi'eat, 
noble,  and  prosperous.  As  to  his  dear  niece,  who  was  now 
tilling  that  position  in  life  which  was  most  beautiful  and 
glorious  for  a  young  woman, — she  could  not  have  done  better. 
She  had  preferred  genius  to  wealth, — so  said  Mr.  Gresham, — 
and  she  would  find  her  fitting  reward.  As  to  her  finding  her 
fitting  reward,  whatever  her  preferences  may  have  been,  there 
Mr.  Gresham  was  no  doubt  quite  right.  On  that  head  I  myself 
have  no  doubt  whatever.  After  that  Crosbie  returned  thanks, 
maldng  a  much  better  speech  than  nine  men  do  out  of  ten  on 
such  occasions,  and  then  the  thing  was  over.  No  other 
speaking  was  allowed,  and  within  half  an  hour  from  that  time, 
he  and  his  bride  were  in  the  post-chaise,  being  carried  away  to 
the  Folkestone  railway  station ;  for  that  place  had  been  chosen 
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as  the  scene  of  their  honemoon.  It  had  been  at  one  time 
intended  that  the  journey  to  Folkestone  should  be  made  simply 
as  the  first  stage  to  Paris,  but  Paris  and  all  foreign  travelling 
had  been  given  up  by  degrees. 

"  I  don't  care  a  bit  about  France, — we  have  been  there  so 
often,"  Alexaudi-ina  said. 

She  had  wished  to  be  taken  to  Naples,  but  Crosbie  had 
made  her  understand  at  the  first  whispering  of  the  word,  that 
Naples  was  quite  out  of  the  question.  He  must  look  now  in 
all  things  to  money.  From  the  very  first  outset  of  his  career 
he  must  save  a  shilling  wherever  a  shilling  could  be  saved. 
To  this  view  of  life  no  opposition  was  made  by  the  De  Courcy 
interest.  Lady  Amelia  had  explained  to  her  sister  that  they 
ought  so  to  do  their  honeymooning  that  it  should  not  cost 
more  than  if  they  began  keeping  house  at  once.  Certain 
things  must  be  done  which,  no  doubt,  were  costly  in  their 
nature.  The  bride  must  take  with  her  a  well-dressed  lady's- 
maid.  The  rooms  at  the  Folkestone  hotel  must  be  large,  and 
on  the  first  floor.  A  carriage  must  be  hired  for  her  use  while 
she  remained ;  but  every  shilling  must  be  saved  the  spending 
of  which  would  not  make  itself  apparent  to  the  outer  world. 
Oh,  deliver  us  from  the  poverty  of  those  who,  with  small 
means,  affect  a  show  of  wealth  !  There  is  no  whitening  equal 
to  that  of  sepulchres  whited  as  they  are  Vi'hited  ! 

By  the  proper  administration  of  a  slight  bribe  Crosbie 
secured  for  himself  and  his  wife  a  compartment  in  the  railway 
carriage  to  themselves.  And  as  he  seated  himself  opposite  to 
Alexandrina,  having  properly  tucked  her  up  with  all  her  bright- 
coloured  trappings,  he  remembered  that  he  had  never  in  truth 
been  alone  with  her  before.  He  had  danced  with  her  frequently, 
and  been  left  with  her  for  a  few  minutes  between  the  figures. 
He  had  flirted  with  her  in  crowded  drawing-rooms,  and  had 
once  found  a  moment  at  Courcy  Castle  to  tell  her  that  he  was 
willing  to  marry  her  in  spite  of  his  engagement  with  Lilian 
Dale.  But  he  had  never  walked  with  her  for  hours  together 
as  he  had  walked  with  Lily.  He  had  never  talked  to  her 
about  government,  and  politics,  and  books,  nor  had  she  talked 
to  him  of  poetry,  of  religion,  and  of  the  little  duties  and  com- 
forts of  life.  He  had  known  the  Lady  Alexandrina  for  the  last 
six  or  seven  years  ;  but  ho  had  never  known  her, — perhaps 
never  would  know  her, — as  he  had  learned  to  know  Lily  Dale 
within  the  space  of  two  months. 

And  now  that  she  was  his  wife,  what  was  he  to  say  to 
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her  ?  Thej  two  had  commenced  a  partnership  which  was  to 
make  of  them  for  the  remaining  term  of  their  lives  one  hodv 
and  one  flesh.  They  were  to  be  all-in-all  to  each  other.  But 
how  was  he  to  begin  this  all-in-all  partnership  ?  Had  the 
priest,  with  his  blessing,  done  it  so  sufficiently  that  no  other 
doing  on  Crosbie's  own  part  was  nccessarj^  ?  There  she  was, 
opposite  to  him,  his  very  actual  wife, — bone  of  his  bone  ;  and 
what  was  he  to  say  to  her  ?  As  he  settled  himself  on  his  seat, 
taking  over  his  ovra  knees  a  part  of  a  line  fur  rug  trimmed  with 
scarlet,  with  which  he  had  covered  her  other  mufflings,  he 
bethought  himself  how  much  easier  it  would  have  been  to  talk 
to  Lily.  And  Lily  would  have  been  ready  with  all  her  ears, 
and  all  her  mind,  and  all  her  wit,  to  enter  quickly  upon  what- 
ever thoughts  had  occurred  to  him.  In  that  respect  Lily  would 
have  been  a  wife  indeed, — a  wife  that  would  have  transferred 
herself  with  quick  mental  activity  into  her  husband's  mental 
sphere.  Had  he  begun  about  his  office  Lily  would  have  been 
ready  for  him,  but  Alexandiina  had  never  yet  asked  him  a 
single  question  about  his  ofiicial  life.  Had  he  been  prepared 
with  a  plan  for  to-raon-ow's  happiness  Lily  would  have  taken 
it  up  eagerly,  but  Alexandrina  never  cared  for  such  tiifles. 

"  Are  you  quite  comfortable  ?  "  he  said,  at  last. 

"  Oh,  yes,  quite,  thank  you.  By-the-by,  what  did  you  do 
with  my  di'essing-case  ?  " 

And  that  question  she  did  ask  with  some  energy. 

"It  is  under  vou.  You  can  have  it  as  foot-stool  if  you 
like  it." 

"  Oh,  no  :  I  should  scratch  it.  I  was  afraid  that  if  Hannah 
had  it,  it  might  be  lost."  Then  again  there  was  silence,  and 
Crosbie  again  considered  as  to  what  he  would  next  say  to  his 
wife. 

"We  all  know  the  advice  given  us  of  old  as  to  what  we 
should  do  under  such  circumstances ;  and  who  can  bo  so 
thoroughly  justified  in  tollowing  that  ad\icc  as  a  newly-married 
husband  ?  So  he  put  out  his  hand  :or  hers  and  drew  her 
closer  to  him. 

*'  Take  care  of  my  bonnet,"  she  said,  as  she  felt  the  motion 
of  the  railway  carriage  when  he  kissed  her.  I  don't  think  he 
kissed  her  again  till  he  had  landed  her  and  her  bonnet  safely 
at  Folkestone.  How  often  would  he  have  kissed  liily.  and 
how  pretty  would  her  bonnet  have  been  when  she  reached  the 
end  of  her  journey,  and  how  delightfully  happy  would  she  have 
looked  when  she  scolded  him  for  bending  it  I    But  Alexandrina 
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was  quite  in  earnest  about  her  bonnet ;  by  far  too  much  ia 
earnest  for  any  appearance  of  happiness. 

So  he  sat  without  speaking,  till  the  train  came  to  tho  tunnel. 

"  I  do  so  hate  tunnels,"  said  Alexandrina. 

He  had  half  intended  to  put  out  his  hand  again,  under  some 
mistaken  idea  that  the  tunnel  afforded  him  an  opportunity. 
The  whole  journey  was  one  long  opportunity,  had  he  desired 
it ;  hut  his  wife  hated  tunnels,  and  so  he  di'ew  his  hand  back 
agaiu.  Lily's  little  fingers  would  have  been  ready  for  his 
touch.     He  thought  of  this,  and  could  not  help  thinking  of  it. 

He  had  The  Times  newspaper  in  his  di'pssing-hag.  She 
also  had  a  novel  with  her.  Would  she  be  offended  if  he  took 
out  tlie  paper  and  read  it  ?  The  miles  seemed  to  pass  by 
very  slowly,  and  there  was  still  another  hour  down  to  Folkestone. 
He  longed  for  his  Times,  but  resolved  at  last,  that  he  would 
not  read  unless  she  read  first.  She  also  had  remembered  her 
novel ;  but  by  nature  she  was  more  patient  than  he,  and  she 
thought  that  on  such  a  journey  any  reading  might  perhaps  be 
almost  improper.  So  she  sat  tranquilly,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  netting  over  her  husband's  head. 

At  last  he  could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  he  dashed  ofi'  into 
a  conversation,  intended  to  be  most  affectionate  and  serious. 

"  Alexandrina,"  he  said,  and  his  voice  was  well-tuned  for 
the  tender  serious  manner,  had  her  ears  been  alive  to  such 
tuning.  "Alexandrina,  this  is  a  veiy  important  step  that  you 
and  I  have  taken  to-day. 

"  Yes ;  it  is,  indeed,"  said  she. 

"  I  trust  wc  shall  succeed  in  making  each  other  happy." 

"  Yes ;  I  hope  we  shall." 

"  K  we  both  think  seriously  of  it,  and  remember  that  that 
is  our  chief  duty,  we  shall  do  so." 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  we  shall.  I  only  hope  we  shan't  find  the 
house  very  cold.  It  is  so  new,  and  I  am  so  subject  to  colds 
in  my  head.  Amelia  says  we  shall  find  it  very  cold  ;  but 
then  she  was  always  against  our  going  there." 

"  The  house  will  do  very  well,"  said  Crosbie.  And 
Alexandrina  could  perfeive  that  there  was  something  of  the 
master  in  his  tone  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  am  only  telling  you  what  Amelia  said,"  she  replied. 

Had  Lily  been  his  bride,  and  had  he  spoken  to  her  of  tlicii 
future  life  and  mutual  duties,  how  she  would  have  kindled  to 
the  theme  !  She  would  have  knelt  at  his  feet  on  the  floor  of 
the  carriage,  and,  looking  up  into  his  face,  would  have  promised 
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him  to  do  her  best, — her  best, — her  very  best.  And  with 
what  an  eagerness  of  inward  resolution  would  she  have  deter- 
mined to  ket-'p  her  promise.  He  thought  of  all  this  now, 
but  he  knew  that  he  ought  not  to  think  of  it.  Tlien,  for  some 
qnarter  of  an  hour,  he  did  take  out  liis  newspaper,  and  she, 
when  she  saw  him  do  so,  did  take  out  her  novel. 

He  took  out  his  newspaper,  but  he  could  not  fix  his  mind 
upon  the  politics  of  the  day.  Had  he  not  made  a  terrible 
mistake  '?  Of  what  use  to  him  in  life  would  be  that  thing  of 
a  woman  that  sat  opposite  to  him  ?  Had  not  a  great  punish- 
ment come  upon  him,  and  hud  he  not  deseiTcd  the  punishment '? 
In  truth,  a  great  punishment  had  come  upon  him.  It  was  not 
only  that  he  had  married  a  woman  incapable  of  understanding 
the  higher  duties  of  married  life,  but  that  he  himseli"  would 
have  been  capable  of  appreciating  the  value  of  a  woman  who 
did  understand  them.  He  would  have  been  happy  with  Lily 
Dale  ;  and  therefore  we  may  sunnise  that  his  unhappiness  with 
Lady  Alcxandrina  would  be  the  greater.  There  are  men  who, 
in  marrying  such  as  Lady  Alexandrina  De  Courcy,  would  get 
the  article  best  suited  to  them,  as  Mortimer  Gazebee  had  done 
in  marn-ing  her  sister.  Miss  Griselda  Grautlv,  who  had  become 
Lady  Dumbello,  though  somewhat  colder  and  somewhat  cleverer 
than  Lady  Alexandrina,  had  been  of  the  same  sort.  But  in 
marrying  her  Lord  Dumbello  had  got  the  article  best  suited 
to  him  ; — if  only  the  ill-natui-ed  world  would  allow  him  to  keep 
the  article.  It  was  in  this  that  Crosbie's  failure  had  been  so 
grievous, — that  he  had  seen  and  approved  the  better  course, 
but  had  chosen  for  himself  to  walk  in  that  which  was  worse. 
During  that  week  at  Courcy  Castle, — the  week  which  he  passed 
there  immediately  after  his  second  visit  to  Allington, — he  had 
deliberately  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was  more  tit  for  the  bad 
>urse  than  for  the  good  one.  The  course  was  now  before 
liim,  and  he  had  no  choice  but  to  walk  in  it. 

It  was  very  cold  when  they  got  to  Folkestone,  and  Lady 
Alexandrina  shivered  as  she  stepped  into  the  private- looking 
irriage  which  had  been  sent  to  the  station  for  her  use. 

"  We  shall  find  a  good  fire  in  the  parlour  at  the  hotel," 
said  Crosbie. 

"  Oh,  I  hope  so,"  said  Alexandrina,  "  and  in  the  bedroom 
too." 

The  young  husband  felt  himself  to  bo  oflended,  but  he 
hardly  knew  why.  He  felt  himself  to  be  otlcnded,  and  with 
difficulty  induced  himself  to  go  through  all  those  little  cere- 
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monies  the  absence  of  whicli  would  have  been  remarked  by 
everybody.  He  did  his  work,  however,  seeing  to  all  her  shawls 
and  wrappings,  speaking  with  good-nature  to  Hannah,  and 
paying  special  attention  to  the  dressing-case. 

"  What  time  would  you  like  to  dine  ?  "  he  asked,  as  he 
prepared  to  leave  her  alone  with  Hannah  in  the  bedroom. 

"  Whenever  you  please;  only  I  should  like  some  tea  and 
bread-and-butter  presently." 

Crosbie  went  into  the  sitting-room,  ordered  the  tea  and 
bread-and-butter,  ordered  also  the  dinner,  and  then  stood 
himself  u])  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  in  order  that  he  might 
think  a  little  of  his  future  career. 

He  was  a  man  who  had  long  since  resolved  that  his  life 
should  be  a  success.  It  would  seem  that  all  men  would  so 
resolve,  if  the  matter  were  simply  one  of  resolution.  But  the 
majority  of  men,  as  I  take  it,  make  no  such  resolution,  and 
very  many  men  resolve  that  they  will  be  unsuccessful.  Crosbie, 
however,  had  resolved  on  success,  and  had  done  much  towards 
cariying  out  his  purpose.  He  had  made  a  name  for  himself, 
and  had  acquired  a  certain  feme.  That,  however,  was,  as  he 
acknowledged  to  himself,  departing  from  him.  He  looked  the 
matter  straight  in  the  face,  and  told  himself  that  his  fashion 
must  be  abandoned  ;  but  the  office  remained  to  him.  He 
might  still  rule  over  Mr.  Optimist,  and  make  a  subservient 
slave  of  Butterwell.  That  must  be  his  line  in  life  now,  and 
to  that  line  he  would  endeavour  to  be  true.  As  to  his  wile 
and  his  home, — he  would  look  to  them  for  his  breakfast,  and 
perhaps  his  dinner.  He  would  have  a  comfortable  arm-chair, 
and  if  Alexandrina  should  become  a  mother,  he  would  endea- 
vour to  love  his  children  ;  but  above  all  things  he  would  never 
think  of  Lily,  After  that  he  stood  and  thought  of  her  for  half 
an  hour. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  my  lady  wants  to  know  at  what  time 
you  have  ordered  dinner." 

"At  seven,  Hannah." 

"  My  lady  says  she  is  very  tired,  and  will  lie  down  till 
dinner-time." 

"  Very  well,  Hannah.  I  will  go  into  her  room  when  it  is 
time  to  dress.  I  hope  they  are  making  you  comfortable  down- 
stairs ?  " 

Then  Crosbie  strolled  out  on  the  pier  in  the  dusk  of  the 
cold  winter  ovcuing. 


(    449    ) 
CHAPTER    XLVI. 

JOHN  EAMES  AT  HIS  OFFICE. 

Mb.  Crosbie  and  his  wife  ■went  upon  their  honeymoon  tour  to 
Folkestone  in  the  middle  of  February,  and  retanied  to  London 
about  the  end  of  March.  Nothing  of  special  moment  to  the 
interests  of  our  story  occurred  duiing  those  sis  weeks,  unless 
the  proceedings  of  the  young  married  couple  by  the  sea-side 
may  be  thought  to  haye  any  special  interest.  With  regard  to 
those  proceedings  I  can  only  say  that  Crosbie  was  yery  glad 
when  they  were  brought  to  a  close.  AU  holiday-making  is 
hard  work,  but  hoUday-making  with  nothing  to  do  is  the  hardest 
work  of  all.  At  the  end  of  !Mareh  they  went  into  theii*  new 
house,  and  wo  will  hope  that  Lady  Alexandriua  did  not  find  it 
very  cold. 

During  this  time  Lily's  recoyer}'  from  her  illness  was  being 
completed.  She  had  no  relapse,  nor  did  an}ihing  occur  to 
create  a  new  fear  on  her  account.  But,  neyertheless,  Dr.  Crofts 
gaye  it  as  his  opinion  that  it  would  be  inexpedient  to  move 
her  into  a  fresh  house  at  Lady-day.  March  is  not  a  kindly 
month  for  invalids  ;  and  therefore  with  some  regret  on  the 
part  of  Mrs.  Dale,  with  much  impatience  on  that  of  Bell,  and 
with  considerable  outspoken  remunstrance  from  Lily  herself, 
the  squire  was  requested  to  let  them  remain  through  the  month 
of  April.  How  the  squire  received  this  request,  and  in  what 
way  he  assented  to  the  doctor's  reasoning,  wiil  be  told  in  the 
f  lurse  of  a  chapter  or  two. 

In  the  meantime  John  Fames  had  continued  his  career  in 
London  without  much  immediate  satisfaction  to  himself,  or  to 
the  lady  v.ho  boasted  to  be  his  heart's  chosen  queen.  Miss 
Amelia  lloper,  indeed,  was  becoming  very  cross,  and  in  her 
ill  temper  was  playing  a  game  that  was  tending  to  create  a 
frightful  amount  of  hot  water  in  Bm-ton  Crescent.  She  was 
devoting  herself  to  a  flirtation  with  Mr.  Cradell,  not  only  under 
the  immediate  eyes  of  Johnny  Fames,  but  also  under  those  of 
Mrs.  Lupex.  John  Fames,  the  blockhead,  did  not  Hke  it. 
.  He  was  above  all  tilings  anxious  to  get  rid  of  Amelia  and  her 
claims ;  so  anxious,  that  on  certain  moody  ocjasions  he  would 
threaten  himself  with  diverse  tragical  terminations  to  his  career 
in  London.    He  would  enlist.    He  would  go  to  Australia.    Ho 
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would  blow  out  his  braius.  He  would  have  "  an  explanation  " 
wth  Amelia,  tell  her  that  she  was  a  vixen,  and  proclaim  his 
hatred.  He  would  rush  down  to  AUington  and  throw  himself 
in  despair  at  Lily's  feet.  Amelia  was  the  bugbear  of  his  life. 
Nevertheless,  when  she  flirted  with  Cradell,  he  did  not  like  it. 
and  was  ass  enough  to  speak  to  Cradell  about  it. 

"  Of  course  I  don't  cave,"  he  said,  "  only  it  seems  to  me 
that  you  are  making  a  fool  of  yourself." 

"  I  thought  you  wanted  to  get  rid  of  her." 

"  She's  nothing  on  earth  to  me ;  only  it  does,  you 
know " 

"  Docs  do  what  ?  "  asked  Cradell. 

"  Why,  if  I  was  to  be  fal-lalling  with  that  married  woman, 
you  wouldn't  like  it.  That's  all  about  it.  Do  you  mean  to 
marry  her  ?  " 

"  What !— Amelia  ?  " 

"Yes;  Amelia." 

"  Not  if  I  know  it."- 

"  Then  if  I  were  you  I  would  leave  her  alone.  She's  only 
making  a  fool  of  you." 

Eames'  advice  may  have  been  good,  and  the  view  taken 
by  him  of  Amelia's  proceedings  may  have  been  coiTect ;  but  as 
regarded  his  own  part  in  the  affair,  he  was  not  wise.  Miss 
Roper,  no  doubt,  wished  to  make  him  jealous  ;  and  she  suc- 
ceeded in  the  teeth  of  his  aversion  to  her  and  of  his  love  else- 
where. He  had  no  desire  to  say  soft  things  to  Miss  Roper. 
Miss  Roper,  with  all  her  skill,  could  not  extract  a  word 
pleasantly  soft  from  him  once  a  week.  But,  nevertheless, 
soft  words  to  her  and  from  her  in  another  quarter  made  him 
uneasy.  Such  being  the  case,  must  we  not  acknowledge  that 
John  Eames  was  still  lloundering  in  the  ignorance  of  his 
hobblcdehoyhood  ?       ' 

The  Lupexes  at  this  time  still  held  their  ground  in  the 
Crescent,  although  repeated  warnings  to  go  had  been  given 
them.  Mrs.  Roper,  though  she  constantly  spoke  of  sacrificing 
all  that  they  owed  her,  still  hankered,  with  a  natural  hanker- 
ing, after  her  money.  And  as  each  warning  was  accompanied 
by  a  demand  for  payment,  and  usually  produced  some  slight 
subsidy  on  account,  the  thing  went  on  from  week  to  week ; 
and  at  the  beginning  of  April  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lupex  were  still 
boarders  at  Mrs.  Roper's  house. 

Eames  had  heard  nothing  from  AUington  since  the  time 
of  his  Ckristmas  visit,  and  his  subsequent   correspondence 
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with  Lord  De  Guest.  lu  his  letters  from  his  mother  ho  was 
told  that  game  came  frequently  from  Guestwick  Mauor,  and 
in  this  way  he  knew  that  he  was  not  forgotten  hy  the  earl. 
But  of  Lily  he  had  heard  not  a  word, — except,  indeed,  tho 
rumour,  which  had  now  become  general,  that  the  Dales  from 
tho  Small  House  were  about  to  move  themselves  into  Guest- 
wick. AV'hen  lirst  ho  learned  this  he  construed  the  tidings  as 
favourable  to  himself,  thinking  that  Lily,  removed  from  the 
grandeur  of  Allington,  might  possibly  be  more  easUy  within  his 
reach;  but.  latterly,  he  had  given  up  any  such  hope  as  that, 
and  was  telling  himself  that  his  friend  at  the  Manor  had  aban- 
doned all  idea  of  making  up  the  marriage.  Three  months  had 
already  elapsed  since  his  visit.  Five  months  had  passed  since 
Crosbie  had  surrendered  his  claim.  Surely  such  a  knave  as 
Crosbie  might  be  forgotten  in  five  months !  If  any  steps 
could  have  been  taken  through  tho  squire,  surely  three  months 
would  have  sulhced  for  them  !  It  was  veiy  manifest  to  him 
that  there  was  no  ground  of  hope  for  him  at  Allington,  and 
it  would  certainly  be  well  for  him  to  go  oti'  to  Australia.  Ho 
would  go  to  Australia,  but  he  would  thrash  Cradell  tii'st  for 
hanng  dared  to  interfere  with  Amelia  Roper.  That,  generally, 
was  the  state  of  his  mind  during  the  first  week  in  April. 

Then  there  came  to  him  a  letter  from  the  carl  which  in- 
stantly eflected  a  great  change  in  all  his  feelings  ;  which 
taught  him  to  regard  Australia  as  a  dream,  and  almost  put  him 
into  a  good  humour  with  Cradell.  The  earl  had  by  no  means 
lost  sight  of  his  friend's  interests  at  Allington ;  and,  more- 
over, those  interests  were  now  backed  by  an  ally  who  in  this 
matter  must  be  regarded  as  much  more  powerful  than  the  earl. 
The  squire  had  given  in  his  consent  to  tho  Eames  alliance. 

The  earl's  letter  was  as  follows  : — 

My  deau  John,  Guestwick  Manor,  April  7,  18 — 

I  TOLD  you  to  write  to  me  ngiiiii,  and  you  haven't  done  it.  I 
>u\v  your  mother  the  other  day,  or  el>e  you  mij;ht  have  been  duud  for 
anything  I  icnew.  A  young  man  always  ought  to  write  letters  when  he 
is  told  to  do  so.  [Eames,  when  he  had  got  so  far,  felt  liiniself  rather 
aggrieved  by  this  rebuke,  knowing  that  he  had  abhtaiiied  from  writing 
to  his  patron  simply  from  an  unwillingness  to  intrude  upnn  him  with 
his  letters.  "  By  Jove,  I'll  write  to  him  every  week  of  his  life,  till  he's 
sick  of  me,"  Johnny  said  to  himself  when  he  found  himself  thus  in- 
"■tructed  as  to  a  young  man's  duties.] 

And  now  I  have  got  to  tell  you  a  long  stoiy,  and  I  should  like  it  much 
i>cttcr  if  you  were  down  here,' so  that  I  might  save  myself  the  trouble; 
but  you  woidd  think  me  ill-natured  if  I  were  to  keep  you  waiting. 
I  hajijKmcd  to  meet  Mr.  Dale  the  other  day,  and  ho  said  that  he  should 
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he  very  glad  if  a  certain  young  lady  would  make  up  her  mind  to  listen 
to  a  certiiin  young  friend  of  mine.  So  I  asked  him  wliat  he  meant  to 
do  aliout  the  young  lady's  fortune,  and  he  declared  himself  willing  to 
give  her  a  hundred  a  year  dui'ing  his  life,  and  to  settle  four  thousand 
pounds  upon  her  afrer  his  death.  I  said  that  I  would  do  as  much  on 
my  part  hy  the  young  man;  hut  as  two  hundi-ed  a  year,  with  yom- 
salary,  would  hardly  give  you  enough  to  begin  with,  I'll  make  mine  a 
hundred  and  fifty.  You'll  be  getting  up  in  your  office  soon,  and  with 
five  hundred  a  year  you  ought  to  he  able  to  get  along;  especially  as 
you  need  not  insure  your  life.  I  should  live  somewhere  near  Blooms- 
bury  Square  at  first,  because  I'm  told  you  can  get  a  house  for  nothing. 
After  all,  what's  fashion  worth?  You  can  bring  yom*  wife  down  here 
in  the  autumn,  and  have  some  shooting.  She  won't  let  you  go  to  sleep 
under  the  hees,  I'll  be  bound. 

But  }'ou  must  look  after  the  young  lady.  You  will  understand  that 
no  one  has  said  a  word  to  her  about  it;  or,  if  they  have,  I  don't  know 
it.  You'll  find  the  squire  on  your  side,  that's  all.  Couldn't  you  manage 
to  come  down  this  Easter  ?  Tell  old  Buflle,  with  my  compliments,  that 
I  want  you.  I'll  write  to  him  if  you  like  it.  I  did  know  him  at  one 
time,  though  I  can't  say  I  was  ever  very  fond  of  him.  It  stands  to 
reason  that  you  can't  get  on  with  Aliss  Lily  without  seeing  her;  unless, 
indeed,  you  like  better  to  v/rite  to  her,  which  always  seems  to  me  to  be 
very  poor  sort  of  fun.  You'd  much  better  come  down,  and  go  a-wooing 
in  the  regular  old-fashioned  way.  I  need  not  tell  you  that  Lady  Julia 
will  be  delighted  to  see  you.  You  are  a  prime  fevom-ite  with  her  since 
that  affair  at  the  railway  station.  She  thinks  a  great  deal  more  about 
that  than  she  does  about  the  bull. 

Now,  my  dear  fellow,  }ou  know  all  about  it,  and  I  shall  take  it  very 
much  amiss  of  you  if  you  don't  answer  my  letter  soon. 

Your  very  sincere  fi-iend, 

De  Gdest. 

When  Eames  had  fmishod  this  letter,  sitting  at  his  office- 
desk,  his  smiDrise  and  elation  were  so  great  that  he  hardly 
knew  where  he  was  or  what  he  ought  to  do.  Could  it  he  the 
truth  that  Lily's  uncle  had  not  only  consented  that  the  match 
should  be  made,  but  that  he  had  also  promised  to  give  his 
niece  a  considerable  fortune  ?  For  a  few  minutes  it  seemed 
to  Johnny  as  though  all  obstacles  to  his  happiness  were  re- 
moved, and  that  there  was  no  impediment  between  him  and  an 
amount  of  bliss  of  which  he  had  hitherto  hardly  dared  to  dream. 
Then,  when  he  considered  the  earl's  munificence,  he  almost 
cried.  He  found  that  he  could  not  compose  his  mind  to 
think,  or  even  his  hand  to  write.  He  did  not  know  whether  it 
would  be  right  in  him  to  accept  suchpecuniaiy  liberality  front 
any  living  man,  and  almost  thought  that  he  should  feel  him- 
self bound  to  reject  the  earl's  oficr.  As  to  the  squire's  money, 
that  he  knew  he  might  accept.  All  that  comes  in  the  shape  of 
a  young  woman's  fortune  may  be  taken  by  any  man. 
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He  would  certainly  answer  the  earl's  letter,  and  that  at 
once.  He  would  not  leave  the  office  till  lie  had  done  so.  His 
friend  should  have  cause  to  hring  no  further  charge  against 
him  of  that  kind.  And  then  again  he  reverted  to  the  iujustico 
which  had  hecn  done  to  him  in  the  matter  of  letter-writing — 
as  if  that  consideration  were  of  moment  in  such  a  state  of  cir- 
cumstances as  was  now  existing.  But  at  last  his  thoughts 
brought  themselves  to  the  real  question  at  issue.  Would  Lily 
Dale  accept  him  ?  After  all,  the  reahzation  of  his  good  fortune 
depended  altogether  upon  her  feelings  ;  and,  as  he  remem- 
bered this,  his  mind  misgave  him  sorely.  It  was  filled  not  only 
with  a  young  lover's  ordinaiT  doubts, — with  the  fear  and 
ti'embling  incidental  to  the  bashfulness  of  hobbledehoyhood 
— but  with  an  idea  that  that  aiiair  with  Crosbie  would  still 
stand  in  his  way.  He  did  not,  perhaps,  rightly  understand 
all  that  Lily  had  sufl'ered,  but  he  conceived  it  to  be  probable 
that  there  had  been  wounds  which  even  the  last  five  mouths 
might  not  yet  have  cured.  Could  it  be  that  she  would  allow 
him  to  cure  these  wounds  ?  As  he  thought  of  this  he  felt 
almost  crushed  to  the  earth  by  an  indomitable  bashfulness  and 
conviction  of  his  o^ti  unworthiness.  What  had  he  to  oli'er 
worthy  of  the  acceptance  of  such  a  gii'l  as  Lilian  Dale  ? 

I  fear  that  the  Crown  did  not  get  out  of  John  Eames  an 
adequate  return  for  his  salary  on  that  day.  So  adequate,  how- 
ever, had  been  the  return  given  by  him  for  some  time  past, 
that  promotion  was  supposed  thi-oughout  the  Income-tax  Olfico 
to  be  coming  in  his  way,  much  to  the  jealousy  of  Cradell, 
Fisher,  and  othei-s,  his  immediate  compeers  and  cronies.  And 
the  place  assigned  to  him  by  nimour  was  one  which  was  gene- 
rally regarded  as  a  perfect  Elysium  upon  earth  in  the  Civil 
Ser^-ice  world.  He  was,  so  rumour  said,  to  become  private 
secretary  to  the  First  Commissioner.  He  would  be  removed 
by  such  a  change  as  this  from  the  large  uncarpeted  room  in 
which  he  at  present  sat ;  occupying  the  same  desk  with  another 
man  to  whom  he  had  felt  himself  to  be  ignominiously  bound, 
as  dogs  must  feel  when  they  are  coupled.  This  room  had  been 
the  bear-garden  of  the  otfice.  Twelve  or  fourteen  men  sat  in 
it.  Large  pewter  pots  were  brought  into  it  daily  at  one 
o'clock,  giving  it  an  air  that  was  not  aristocratic.  The  senior 
of  the  room,  one  Mr.  Love,  who  was  presumed  to  have  it 
under  his  immediate  dominion,  was  a  clerk  of  the  ancient 
stamp,  dull,  heavy,  unambitious,  living  out  on  the  farther  side 
of  Islington,   and   unkuoN^Ti  bevond  the   limits  of  bis  oflico 
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to  any  of  his  younger  brethren.  He  was  generally  regarded  as 
having  given  a  bad  tone  to  the  room.  And  then  the  clerks  in 
this  room  would  not  unfi-equently  be  blown  up, — with  very 
palpable  blowings  up, — by  an  official  swell,  a  certain  chief 
clerk,  named  Kissing,  much  higher  in  standing  though  younger 
in  age  than  the  gentleman  of  whom  we  have  before  spoken. 
He  would  hun-y  in,  out  of  his  own  neighbouring  chamber,  Avith 
quick  step  and  nose  in  the  air,  shuffling  in  his  office  slippers, 
looking  on  each  occasion  as  though  there  were  some  cause 
to  fear  that  the  whole  Civil  Service  were  coming  to  an  abrupt 
termination,  and  would  lay  about  him  with  hard  words,  which 
some  of  those  in  the  big  room  did  not  find  it  very  easy  to  bear. 
His  hair  was  always  brushed  straight  up,  his  eyes  were  always 
very  wide  open, — and  he  usually  carried  a  big  letter-book 
with  him,  keeping  in  it  a  certain  place  with  his  finger.  This 
book  was  almost  too  much  for  his  strength,  and  he  would 
flop  it  do"«Ti,  now  on  this  man's  desk  and  now  on  that  man's, 
and  in  a  long  career  of  such  floppings  had  made  himself  to 
be  very  much  hated.  On  the  score  of  some  old  grudge  he  and 
Mr.  Love  did  not  speak  to  each  other ;  and  for  this  reason, 
on  all  occasions  of  fault-finding,  the  blown-up  young  man 
would  refer  Mr.  Kissing  to  his  enemy. 

"  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  Mr,  Love  would  say,  not  lifting    ^ 
his  face  from  his  desk  for  a  moment. 

"  I   shall   certainly   lay  the   matter  before   the   Board," 
Mr.  Kissing  would  reply,  and  would  then  shuffle  out  of  the     U 
room  with  the  big  book.  " 

Sometimes  Mr.  Kissing  would  lay  the  matter  before  the 
Board,  and  then  he,  and  Mr.  Love,  and  two  or  three  delin- 
quent clerks  would  be  summoned  thither.  It  seldom  led  to 
much.  The  delinquent  clerks  would  be  cautioned.  One  Com- 
missioner would  say  a  word  in  private  to  Mr.  Love,  and 
another  a  word  in  private  to  Mr.  Kissing.  Then,  when  left 
alone,  the  Commissioners  would  have  their  little  jokes,  saying 
that  liissing,  they  feared,  went  by  favour ;  and  that  Love 
should  still  be  lord  of  all.  But  these  things  were  done  in  the 
mild  days,  before  Sir  Raffle  Buffle  came  to  the  Board. 

There  had  been  some  fun  in  this  at  first ;  but  of  late  John 
Eames  had  become  tired  of  it.  He  disliked  Mr.  Kissing,  and 
the  big  book  out  of  v.-hich  Mr.  Kissing  was  always  endeavour- 
ing to  convict  him  of  some  official  sin,  and,  had  got  tired  of 
that  joke  of  setting  Kissing  and  Love  by  the  ears  together. 
When  the  Assistant  Secretary  first  suggested  to  him  that  Sir 
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Raffle  had  an  idea  of  selecting  him  as  private  secretary,  and 
when  he  remembered  the  cosy  little  room,  all  cariieted,  with  a 
leathern  arm-chair  and  a  separate  washiug-staud,  which  in 
-uch  case  would  be  devoted  to  his  use,  and  remembered  also 
that  he  would  be  put  into  receipt  of  an  additional  huncbcd 
a  year,  and  would  stand  in  the  way  of  still  better  promotion, 
he  was  overjoyed.  But  there  were  certain  drawbacks.  The 
present  private  secretaiy, — who  had  been  private  secretary 
also  to  the  late  Fii-st  Commissioner, — was  giving  up  his 
Elysium  because  he  could  not  endure  the  tones  of  Sir  Raffle's 
voice.  It  was  understood  that  Sir  Raffle  required  rathei-  more 
of  a  private  secretary,  in  the  way  of  obsequious  attendance, 
than  was  desii'able,  and  Eames  almost  doubted  his  own  fitness 
for  the  place. 

"  And  why  should  he  choose  me  ?  "  he  had  asked  the 
Assistant  Secretaiy. 

"  "Well,  we  have  talked  it  over  together,  and  I  think  that 
he  prefers  you  to  any  other  that  has  been  named." 

"  But  he  was  so  very  hard  upon  me  about  the  afl'air  at  the 
railway  station." 

"  I  think  he  has  heard  more  about  that  since ;  I  think 
that  some  message  has  reached  him  fi-om  your  friend,  Earl 
De  Guest." 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  "  said  Johnny,  beginning  to  comprehend 
what  it  was  to  have  an  earl  for  his  friend.  Since  his  acquaint- 
ance with  the  nobleman  had  commenced,  he  had  studiously 
avoided  all  mention  of  the  earl's  name  at  his  office ;  and  yet 
he  received  almost  daily  intimation  that  the  fact  was  well 
kno\Mi  there,  and  not  a  little  considered. 

"  But  he  is  so  verj-  rough,"  said  Johnny. 

"  You  can  put  up  with  that,"  said  his  iriend  the  Assistant 
Secretaiy.  "  His  bark  is  worse  than  his  bite,  as  you  know; 
and  then  a  hundred  a  year  is  worth  having."  Eames  was  at 
that  moment  inclined  to  take  a  gloomy  view  of  life  in  general, 
and  was  disposed  to  refuse  the  place,  should  it  be  ofl'ered  to 
him.  He  had  not  then  received  the  earl's  letter;  but  now, 
as  he  sat  with  that  letter  open  before  him,  lying  in  the  ckawer 
beneath  his  desk  so  that  he  could  still  read  it  as  he  leaned 
back  in  his  chair,  he  was  enabled  to  look  at  things  in  general 
through  a  dili'erent  atmosphere.  In  the  first  place,  Lilian 
Dale's  husband  ought  to  have  a  room  to  himself,  with  a  carpet 
and  an  arm-chair ;  and  then  that  additional  hundred  a  year 
would  raise  his  income  at  once  to  the  sum  as  to  which  the 
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earl  had  made  some  sort  of  stipulation.  But  could  he  get  that 
leave  of  absence  at  Easter  ?  If  he  consented  to  be  Sir  llaffie's 
private  secretary,  he  would  make  that  a  part  of  the  bargain. 

At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  big  room  was  opened,  and 
Mr.  Kissing  shuffled  in  with  very  quick  little  steps.  He 
shuffled  in,  and  comiug  direct  up  to  John's  desk,  flopped  his 
ledger  down  upon  it  before  its  owner  had  had  time  to  close  the 
di'awcr  which  contained  the  precious  letter. 

"  What  have  you  got  in  that  drav/er,  Mr.  Eames  ?  " 

"  A  private  letter,  Mr.  Kissing." 

"  Oh ; — a  private  letter  !  "  said  Mr.  ICissing,  feeling 
strongly  convinced  there  was  a  novel  hidden  there,  but  not 
daring  to  express  his  belief.  "  I  have  been  half  the  morning, 
filr.  Eames,  looking  for  this  letter  to  the  Admiralty,  and  you've 
put  it  under  S  !  "  A  bystander  listening  to  Mr.  Kissing' s  tone 
would  have  been  led  to  believe  that  the  whole  Income-tax 
Oliice  was  jeopardized  by  the  terrible  iniquity  thus  disclosed. 

"  Somerset  House,"  pleaded  Johnny. 

"  Psha; — Somerset  House !  Half  the  offices  iuLondon " 

"You'd  better  ask  Mr,  Love,"  said  Eames.  "It's  all 
done  under  his  special  instructions."  Mr.  Kissing  looked  at 
Mr.  Love,  and  Mr.  Love  looked  steadfastly  at  his  desk. 
"  Mr.  Love  knows  all  about  the  indexing,"  continued  Johnny. 
"  He's  index  master  general  to  the  department." 

"  No,  I'm  not,  Mr.  Eames,"  said  Mr.  Love,  who  rather 
liked  John  Eames,  and  hated  Mr.  Kissing  with  his  whole 
heart.  "But  I  believe  the  indexes,  on  the  whole,  are  very 
well  done  in  this  room.  Some  people  don't  know  how  to  find 
letters." 

"  Mr.  Eames,"  began  Mr.  Kissing,  still  pointing  with  a 
finger  of  bitter  reproach  to  the  misused  S,  and  beginning  an 
oration  which  was  intended  for  the  benefit  of  the  whole  room, 
and  for  the  annihilation  of  old  Mr.  Love,  "  if  you  have  yet 
to  leani  that  the  word  Admiralty  begins  with  A  and  not  with  S, 
5'OU  have  much  to  learn  which  should  have  been  acquired  before 
you  first  came  into  this  office.  Somerset  House  is  not  a  depart- 
ment." Then  he  turned  round  to  the  room  at  large,  and 
repeated  the  last  words,  as  though  they  might  become  very 

useful  if  taken  well  to  heart- "  Is  not  a  department.     The 

Treasuiy  is  a  department ;  the  Home  Office  is  a  departmeat ; 
the  India  Board  is  a  department — " 

"  No,  Mr.  Kissing,  it  isn't,"  said  a  young  clerk  fiom  the 
other  end  of  the  room. 
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"  You  know  veiy  well  what  I  mean,  sir.  The  India  Office 
is  a  department." 

"  There's  no  Board,  sir." 

"  Never  mind  ;  but  how  any  gentleman  who  has  been  in 
the  ser\ice  three  months, — not  to  say  three  years, — can  sup- 
pose Somerset  House  to  bo  a  department,  is  beyond  my  com- 
prehension.    If  you  have  been  impvopeily  instructed " 

"  "We  shall  know  all  about  it  another  time,"  said  Eames. 
*'  Mr.  Love  will  make  a  memorandum  of  it." 

"  I  shan't  do  anything  of  the  kind,"  said  Mr.  Love. 

"  If  you  have  been  ^\Tongly  instnicted, — "  Mr.  Kissing 
began  again,  stealing  a  glance  at  Mr.  Love  as  he  did  so ;  but 
at  this  moment  the  door  was  again  opened,  and  a  messenger 
summoned  Johnny  to  the  presence  of  the  really  groat  man. 
"  Mr.  Eames,  to  wait  upon  Sir  Raffle."  Upon  hearing  this 
Johnnv  immediatelv  started,  and  left  Mr.  Kissin"  and  the  big 
book  in  possession  of  his  desk.  How  the  battle  was  waged, 
and  how  it  raged  in  the  large  room,  we  cannot  stop  to  hear,  as 
it  is  necessaiT  that  we  should  follow  our  hero  into  the  presence 
of  Sir  Raffle  Ruffle. 

"  Ah,  Eames, — yes,"  said  Sir  Raffle,  looking  up  from  his 
desk  when  the  young  man  entered ;  "just  wait  half  a  minute, 
■will  you  ?  "  And  the  knight  went  to  work  at  his  papers,  as 
though  fearing  that  any  delay  in  what  he  was  doing  might  be 
very  prejudicial  to  the  nation  at  large.  "  Ah,  Eames, — 
well, — yes,"  he  said  again,  as  he  pushed  away  from  him, 
almost  with  a  jerk,  the  papers  on  which  ho  had  been  writing. 
"  They  tell  me  that  you  know  the  business  of  this  office 
pretty  well," 

"  Some  of  it,  sir,"  said  Eames. 

"  Well,  yes;  some  of  it.  Rut  you'll  have  to  understand 
the  whole  of  it  if  you  come  to  me.  And  you  must  be  very 
shaip  about  it  too.    You  know  that  FitzHoward  is  lea^^ng  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  of  it,  sir." 

"  A  veiy  excellent  young  man,  though  perhaps  not 

But  we  won't  mind  that.  The  work  is  a  little  too  much  for 
him,  and  he's  giing  back  into  the  office,  I  believe  Lord 
De  Guest  is  a  friend  of  yours  ;  isn't  he  '?  " 

"  Yes  ;  he  is  a  friend  of  mine,  certainly.  He's  been  very 
kind  to  me." 

"  All,  well.  I've  kno\Mi  the  carl  for  many  years, — for 
very  many  years  ;  and  intimately  at  one  time.  Perhaps  you 
may  have  heard  him  mention  my  name  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  I  have,  Sir  Raffle." 

"  We  were  intimate  ouce,  but  those  things  go  ofi",  you 
know.  He's  been  the  country  mouse  and  I've  been  the  town 
mouse.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  You  may  tell  him  that  I  say  so.  He 
won't  mind  that  coming  from  me." 

"  Oh,  no;  not  at*all,"  said  Eames. 

"  Mind  you  tell  him  when  you  see  him.  The  earl  is  a  man 
for  whom  I've  always  had  a  great  respect, — a  very  great 
respect, — I  may  say  regard.  And  now,  Eames,  what  do  you 
say  to  talcing  Fitz-Howard's  place  ?  The  work  is  hard.  It  is 
fau'  that  I  should  tell  you  that.  The  work  will,  no  doubt,  be 
very  hard.  I  take  a  greater  share  of  what's  going  than  my 
predecessors  have  done  ;  and  I  don't  mind  telling  you  that  I 
have  been  sent  here,  because  a  man  was  wanted  who  would 
do  that."  The  voice  of  Sir  Raffle,  as  he  continued,  became 
more  and  more  harsh,  and  Eames  began  to  think  how  wise 
FitzHoward  had  been.  "  I  mean  to  do  my  duty,  and  I  shall 
expect  that  my  private  secretary  will  do  his.  But,  Mr.  Eames, 
I  never  forget  a  man.  Whether  he  be  good  or  bad,  I  never 
forget  a  man.     You  don't  dislike  late  hours,  I  suppose." 

"  Coming  late  to  the  office,  you  mean  ?  Oh,  no,  not  in 
the  least." 

"  Staying  late, — staying  late.  Six  or  seven  o'clock  if 
necessary, — putting  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel  when  the  coach 
gets  into  the  mud.  That's  what  I've  been  doing  aU  my  life. 
They've  known  what  I  am  veiy  well.  They've  always  kept  me 
for  the  heavy  roads.  If  they  paid,  in  the  Civil  Service,  by  the 
hour,  I  beUeve  I  should  have  draAvn  a  larger  income  than  any 
man  in  it.  If  you  take  the  vacant  chair  in  the  next  room 
you'll  find  it's  no  joke.  It's  only  fair  that  I  should  tell  you 
that." 

"  I  can  work  as  hard  as  any  man,"  said  Eames. 

"  That's  right.  That's  right.  Stick  to  that  and  I'll  stick 
to  you.  It  will  be  a  gi'cat  gratification  to  me  to  have  by  mo  a 
friend  of  my  old  friend  De  Guest.  Tell  him  I  say  so.  And 
now  you  may  as  well  get  into  harness  at  once.  FitzHoward  t 
is  there.  You  can  go  in  to  him,  and  at  haK-past  four  exactly  s 
I'll  see  you  both.  I'm  veiy  exact,  mind, — veiy ; — and  there- 
fore you  must  be  exact."  Then  Sir  Raffle  looked  as  though 
he  desired  to  be  left  alone. 

"  Sir  Raffle,  there's  one  favour  I  want  to  ask  of  you," 
said  Johnny. 

"  And  what's  that  ?  " 
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"  I  am  most  anxious  to  be  absent  for  a  fortnight  or  thrce 
weeks,  just  at  Easttr.     I  shall  want  to  go  in  about  ten  days." 

"  Absent  tor  three  weeks  at  Easter,  when  the  parliameutarj- 
work  is  beginning  !     That  won't  do  for  a  private  secretaiy." 

"  But  it's  Ycr}-  important,  Sir  Raffle." 

"  Out  of  the  question,  Eames  ;  quite  out  of  the  question." 

"  It's  almost  life  and  death  to  me." 

"  Almost  life  and  death.  ^Tiy,  what  are  you  going  to 
do  ?  "  "With  all  his  grandeur  and  national  importance.  Sir 
IJaffle  would  be  very  curious  as  to  little  people. 

"  Well,  I  can't  exactly  tell  you,  and  I'm  not  quite  sure 
myself." 

"  Then  don't  talk  nonsense.  It's  impossible  that  I  should 
spare  my  private  secretary  just  at  that  time  of  the  year.  I 
couldn't  do  it.  The  service  won't  admit  of  it.  You're  not 
entitled  to  leave  at  that  season.  Private  secretaries  always 
take  their  leave  in  the  autumn." 

"  I  should  like  to  be  absent  in  the  autumn  too,  but " 

"  It's  out  of  the  question,  Mr.  Eames." 

Then  John  Eames  reflected  that  it  behoved  him  in  such  an 
emergency  to  fire  ofl'  his  big  gun.  He  had  a  great  dislike  to 
firing  this  big  gun,  but,  as  he  said  to  himself,  there  are 
occasions  which  make  a  big  gun  veiy  necessary.  "  I  got  a 
letter  from  Lord  De  Guest  this  morning,  pressing  me  very 
much  to  go  to  him  at  Easter.  It's  about  business,"  added 
Johnny.  "  K  there  was  any  difficulty,  he  said,  he  should  write 
to  you." 

"  Write  to  me,"  said  Sir  Piafllle,  who  did  not  like  to  be 
approached  too  fcimiliarly  in  his  office,  even  by  an  earl. 

"  Of  course  I  shouldn't  tell  him  to  do  that.  But,  Sir 
Baffle,  if  I  remained  out  there,  in  the  office,"  and  Johnny 
pointed  towards  the  big  room  with  his  head,  *'  I  could  choose 
April  for  my  month.  And  as  the  matter  is  so  important  to  me, 
and  to  the  earl — " 

"  ANTiat  can  it  be  ?"  said  Sir  Baffle. 

"  It's  quite  private,"  said  John  Eames. 

Hereupon  Sir  Baffle  became  very  petulant,  feeling  that  a 
bargain  was  being  made  with  him.  This  young  mim  would 
only  consent  to  become  his  privuto  secretary'  upon  certain 
terms  !  ''  Well ;  go  in  to  FitzHoward  now.  I  can't  lose  all 
my  day  in  this  way." 

"  But  I  shall  be  able  to  get  away  at  Easter  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.     We  shall  see  about  it.     But  don't  stand 
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talking  there  now."  Then  John  Eames  went  into  Fitz- 
Howard's  room,  and  received  that  gentleman's  congratulations 
on  his  appointment.  "  I  hope  you  like  heing  rung  for,  like  a 
servant,  every  minute,  for  he's  always  ringing  that  hell.  And 
he'll  roar  at  you  till  you're  deaf.  You  must  give  up  all  dinner 
engagements,  for  though  there  is  not  much  to  do,  he'll  never 
let  you  go.  I  don't  think  anybody  ever  asks  him  out  to  dinner, 
for  he  likes  heing  here  till  seven.  And  you'll  have  to  write  all 
manner  of  lies  about  big  people.  And,  sometimes,  when  he 
has  sent  Rafferty  out  about  his  private  business,  he'll  ask  you 
to  bring  him  his  shoes."  Now  Rafferty  was  the  First  Com- 
missioner's messenger. 

It  must  be  remembered,  however,  that  this  little  account 
was  given  by  an  outgoing  and  discomfited  private  secretary. 
"  A  man  is  not  asked  to  bring  another  man  his  shoes,"  said 
Eames  to  himself,  "  until  he  shows  himself  fit  for  that  sort 
of  business."  Then  he  made  within  his  own  breast  a  little 
resolution  about  Sir  Rafile's  shoes. 


CHAPTER  XL VII. 

THE   NEW   PRIVATE   SECRETARY. 

Income-tax  Office,  April  8,  18 — 
Mr  DEAK  Lord  Dk  Guest, 

I  iiAKDLY  kiunv  how  to  answer  your  letter,  it  is  so  very  kind — 
more  tlian  kind.  And  al)onr,  not  writinjj^  before, — I  must  exjilain  that 
I  have  not  liked  to  trouble  you  witli  letters.  I  should  have  seemed  to 
be  encroaching  if  I  had  written  much.  Indeed,  it  didn't  come  from  not 
thinking  about  you.  And  first  of  all,  about  the  money, — as  to  your  offer, 
I  mean.  I  really  feel  that  1  do  not  know  what  I  ought  to  say  to  you 
about  it,  without  ai)pearing  to  be  a  simi)lcton.  The  truth  is,  I  don't 
know  what  I  ought  to  do,  and  can  only  trust  to  you  not  to  jjut  me  wrong. 
I  have  an  idea  that  a  man  ought  not  to  accept  a  present  of  money, 
uuless  from  his  father,  or  somebody  like  that.  And  the  sum  you  men- 
tion is  so  very  large  that  it  makes  me  wish  you  had  not  named  it.  If 
you  choose  to  be  so  generous,  would  it  not  be  better  that  you  should 
leave  it  me  in  your  will  ? 

"  So  that  he  might  always  want  me  to  be  dying,"  said 
Lord  De  Guest,  as  he  road  the  letter  out  loud  to  his  sister. 

"  I'm  sure  he  wouldn't  want  that,"  said  Lady  Julia.  "  But 
you  may  live  for  twenty-five  years,  you  know." 

"  Say  fifty,"  said  the  earl.  And  then  he'  continued  the 
reading  of  his  letter. 
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Bat  all  that  depends  so  much  upon  another  person,  that  it  is  hardly 
worth  while  tulkiiiij  ahoiit  it.  Of  course  I  am  very  nuuh  obliged  to 
Mr.  Dale, — very  much  iiideeil, — and  I  think  that  he  is  bchavinj^  very 
handsomely  tn  his  niece.  But  wiiethcr  it  will  do  me  any  p'od,  that  is 
quite  nnotiier  thing.  However,  I  shall  certainly  accept  your  kind  invi- 
tation for  Easter,  and  find  out  whether  I  have  a  chance  or  not.  I  must 
tell  you  that  Sir  KatHe  Entile  has  made  me  his  inivatc  secretary,  by 
which  I  <;et  a  hundred  a  year.  lie  says  he  was  a  <rreat  crony  of  yours 
many  years  ajr  >,  and  seems  to  like  talkinj;  about  yon  very  much.  Yon 
will  undei-stand  wliat  all  that  means.  He  has  scut  you  ever  so  numy 
messages,  but  I  don't  su]ij)ose  you  will  care  to  get  them.  I  am  to  go 
to  him  to-mon"ow,  and  from  all  I  bear  I  shall  have  a  hard  time  of  it. 

"  By  George,  he  will,"  said  the  earl.     *'  Poor  fellow  !  " 
"  But  I  thought  a  private  secretary  never  had  anything  to 
do,"  said  Lady  Julia. 

"  I  shouldn't  like  to  be  private  secretaiy  to  Sir  Raffle, 
myself.  But  he's  young,  and  a  hundred  a  year  is  a  great  thing. 
How  we  all  of  us  used  to  hate  that  man.  His  voice  sounded 
like  a  bell  with  a  crack  in  it.  We  always  used  to  be  asking  for 
some  one  to  muffle  the  Baffle.  They  call  him  Huffle  Scuffle  at 
his  office.     Poor  Johnuv  !  "     Then  he  finished  the  letter  : — 

I  told  him  that  I  must  have  leave  of  absence  at  Easter,  and  he 
at  first  declared  that  it  was  impossible.  But  I  shall  carry  my  point 
about  that.  1  wuuld  not  stay  away  to  be  made  private  secretary  to  the 
Prime  ilinister;  and  yet  I  almost  feel  that  I  might  as  well  stay  away 
for  any  good  that  I  shall  do. 

Give  my  kiml  regards  to  Lady  Julia,  and  tell  her  how  very  much 
obliged  to  her  I  am.  I  cannot  ex[)ress  the  gratitude  which  I  owe 
to  you.  But  jiray  believe  me,  my  dear  Lord  L)c  Guest,  always  very 
faitlifuUy  yours, 

JoiJN  Eames. 

It  was  late  before  Eames  had  finished  his  letter.  He  had 
been  making  himseU"  ready  for  his  cKodus  from  the  big  room, 
and  preparing  his  desk  and  papers  for  his  successor.  About 
half-past  five  Cradell  came  up  to  him,  and  suggested  that  they 
should  walk  home  together. 

"  What !  you  here  still  ?  "  said  Eames.  "  I  thought  you 
always  went  at  four."  Cradell  had  remained,  hanging  about 
the  office,  in  order  that  he  might  walk  home  with  the  new 
private  secretarv'.  But  Eames  did  not  desire  this.  He  had 
much  of  which  ho  desired  to  think  alone,  and  wouM  fiin  have 
been  allowed  to  walk  by  himself. 

"  Yes  ;  I  bad  things  to  do.  I  say,  Johnny,  I  congratulate 
you  most  heartily  ;  I  do,  indeed." 

"  Thank  you,  old  feUow  !  " 

"  It  is  such  a  grand  thing,  you  know.     A  hundi'ed  a  year 
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all  at  once  !  And  then  such  a  snug  room  to  yourself, — and 
that  fellow,  Kissing,  never  can  come  near  you.  He  has  been 
making  himself  such  a  beast  all  day.  But,  Johnny,  I  always 
knew  you'd  come  to  something  more  than  common,  I  always 
said  so." 

"  There's  nothing  uncommon  about  this  ;  exdept  that  Fitz 
says  that  old  Huffle  Scuffle  makes  himself  uncommon  nasty." 

"  Never  mind  what  Fitz  says.  It's  all  jealousy.  You'll 
have  it  all  your  own  way,  if  you  look  sharp.  I  think  you 
always  do  have  it  all  your  own  way.     Are  you  nearly  ready  ?  " 

"  Well, — not  quite.     Don't  wait  for  me.  Caudle." 

"  Oh,  I'll  wait.  I  don't  mind  waiting.  They'll  keep 
dinner  for  us  if  we  both  stay.  Besides,  what  matters  ?  I'd 
do  more  than  that  for  you." 

' '  I  have  some  idea  of  working  on  till  eight,  and  having 
a  chop  sent  in,"  said  Johnny.  "  Besides — I've  got  somewhere 
to  call,  by  myself." 

Then  Cradell  almost  cried.  He  remained  silent  for  two  or 
three  minutes,  striving  to  master  his  emotion  ;  and  at  last, 
when  he  did  speak,  had  hardly  succeeded  in  doing  so.  "  Oh, 
Johnny,"  he  said,  "  I  know  what  that  means.  You  are  going 
to  thi'ow  me  over  because  you  are  getting  up  in  the  world. 
I  have  always  stuck  to  you,  through  everything  ;  haven't  I  ?  " 

"  Don't  make  yourself  a  fool.  Caudle." 

"  Well ;  so  I  have.  And  if  they  had  made  me  private 
secretary,  I  should  have  been  just  the  same  to  you  as  ever. 
You'd  have  found  no  change  in  me." 

"  What  a  goose  you  are.  Do  you  say  I'm  changed,  be- 
cause I  want  to  dine  in  the  city  ?  " 

''  It's  all  because  you  don't  Avant  to  walk  home  with  me, 
as  we  used  to  do.  I'm  not  such  a  goose  but  what  I  can  see. 
But,  Johnny I  suppose  I  mustn't  call  you  Johnny,  now." 

"  Don't  be  such  a — con-founded "    Then  Fames  got 

up,  and  walked  about  the  room.  "  Come  along,"  said  he, 
"I  don't  care  about  staying,  and  don't  mind  where  I  dine." 
And  he  bustled  away  with  his  hat  and  gloves,  hardly  giving 
Cradell  time  to  catch  him  before  he  got  out  into  the  streets. 
"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Caudle,"  said  he,  "  all  that  kind  of 
thing  is  disgusting." 

"  But  how  would  you  feel,"  whimpered  Cradell,  who  had 
never  succeeded  in  putting  himself  quite  on  a  par  with  his 
friend,  even  in  his  own  estimation,  since  that  glorious  victory 
at  the  railway  station.    If  he  could  only  have  thrashed  Lupex 
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as  Johnny  had  thi-ashcd  Crosbie  ;  then  indeed  they  might 
have  been  equal, — a  pair  of  heroes.  But  he  had  not  done  so. 
He  had  never  tohl  himsell"  that  he  was  a  coward,  but  he  con- 
sidered that  cuTunistauces  had  been  specially  uukiud  to  him. 
"  But  how  would  you  feel,"  he  whimpered,  "  if  the  friend 
whom  you  liked  better  than  anybody  else  in  the  world,  turned 
his  back  upon  you  '?  " 

"  I  haven't  turned  my  back  upon  you  ;  except  that  I 
can't  get  you  to  walk  fast  enough.  Come  along,  old  fellow, 
and  don't  talk  confounded  nonsense.  I  hate  all  that  kind 
of  thing.  You  never  ought  to  suppose  that  a  man  will  give 
himself  aii-s,  but  wait  till  he  does.  I  don't  believe  I  shall 
remain  with  old  Scuffles  above  a  month  or  two.  From  all  that 
I  can  hear  that's  as  much  as  any  one  can  bear." 

Then  Cradell  by  degi-ees  became  happy  and  cordial,  and 
during  the  whole  walk  flattered  Eames  with  all  the  flattery  of 
which  he  was  master.  And  Johnny,  though  he  ilid  profess 
himself  to  be  averse  to  "all  that  kind  of  thing,"  was  never- 
theless open  to  flatteiy.  When  Cradell  told  him  that  though 
FitzHoward  could  not  manage  the  Tartar  knight,  he  might 
probably  do  so ;  he  was  inclined  to  believe  what  Cradull  said. 
"  And  as  to  getting  him  his  shoes,"  said  Cradell,  "  I  don't 
suppose  he'd  ever  think  of  asking  you  to  do  such  a  thing, 
unless  he  was  in  a  veiy  great  hurry,  or  something  of  that  kind.  ' 

"  Look  here,  Johnny,"  said  Cradell,  as  they  got  into  ona 
of  the  streets  bordering  on  Burton  Crescent,  '•  you  know  the 
last  thing  in  the  world  I  should  like  to  do  would  be  to  ofl'end 
you." 

"  All  right.  Caudle,"  said  Eames,  going  on,  whereas  his 
companion  had  shown  a  tendency  towards  stopping. 

"Look  here,  now;  if  I  have  vexed  you  about  Amelia 
Kopcr,  I'll  make  you  a  promise  never  to  speak  to  her  again." 

"  I) Amelia  Roper,"  said  Eames,  suddenly  stopping 

himself  and  stopping  Cradell  as  well.  The  exclamation  was 
made  in  a  deep  angry  voice  which  attracted  the  notice  of  one 
or  two  who  were  passing.  Johnny  was  very  \\Tong, — wrong 
to  utter  any  curse  ; — very  WTong  to  ejaculate  that  cui-se  against 
a  human  being  ;  and  especially  wrong  to  fulminate  it  against 
a  woman — a  woman  whom  he  had  professed  to  love  !  But  ho 
did  do  so,  and  I  cannot  tell  my  story  thoroughly  without 
repeating  the  wicked  word. 

Cradell  looked  up  at  him  and  stared.  "  I  only  meant  to 
say,"  said  Cradell,  "  I'll  do  anything  you  like  in  the  matter." 
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"  Then  never  mention  her  name  to  me  again.  And  as  to 
talking  to  her,  j^ou  may  talk  to  her  till  you're  both  blue  in  the 
face,  if  you  please." 

"  Oh  ; — I  didn't  know.  You  didn't  seem  to  like  it  the  other 
day." 

"  I  was  a  fool  the  other  day, — a  confounded  fool.  And  so 
I  have  been  all  my  life.  Amelia  Roper  !  Look  here,  Caudle  ; 
if  she  makes  up  to  j^ou  this  evening,  as  I've  no  doubt  she 
will,  for  she  seems  to  be  playing  that  game  constantly  now, 
just  let  her  have  her  fling.  Never  mind  me ;  I'll  amuse 
myself  with  Mrs.  Lupex,  or  Miss  Spruce." 

"  But  there'll  be  the  deuce  to  pay  with  Mrs.  Lupex.  She's 
as  cross  as  possible  already  whenever  Amelia  speaks  to  me. 
You  don't  know  what  a  jealous  woman  is,  Johnny."  Cradell 
had  got  upon  what  he  considered  to  be  his  high  ground.  And 
on  that  he  felt  himself  equal  to  any  man.  It  was  no  doubt 
true  that  Eamcs  had  thrashed  a  man,  and  that  he  had  not ; 
it  was  true  also  that  Eames  had  risen  to  very  high  place  in 
the  social  world,  having  become  a  private  secretary ;  but  for 
a  dangerous,  mysterious,  overwhehniug,  life-enveloping  intrigue 
— was  not  he  the  acknowledged  hero  of  such  an  affair '?  He 
had  paid  very  dearly,  both  in  pocket  and  in  comfort,  for  the 
blessing  of  Mrs.  Lupex's  society  ;  but  he  hardly  considered 
that  he  had  paid  too  dearly.  There  are  certain  luxuries  which 
a  man  will  find  to  be  expensive ;  but,  for  all  that,  they  may 
be  worth  their  price.  Nevertheless  as  he  went  up  the  steps 
of  Mrs.  lloper's  house  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would 
oblige  his  friend.  The  intrigue  might  in  that  way  become 
more  mysterious,  and  more  life-enveloping ;  whereas  it  would 
not  become  more  dangerous,  seeing  that  Mr.  Lupex  could 
hardly  find  himself  to  be  aggrieved  by  such  a  proceeding. 

The  whole  number  of  Mrs.  lloper's  boarders  were  assembled 
at  dinner  that  day.  Mr.  Lupex  seldom  joined  that  festive 
board,  but  on  this  occasion  he  was  present,  appeariug  fi'om  his 
voice  and  manner  to  be  in  high  good-humour.  CradeU  had 
communicated  to  the  company  in  the  drawing-room  the  great 
good  fortune  which  had  fallen  upon  his  friend,  and  Johnny 
had  thereby  become  the  mark  of  a  certain  amount  of  hero- 
worship. 

"Oh,  indeed  !  "  said  Mrs.  Roper.  "  An  'appy  woman 
your  mother  will  be  when  she  hears  it.  But  I  always  said 
you'd  come  down  right  side  uppcnnost." 

"  Handsome  is  as  handsome  does,"  said  Miss  Spruce. 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Eames  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Lupex,  with  graceful 
enthusiasm,  "  I  wish  you  joy  from  the  very  depth  of  my  heai't. 
It  is  such  an  elegaut  appointment.'' 

"  Accept  the  hand  of  a  true  and  disinterested  fi-iend,"  said 
Lupex.  And  Johnny  did  accept  the  hand,  though  it  was  veiy 
dii'ty  and  stained  all  over  with  paint. 

Amelia  stood  apart  and  conveyed  her  congratulations  by  a 
glance,  — or,  I  might  better  say,  by  a  series  of  glances.  "  And 
now, — now  will  you  not  be  mine,"  the  glances  said ;  "  now 
that  you  are  rolling  in  wealth  and  prosperity  ?  "  Aiid  then 
before  they  went  downstairs  she  did  whisper  one  word  to  him. 
•'Oh,  I  am  so  happy,  John  ; — so  very  happy." 

"  Bother !  "  said  Johnny,  in  a  tone  quite  loud  enough  to 
reach  the  lady's  ear.  Then  making  his  way  round  the  room, 
he  gave  his  arm  to  Miss  Sprace.  Amelia,  as  she  walked 
downstairs  alone,  declared  to  herself  that  she  would  wTing  his 
heart.  She  had  been  employed  in  wringing  it  for  some  days 
past,  and  had  been  astonished  at  her  own  success.  It  had 
been  clear  enough  to  her  that  Eames  had  been  piqued  by  her 
overtures  to  Cradell,  and  she  had  therefore  to  play  out  that 
game. 

"  Oh.  Mr.  Cradell,"  she  said,  as  she  took  her  seat  next  to 
him.  "  The  fi-icnds  I  like  are  the  friends  that  remain  always 
the  same.  I  hate  your  sudden  rises.  They  do  so  often  inake 
a  man  upsetting." 

"  I  should  like  to  trj-,  myself,  all  the  same,"  said  Cradell. 

"  Well,  I  don't  think  it  would  make  any  dilfcrence  in  you; 
I  don't  indeed.  And  of  course  your  time  will  come  too.  It's 
that  earl  as  has  done  it, — he  that  was  worried  by  the  bull. 
Since  we  have  kno^vn  an  earl  we  have  been  so  mighty  fine." 
And  Ameha  gave  her  head  a  little  toss,  and  then  smiled  archly, 
in  a  manner  which,  to  Cradell's  eyes,  was  really  very  becoming. 
But  he  saw  that  Mrs.  Lupex  was  looking  at  liim  from  the 
other  side  of  the  table,  and  he  could  not  quite  enjoy  the  goods 
which  the  gods  had  provided  for  him. 

When  the  ladies  left  the  dining-room  Lupex  and  the  two 
young  men  drew  their  chairs  near  the  fire,  and  each  prepared 
for  himself  a  moderate  potation.  Eames  made  a  little  attempt 
at  leaving  the  room,  but  he  was  implored  by  Lupex  with  such 
earnest  protestations  of  friendship  to  remain,  and  was  so  weakly 
fearful  of  being  charged  with  giving  himself  au-s,  that  he  did 
as  he  was  desired. 

"  And  here,  Mr.  Eames,  is  to  your  very  good  health,"  said 

30 
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Lupes,  raising  to  his  mouth  a  steaming  goblet  of  gin-autl-water, 
"  and  wishing  you  many  years  to  enjoy  your  official  prosperity." 
"  Thank  yc,"  said  Eames.  "  I  don't  know  much  about  the 
prosperity,  but  I'm  just  as  much  obliged." 

"Yes,  sir;  when  I  see  a  young  man  of  your  age  begin- 
ning to  rise  in  tlie  world,  I  know  he'll  go  on.  Now  look  at  me, 
Jlr.  Eames.     Mr.  Cradell,  here's  your  very  good  health,  and 

may  all  unkindness  be  drowned  in  the  flowing  bowl Look 

at  me,  Mr.  Eames.  I've  never  risen  in  the  world  ;  I've  never 
done  any  good  in  the  world,  and  never  shall." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Lupex,  don't  say  that." 

"  zVh,  but  I  do  say  it.  I've  always  been  pulling  the  devil 
by  the  tail,  and  never  yet  got  as  much  as  a  good  hold  on  to 
that.  And  I'll  tell  you  why  ;  I  never  got  a  chance  when  I  was 
young.  If  I  could  have  got  any  big  fellow,  a  star,  you  know, 
to  let  me  paint  his  portrait  when  I  was  your  age, — such  a  one, 
let  us  say,  as  your  friend  Sir  Eaffle " 

"  What  a  star !  "  said  Cradell. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  he's  pretty  much  known  in  the  world,  isn't 
he  ?  Or  Lord  Derby,  or  Mr.  Spurgeon.  You  know  what  I 
mean.  If  I'd  got  such  a  chance  as  that  when  I  was  young,  I 
should  never  have  been  doing  jobs  of  scene-painting  at  the 
minor  theatres  at  so  much  a  square  yard.  You've  got  the 
chance  now,  but  I  never  had  it." 

Whereupon  Mr.  Lupex  finished  his  first  measure  of  gin- 
and-water, 

"  It's  a  very  queer  thing, — life  is,"  contmucd  Lupex  ;  and, 
though  he  did  not  at  once  go  to  work  boldly  at  the  mixing  of 
another  glass  of  toddy,  he  began  gradually,  and  as  if  by  instinct, 
to  finger  the  things  which  would  be  necessai7  for  that  operation. 
"  A  very  queer  thing.  Now,  remember,  young  gentlemen,  I'm 
not  denying  that  success  in  life  will  depend  upon  good  conduct ; 
— of  course  it  does  ;  but,  then,  how  often  good  conduct  comes 
from  success !  Should  I  have  been  what  I  am  now,  do  you 
suppose,  if  some  big  fellow  had  taken  me  by  the  hand  when  I 
was  struggling  to  make  an  artist  of  myself?  I  could  have 
drunk  claret  and  champagne  just  as  well  as  gin-and-water,  and 
worn  ruffles  to  my  shirt  as  gracefully  as  many  a  fellow  who 
used  to  be  very  fond  of  me,  and  now  won't  speak  to  me  if  he 
meets  me  in  the  streets.     I  never  get  a  chance, — never." 

"  But  it's  not  too  late  yet,  Mr.  Lupex,"  said  Eames. 

"  Yes,  it  is,  Eames, — yes,  it  is."  And  now  Mr.  Lupox 
had  grasped  the  gin-bottle.     "  It's  too  late  now.     The  game's 
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over,  and  tbo  match  is  lost.  The  talent  is  here.  I'm  as  suro 
of  that  now  as  ever  I  was.  I've  never  doubtcil  my  own  abilit\', 
— never  for  a  moment.  There  are  men  this  vciy  day  making  a 
thousand  a  year  oti"  their  easels  who  haven't  so  good  and  true 
an  eye  in  drawing  as  I  have,  or  so  good  a  feeling  in  colours. 
I  could  name  them  ;  only  I  won't." 

"  And  why  shouldn't  you  try  again  ?  "  said  Eames. 

"  If  I  were  to  paint  the  finest  piece  that  ever  delighted  the 
eye  of  man,  who  would  come  and  look  at  it  ?  Who  would  have 
enough  belief  in  me  to  come  as  tar  as  this  place  and  see  if  it 
were  true  ?  No,  Eames  ;  I  know  my  ovra  position  and  my  own 
ways,  and  I  know  my  o^^^l  weakness.  I  couldn't  do  a  day's 
work  now,  unless  I  were  certain  of  getting  a  certain  number  of 
shillings  at  the  end  of  it.  That's  what  a  man  comes  to  when 
things  have  gone  against  him." 

"  But  I  thought  men  got  lots  of  money  by  sccne-paintiug  "?  ' 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  may  call  lots,  Mr.  Cradell ;  I  don't 
call  it  lots.  But  I'm  not  complaining.  I  know  who  I  have  to 
thank  ;  and  if  ever  I  blow  my  own  brains  out  I  shan't  bo  putting 
the  blame  on  the  wrong  shoulders.  K  you'll  take  my  advice," 
— and  now  he  turned  round  to  Eames, — "you'll  beware  oi 
marrying  too  soon  in  life." 

"  I  think  a  man  should  marry  early,  if  ho  marries  well," 
said  Eames. 

"  Don't  misunderstand  me,"  continued  Lupex.  "  It  isn't 
about  Mrs.  L.  I'm  speaking.  I've  always  regarded  my  wife 
as  a  veiy  fascinating  woman." 

"  Hear,  hear,  hear !  "  said  Cradell,  thumping  the  table. 

"  Indeed  she  is,"  said  Eames. 

"  And  when  I  caution  you  against  manying,  don't  you  mis- 
understand me.  I've  never  said  a  word  against  her  to  any 
man,  and  never  will.  If  a  man  don't  stand  by  his  wife,  whom 
will  he  stand  by  ?  I  blame  no  one  but  nl^self.  But  I  do  say 
this  ;  I  never  had  a  chance  ; — I  never  had  a  chance  ; — never 
had  a  chance."  And  as  he  repeated  the  words  for  the  third 
time,  his  lips  were  already  fixed  to  the  rim  of  his  tumbler. 

At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  dining-room  was  opened, 
and  Mrs.  Lupex  put  in  her  head. 

''  Lupex,"  she  said,  "  what  are  you  doing  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear.  I  can't  say  I'm  doing  anything  at  thu 
present  moment.  I  was  giving  a  little  advice  to  thetc  young 
gentlemen." 

"  Mr.  Cradell,  I  wonder  at  you.  And,  Mr.  Eames,  I  wondi  r 
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at  you,  too, — in  your  position  !  Lupex,  come  upstairs  at  once." 
She  then  stepped  into  the  room  and  secured  the  giu-bottle. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Cradell,  do  come  here,"  said  Amelia,  in  her 
livehest  tone,  as  soon  as  the  men  made  theii*  appearance  above. 
"  I've  been  waiting  for  you  this  half-hour.  I've  got  such  a 
puzzle  for  you."  And  she  made  way  for  him  to  a  chaii'  which 
was  between  herself  and  the  wall.  Cradell  looked  half  afraid 
of  his  fortunes  as  he  took  the  proffered  seat ;  but  he  did  take 
it,  and  was  soon  secured  from  any  positive  physical  attack  by 
the  strength  and  breadth  of  Miss  Roper's  ci'inoline. 

"  Dear  me  !    Here's  a  change,"  said  Mrs.  Lupex,  out  loud. 

Johnny  Eames  was  standing  close,  and  whispered  into  her 
ear,  "  Changes  are  so  pleasant  sometimes  !  Don't  you  think 
so?     I  do." 


CHAPTER  XLYIII. 

NEMESIS. 


Crosbie  had  now  settled  down  to  the  calm  realities  of  married 
life,  and  was  beginning  to  think  that  the  odium  was  dying 
away  which  for  a  week  or  two  had  attached  itself  to  him, 
partly  on  account  of  his  usage  of  Miss  Dale,  but  more  strongly 
in  consequence  of  the  thi-ashing  which  he  had  received  fi'om 
John  Eames.  Not  that  he  had  in  any  way  recovered  his 
foiTuer  tone  of  life,  or  that  he  ever  hoped  to  do  so.  But 
he  was  able  to  go  in  and  out  of  his  club  without  embarrass- 
ment. He  could  talk  with  his  wonted  voice,  and  act  with  his 
wonted  authority  at  his  office.  He  could  tell  his  friends,  with 
some  little  degi-ee  of  pleasure  in  the  sound,  that  Lady  Alexan- 
drina  would  be  ver^happy  to  see  them.  And  he  could  make 
himself  comfortable  in  his  own  chair  after  dinner,  with  his 
slippers  and  his  newspaper.  He  could  make  himself  com- 
fortable, or  at  any  rate  could  tell  his  wife  that  he  did  so. 

It  was  very  dull.  He  was  obliged  to  acknowledge  to  himself, 
when  he  thought  over  the  subject,  that  the  life  which  he  was 
leading  was  dull.  Though  he  could  go  into  his  club  without 
annoyance,  nobody  there  ever  thought  of  asking  him  to  join 
them  at  dinner.  It  was  taken  for  granted  that  he  was  going 
to  dine  at  home  ;  and  in  the  absence  of  any  provocation  to  the 
contraiy,  he  always  did  dine  at  home.     He  had  now  been  in 
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his  house  for  throe  weeks,  and  hail  been  asked  with  his  wife  to 
a  few  bridal  dinner-parties,  given  chiefly  by  friends  of  the 
De  Courcy  family.  Except  on  such  occasions  he  never  passed 
an  evening  out  of  his  o^\■n  house,  and  had  not  yet,  since  his 
marriage,  dined  once  away  from  his  wife.  He  told  himself 
that  his  good  conduct  in  this  respect  was  the  result  of  his  own 
resolution;  but,  nevertheless,  he  felt  that  there  was  nothing 
else  left  for  him  to  do.  Nobody  asked  him  to  go  to  the 
theatre.  Nobody  begged  him  to  clrop  in  of  an  evening.  Men 
never  asked  him  why  he  did  not  play  a  rubber.  He  would 
generally  saunter  into  Sebright's  after  he  left  his  office,  and 
lounge  about  the  room  for  half  an  hour,  talking  to  a  few 
men.  Nobody  was  uncivil  to  him.  But  he  knew  that  the 
whole  thing  was  changed,  and  he  resolved,  with  some  wisdom, 
to  accommodate  himself  to  his  altered  circumstances. 

Lady  Alexandrina  also  found  her  new  life  rather  dull,  and 
was  sometiiiics  inclined  to  be  a  little  quemlous.  She  would 
tell  her  husband  that  she  never  got  out.  and  would  declare, 
when  he  ofl'ered  to  walk  with  her,  that  she  did  not  care  for 
walking  in  the  streets.  "  I  don't  exactly  see,  then,  where 
you  are  to  walk,"  he  once  replied.  She  did  not  tell  him  that 
she  was  fond  of  riding,  and  that  the  Park  was  a  very  fitting 
place  for  such  exercise  ;  but  she  looked  it,  and  he  under- 
stood her.  "I'll  do  all  I  can  for  her,"  he  said  to  himself; 
"but  111  not  ruin  myself."  "  Amelia  is  coming  to  take  me 
for  a  drive,"  she  said  another  time.  "  Ah,  that'll  be  very 
nice,"  he  answered.  "  No  ;  it  won't  be  ver}'  nice,"  said 
Alexandrina.  "  Amelia  is  always  shopping  and  bargaining 
with  the  tradespeople.  But  ikwill  be  better  than  being  kept 
in  the  house  without  ever  stirrmg  out." 

They  breakfasted  nominally  at  half- past  nine ;  in  truth, 
it  was  always  nearly  ten,  as  Lady  Alexandrina  found  it 
difficult  to  get  herself  out  of  her  room.  At  half-past  ten 
punctually  he  left  his  house  for  his  office.  He  usually  got 
home  by  six,  and  then  spent  the  greatest  part  of  the  hour 
before  dinner  in  the  ceremony  of  dressing.  Ho  went,  at  least, 
into  his  dressing-room,  after  speaking  a  few  Avords  to  his  wife, 
and  there  remained,  pulling  things  about,  chpping  his  nails, 
looking  over  any  paper  that  came  in  his  way,  and  killing  the 
time.  He  expected  his  dinner  punctually  at  seven,  and  bt-gan 
to  feel  a  Uttle  cross  if  he  were  kept  waiting.  After  dinner, 
ho  drank  one  glass  of  mne  in  company  with  his  wife,  and 
one  other  by  himself,  during  which  latter  ceremony  he  would 


470       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTOK. 

stare  at  the  hot  coals,  and  thiuk  of  the  thing  he  had  done. 
Then  he  would  go  upstau*s,  and  have,  first  a  cup  of  coffee, 
and  then  a  cup  of  tea.  He  would  read  his  newspaper,  open 
a  book  or  two,  hide  his  face  when  he  yawned,  and  try  to  make 
believe  that  he  liked  it.  She  had  no  signs  or  words  of  love  for 
him.  She  never  sat  on  his  knee,  or  caressed  him.  She  never 
showed  him  that  any  happiness  had  come  to  her  in  being  allowed 
to  live  close  to  him.  They  thought  that  they  loved  each  other : 
— each  thought  so ;  but  there  was  no  love,  no  sympathy,  no 
warmth.  The  veiy  atmosphere  was  cold; — so  cold  that  no  fire 
could  remove  the  chill. 

In  what  way  would  it  have  been  different  had  Lily  Dale 
sat  opposite  to  him  there  as  his  wife,  instead  of  Lady  Alexan- 
drina  ?  He  told  himself  frequently  that  either  with  one  or 
with  the  other  life  would  have  been  the  same ;  that  he  had 
made  himself  for  a  while  unfit  for  domestic  life,  and  that  he 
must  cure  himself  of  that  unfitness.  But  though  he  declared 
this  to  himself  in  one  set  of  half-spoken  thoughts,  he  would 
also  declare  to  himself  in  another  set,  that  Lily  would  have 
made  the  whole  house  bright  with  her  brightness ;  that  had 
he  brought  hor  home  to  his  hearth,  there  would  have  been  a 
sun  shining  on  him  every  morning  and  every  evening.  But, 
nevertheless,  he  strove  to  do  his  duty,  and  remembered  that 
the  excitement  of  official  life  was  still  open  to  him.  From 
eleven  in  the  morning  till  five  in  the  afternoon  he  could 
still  hold  a  position  which  made  it  necessary  that  men  should 
regard  him  with  respect,  and  speak  to  him  with  deference. 
In  this  respect  he  was  better  off  than  his  wife,  for  she  had  no 
office  to  which  she  could  betak^erself.- 

"  Yes,"  she  said  to  Amelia,"  it  is  all  very  nice,  and  I  don't 
mind  the  house  being  damp  ;  but  I  get  so  tu-ed  of  being  alone." 

"  That  must  be  the  case  with  women  who  are  married  to 
men  of  business." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  complain.  Of  course  I  knew  what  I  was 
about.  I  suppose  it  won't  be  so  veiy  dull  when  everybody  is 
up  in  London." 

"I  don't  find  the  season  makes  much  difference  to  us 
after  Christmas,"  said  Amelia;  "but  no  doubt  London  is 
gayer  in  May.  You'll  find  j'ou'll  like  it  better  nest  year ;  and 
perhaps  you'll  have  a  baby,  you  know." 

"  Psha  !  "  ejaculated  Lady  Alexandrina  ;,  "I  don't  want 
a  baby,  and  don't  suppose  I  shall  have  one." 

*'  It's  always  something  to  do,  you  know." 
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Lady  AlesanJrma,  though  she  was  not  of  an  energetic 
temperament,  could  not  hut  confess  to  hersell"  that  she  had 
made  a  mistake.  She  had  heen  tempted  to  many  Crosbie 
because  Crosbie  was  a  man  of  fashion,  and  now  she  was  told 
that  the  London  season  would  make  no  difference  to  her ; — 
the  London  season  which  had  hitherto  always  brought  to  Ik;- 
the  excitement  of  parties,  if  it  had  not  given  her  the  satisiuL- 
tion  of  amusement.  She  had  been  tempted  to  marry  at  all 
because  it  appeared  to  her  that  a  married  woman  could  enjoy 
society  with  less  restraint  than  a  girl  who  was  subject  to  her 
mother  or  her  chaperon  ;  that  she  would  have  mcH-e  freedom  of 
action  as  a  married  woman ;  and  now  she  was  told  that  she 
must  wait  for  a  baby  before  she  could  have  anything  to  do. 
Com-cy  Castle  was  sometimes  dull,  but  Courcy  Castle  would 
have  been  better  than  this. 

When  Crosbie  returned  home  after  this  little  conversation 
jtbout  the  baby,  he  was  told  by  his  wife  that  they  were  to 
dine  with  the  Gazebees  on  the  next  Sunday.  On  hearing 
this  he  shook  his  head  with  vexation.  He  knew,  however, 
that  he  had  no  right  to  make  complaint,  as  he  had  been 
only  taken  to  St.  John's  "Wood  once  since  they  had  come 
home  from  their  marriage  trip.  There  was,  however,  one 
point  as  to  which  he  could  grumble.  "  ^Tiy,  on  earth,  on 
Sunday?" 

"  Because  Amelia  asked  me  for  Sunday.  K  yon  are  asked 
for  Sunday,  you  cannot  say  you'll  go  on  Monday." 

"  It  is  so  terrible  on  a  Sunday  afternoon.  At  what  hour  '?" 

"  She  said  half-past  five." 

"  Heavens  and  earth  !  What  are  we  to  do  all  the  evening  ?  " 

"It  is  not  kind  of  you,  Adolphus,  to  speak  in  that  way 
of  my  relations." 

"  Come,  my  love,  that's  a  joke  ;  as  if  I  hadn't  heard  you 
say  the  same  thing  twenty  times.  You've  complained  ot 
having  to  go  up  there  much  more  bitterly  than  I  ever  did. 
You  know  I  like  your  sister,  and,  in  his  way,  Gazebeo  is  a 
very  good  fellow;  but  after  three  or  four  hours,  one  begins 
to  have  had  enough  of  him." 

"It  can't  be  much  duller  than  it  is ;"   but   Laily 

Alexandrina  stopped  herself  before  she  finished  her  speech. 

"  One  can  always  read  at  home,  at  any  rate,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  One  cant  always  be  reading.  However,  I  have  said  you 
would  go.  If  you  choose  to  refuse,  you  must  write  and 
explain." 
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When  the  Sunday  came  the  Crosbies  of  course  did  go  to 
St.  John's  Wood,  arriving  punctually  at  that  door  which  he  so 
hated  at  half-past  five.  One  of  the  earliest  resolutions  which 
he  made  when  he  first  contemplated  the  De  Courcy  match,  was 
altogether  hostile  to  the  Gazebees.  He  would  see  but  very 
little  of  them.  He  would  shake  himself  free  of  that  connexion. 
It  was  not  with  that  branch  of  the  family  that  he  desired  an 
alhance.  But  now,  as  things  had  gone,  that  was  the  only 
branch  of  the  family  with  which  he  seemed  to  be  allied.  He 
was  always  hearing  of  the  Gazebees.  Amelia  and  Alexandrina 
were  constantly  together.  He  was  now  dragged  there  to  a 
Sunday  dinner  ;  and  he  knew  that  he  should  often  be  dragged 
there, — that  he  could  not  avoid  such  draggings.  He  already 
owed  money  to  Mortimer  Gazebee,  and  was  aware  that  his 
affair's  had  been  allowed  to  fill  into  that  lawyer's  hands  in  such 
a  way  that  he  could  not  take  them  out  again.  His  house  was 
veiy  thoroughly  liirnished,  and  he  knew  that  the  bills  had  been 
paid  ;  but  he  had  not  paid  them  ;  every  shilling  had  been  paid 
through  Mortimer  Gazebee. 

"  Go  with  your  mother  and  aunt,  De  Courcy,"  the  attorney 
said  to  the  lingering  child  after  dinner ;  and  then  Crosbie  was 
left  alone  with  his  wife's  brother-in-law.  This  was  the  period 
of  the  St.  John's  Wood  purgatoiy  which  was  so  dreadful  to 
him.  With  his  sister-in-law  he  could  talk,  remembering  per- 
haps always  that  she  was  an  earl's  daughter.  But  with 
Gazebee  he  had  nothing  in  common.  And  he  felt  that 
Gazebee,  who  had  once  treated  him  with  great  deference,  had 
now  lost  all  such  feeling.  Crosbie  had  once  been  a  man  of 
fashion  in  the  estimation  of  the  attorney,  but  that  was  all 
over.  Crosbie,  in  the  attorney's  estimation,  was  now  simply 
the  secrctaiy  of  a  public  office, — a  man  who  owed  him  money. 
The  two  had  married  sisters,  and  there  was  no  reason  why  the 
light  of  the  prosperous  attorney  should  pale  before  that  of  the 
civil  servant,  who  was  not  veiy  prosperous.  All  this  was 
understood  thoroughly  by  both  the  men. 

**  There's  ten-ible  bad  news  from  Courcy,"  said  the  attoraey, 
as  soon  as  the  boy  was  gone. 

"  Why  ;  what's  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Porlock  has  married; — that  woman,  you  know." 

"  Nonsense." 

"  He  has.  The  old  lady  has  been  obliged  to  tell  me,  and 
she's  nearly  broken-hearted  about  it.  But  that's  not  the  worst 
of  it  to  my  mind.     All  the  world  knows  that  Porlock  had  gone 
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to  the  mischief.  Cut  he  is  going  to  bring  an  action  against 
his  father  for  some  arrears  of  his  allowance,  and  he  threatens 
to  have  everj-thing  out  in  court,  if  he  doesn't  get  his  money."' 

•'  But  is  there  money  due  to  him  ?  " 

•*  Yes,  there  is.  A  couple  of  thousand  pounds  or  so.  I 
suppose  I  shall  have  to  find  it.  But,  upon  my  honour,  I  don't 
know  where  it's  to  come  fi'om  ;  I  don't,  indeed.  In  one  way 
or  another,  I've  paid  over  fourteen  hundred  pounds  for  you." 

"  Fourteen  hundred  pounds  !  " 

*'  Yes,  indeed  ; — what  with  the  insurance  and  the  furniture, 
and  the  bill  from  our  house  for  the  settlements.  That's  not 
paid  yet,  but  it's  the  same  thing.  A  man  doesn't  get  manied 
for  nothing,  I  can  tell  you." 

*'  But  you've  got  security." 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  I've  got  security.  But  the  thing  is  the  ready 
money.  Our  house  has  advanced  so  much  on  the  Courcy  pro- 
perty, that  they  don't  like  going  any  further  ;  and  therefore  it 
is  that  I  have  to  do  this  myself.  TheyU  all  have  to  go 
abroad, — that'll  be  the  end  of  it.  There's  been  such  a  scene 
between  the  earl  and  George.  George  lost  his  temper  and  told 
the  earl  that  Porlock's  marriage  was  his  fault.  It  has  ended 
in  George  with  his  wife  being  turned  out." 

"  He  has  money  of  his  own." 

"  Yes,  but  he  won't  spend  it.  He's  coming  up  here,  and 
we  shall  find  him  hanging  about  us.  I  don't  mean  to  give 
him  a  bed  here,  and  I  advise  you  not  to  do  so  either.  You'll 
not  get  rid  of  him  if  you  do." 

"  I  have  the  greatest  possible  dislike  to  him." 

"  Yes  ;  he's  a  bad  fellow.  So  is  John.  Porlock  was  the 
best,  but  he's  gone  altogether  to  ruin.  They've  made  a  nice 
mess  of  it  between  them  ;  haven't  they  ?  " 

This  was  the  family  for  whose  sake  Crosbie  had  jilted  Lily 
Dale  !  His  single  and  simple  ambition  had  been  that  of  being 
an  earl's  son-in-law.  To  achieve  that  it  had  been  necessary 
that  he  should  make  himself  a  villain.  In  achieving  it  he  had 
gone  through  all  manner  of  dirt  and  disgrace.  He  had  married 
a  woman  whom  he  knew  he  did  not  love.  He  was  thinking 
almost  hourly  of  a  girl  whom  he  had  loved,  whom  he  did  love, 
but  whom  he  had  so  injured,  that,  under  no  circumstaneeB, 
could  he  be  allowed  to  speak  to  her  again.  The  attoraey 
there — who  sat  opposite  to  him,  talking  about  his  thousands 
of  pounds  with  that  disgusting  assumed  solicitude  which  such 
men  put  on,  when  they  know  very  well  what  they  are  doing — 
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had  made  a  similar  marriage.  But  he  had  kno'svii  what  he  was 
about.  He  had  got  from  his  marriage  all  that  he  had  ex- 
pected.    But  what  had  Crosbie  got  ? 

"  They're  a  bad  set, — a  bad  set,"  said  he  in  his  bitterness. 

"  The  men  are,"  said  Grazebee,  very  comfortably. 

"  H — m,"  said  Crosbie.  It  was  manifest  to  Gazebee  that 
his  friend  was  expressing  a  feeling  that  the  women,  also,  were 
not  all  that  they  should  be,  but  he  took  no  offence,  though 
some  portion  of  the  censure  might  thereby  be  supposed  to 
attach  to  his  own  wife. 

"  The  countess  means  well,"  said  Gazebee.  "  But  she's 
had  a  hard  life  of  it,— a  very  hard  life.  I've  heard  him  call 
her  names  that  would  frighten  a  coalheaver.  I  have,  indeed. 
But  he'll  die  soon,  and  then  she'll  be  comfortable.  She  has 
three  thousand  a  year  jointure." 

He'll  die  soon,  and  then  she'll  be  comfortable  !  That  was 
one  phase  of  married  life.  As  Crosbic's  mind  dwelt  upon  the 
words,  he  remembered  Lily's  promise  made  in  the  fields,  that 
she  would  do  everything  for  him.  He  remembered  her  kisses  ' 
the  touch  of  her  fingers ;  the  low  silvery  laughing  voice  ;  the 
feel  of  her  dress  as  she  would  press  close  to  him.  After  that 
he  reflected  whether  it  would  not  be  well  that  he  too  should 
die,  so  that  Alcxandrina  might  be  comfortable.  She  and  her 
mother  might  be  very  comfortable  together,  with  plenty  of 
money,  at  Baden  Baden  ! 

The  squire  at  Alliugton,  and  Mrs.  Dale,  and  Lady  Julia 
Be  Guest,  had  been,  and  still  were,  uneasy  in  their  minds 
because  no  punishment  had  fallen  upon  Crosbie, — no  venge- 
ance had  overtaken  him  in  consequence  of  his  great  sin.  How 
little  did  they  know  about  it !  Could  he  have  been  prosecuted 
and  put  into  prison,  with  hard  labour,  for  twelve  months,  the 
punishment  would  not  have  been  heavier.  He  would,  in  that 
case,  at  any  rate,  have  been  saved  from  Lady  Alexandrina. 

"  George  and  his  wife  are  coming  up  to  town ;  couldn't  we 
ask  them  to  come  to  us  for  a  week  or  so  ?  "  said  his  wife  to 
him,  as  soon  as  they  were  in  the  fly  together,  going  home. 

"No,"  shouted  Crosbie;  "we  will  do  no  such  thing." 
There  was  not  another  word  said  on  the  subject, — nor  on  any 
other  subject  till  they  got  home.  'WTien  they  reached  their 
house  Alexandi'ina  had  a  headache,  and  went  up  to  her  room 
immediately.  Crosbie  threw  himself  into  a  chair  beiore  the 
remains  of  a  fire  in  the  diniug-room,  and  resolved  that  he 
would  cut  the  whole  De  Courcy  family  together.     His  wife,  as 
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Lis  wife,  should  oLey  bim.  She  should  ohej'  him, — or  else 
leave  him  and  go  her  way  by  herself,  loaviug  him  to  go  his 
way.  There  was  an  income  of  twelve  hundred  a  year.  Would 
it  not  be  a  fine  thing  for  him  if  he  could  keep  six  hunibed  for 
hunsclf  and  return  to  his  old  manner  of  life.  All  his  old  com- 
forts of  course  he  would  not  have, — nor  the  old  esteem  and 
regard  of  men.  But  the  luxury  of  a  club  dinner  he  might 
enjoy.  Unemban-assed  evenings  might  be  his, — with  liberty 
to  him  to  pass  them  as  he  pleased.  He  knew  many  men 
who  were  separated  from  their  wives,  and  who  seemed  to  be 
as  happy  as  their  neighbours.  And  then  he  remembered  how 
ugly  Alexaudrina  had  been  this  evening,  wearing  a  great  tinsel 
coronet  full  of  fixlse  stones,  with  a  cold  in  her  head  which  had 
reddened  her  nose.  There  had,  too,  fallen  upon  her  in  these 
her  mamed  days  a  certain  fixed  di'eaiy  dowdiness.  She  cer- 
tainly was  very  plain  !  So  he  said  to  himself,  and  then  he 
went  to  bed.  I  myself  am  inclined  to  think  that  his  punish- 
ment was  sufficiently  severe. 

The  next  morning  his  •wife  still  complained  of  headache,  so 
that  he  breakfasted  alone.  Since  that  positive  refusal  which 
he  had  given  to  her  proposition  for  inviting  her  brother,  there 
had  not  been  much  conversation  between  them.  "  My  head  is 
splitting,  and  Sarah  shall  bring  some  tea  and  toast  up  to  me, 
if  you  will  not  mind  it." 

He  did  not  mind  it  in  the  least,  and  ate  his  breakfast  by 
himself,  with  more  onjojinent  than  usually  attended  that  meal. 

It  was  clear  to  him  that  all  the  present  satisfaction  of  his 
life  must  come  to  him  from  his  office  work.  There  are  men 
who  find  it  ditKcult  to  live  without  some  source  of  daily  com- 
fort, and  he  was  such  a  man.  He  could  hardly  endure  his  life 
unless  there  were  some  page  in  it  on  which  he  could  look  with 
gratified  eyes.  He  had  always  liked  his  work,  and  he  now 
determined  that  he  would  like  it  better  than  ever.  But  in 
order  that  he  might  do  so  it  was  neccssaiy  that  he  should 
have  much  of  his  own  way.  Accoi-ding  to  the  theorj'  of  his 
office,  it  was  incumbent  on  him  as  Secretaiy  simply  to  *  ' 
the  orders  of  the  Commissioners,  and  see  that  they  \\ll\ 
executed ;  and  to  such  work  as  this  his  predecessor  had 
strictly  confined  himself.  But  he  had  already  done  more  than 
this,  and  had  conceived  the  ambition  of  holding  the  Board 
almost  under  his  thumb.  He  flattered  himself  that  he  knew 
his  own  work  and  theirs  better  than  they  knew  either,  and 
that  by  a  little  management  he  might  be  their  master.     Il 
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is  not  impossible  that  such  might  have  been  the  case  had 
there  been  no  fracas  at  the  Paddington  station ;  but,  as  we 
all  know,  the  dominant  cock  of  the  farmyard  must  be  ever 
dominant.  When  he  shall  once  have  had  his  wings  so  smeared 
with  mud  as  to  give  him  even  the  appearance  of  adversity,  no 
other  cock  will  ever  respect  him  again.  Mr.  Optimist  and 
Mr.  Butterwell  knew  very  well  that  their  secretaiy  had  been 
cudgelled,  and  they  could  not  submit  themselves  to  a  secretary 
who  had  been  so  treated. 

''  Oh,  by-the-by,  Crosbie,"  said  Butterwell,  coming  into 
his  room,  soon  after  his  arrival  at  his  office  on  that  day  of 
his  solitary  breakfast,  "I  want  to  say  just  a  few  words  to 
you."  And  Butterwell  turned  round  and  closed  the  door,  the 
lock  of  which  had  not  previously  been  fastened.  Crosbie, 
without  much  thinking,  immediately  foretold  himself  the  nature 
of  the  coming  conversation. 

"  Do  you  know "  said  Butterwell,  beginning. 

"  Sit  down,  won't  you?"  said  Crosbie,  seating  himself  as 
he  spoke.  If  there  was  to  be  a  contest,  he  would  make  the 
best  fight  he  could.  He  would  show  a  better  spirit  here  than 
he  had  done  on  the  railway  platform.  Butterwell  did  sit  down, 
and  felt  as  he  did  so,  that  the  very  motion  of  sitting  took  away 
some  of  his  power.  He  ought  to  have  sent  for  Crosbie  into 
his  own  room.  A  man,  when  he  wishes  to  reprimand  another, 
should  always  have  the  benefit  of  his  own  atmosphere. 

"  I  don't  want  to  find  any  fault,"  Butterwell  began. 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  any  cause,"  said  Crosbie. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  don't  say  that  I  have.  But  we  think  at  the 
Board " 

"  Stop,  stop,  Butterwell.  If  anything  unpleasant  is  coming, 
it  had  better  come  from  the  Board.  I  should  take  it  in  better 
spirit ;  I  should,  indeed." 

"  What  takes  place  at  the  Board  must  be  official." 

"  I  shall  not  mind  that  in  the  least,  I  should  rather  like 
it  than  otherwise." 

"  It  simply  amounts  to  this, — that  we  think  you  are  taking 
a  little  too  much  on  yourself.  No  doubt,  it's  a  fault  on  the  right 
side,  and  arises  from  your  wishing  to  have  the  work  well  done." 

"  And  if  I  don't  do  it,  who  mil  ?  "  asked  Crosbie. 

"  The  Board  is  veiy  well  able  to  get  through  aU  that 
appertains  to  it.  Come,  Crosbie,  you  and  I  have  known  each 
other  a  great  inany  years,  and  it  would  be  a  pity  that  wo 
should  have  any  words.     I  have  come  to  you  in  this  way 


NEMESIS.  477 

oecause  it  would  be  tlisagi-eeable  to  you  to  have  any  question 
raised  officially.  Optimist  isn't  given  to  being  veiy  angiy,  but 
be  was  downright  augry  yesterday.  You  had  better  take  what 
I  say  in  good  part,  and  go  along  a  little  quieter." 

But  Crosbie  was  not  in  a  humour  to  take  anything  quietly. 
He  was  sore  all  over,  and  prone  to  hit  out  at  everybody  that  he 
met.  "  I  have  done  my  duty  to  the  best  of  my  ability, 
Mr.  Butterwell,"  he  said,  "  and  I  believe  I  have  done  it  well. 
I  believe  I  know  my  duty  here  as  well  as  any  one  can  teach 
me.  K  I  have  done  more  than  my  share  of  work,  it  is  because 
other  people  have  done  less  than  theirs."  As  he  spoke,  there 
was  a  black  cloud  upon  his  brow,  and  the  Commissioner  could 
perceive  that  the  Secretary  was  very  wi-athful. 

"  Oh  !  very  well,"  said  Buttenvell,  rising  from  his  chair. 
"  I  can  only,  under  such  circumstances,  speak  to  the  Chair- 
man, and  he  will  tell  you  what  he  thinks  at  the  Board.  I  think 
you're  fuolish  ;  I  do,  indeed.  As  for  myself,  I  have  only 
meant  to  act  kindly  by  you."  After  that,  Mr.  Butterwell  took 
himself  ofl". 

On  the  same  afternoon,  Crosbie  was  summoned  into  the 
Board- room  in  the  usual  wav,  between  two  and  three.  This 
was  a  daily  occurrence,  as  he  always  sat  for  about  an  hour 
with  two  out  of  the  three  Commissioners,  after  they  had  for- 
titied  themselves  with  a  biscuit  and  a  glass  of  sheny.  On 
the  present  occasion,  the  usual  amount  of  business  was  trans- 
acted, but  it  was  done  in  a  manner  which  made  Crosbie  feel 
that  they  did  not  all  stand  together  on  their  usual  footing. 
The  three  Commissioners  were  all  there.  The  Chairman  gave 
his  directions  in  a  solemn,  pompous  voice,  which  was  by  no 
means  usual  to  him  when  he  was  in  good  humour.  The  Major 
said  little  or  nothing  ;  but  there  was  a  gleam  of  satisfied 
sarcasm  in  his  eye.  Things  were  going  wi-ong  at  the  Board, 
and  he  was  pleased.  Mr.  ButteiTvell  was  exceedingly  civil  in 
his  demeanour,  and  rather  more  than  ordinarily  brisk.  As 
soon  as  the"  regular  work  of  the  day  was  over,  Mr.  Optimist 
shuffled  about  on  his  chair,  rising  from  his  seat,  and  then 
sitting  down  again.  He  looked  through  a  lot  of  papers  close 
to  his  hand,  peering  at  them  over  his  spectacles.  Then  ho 
selected  one,  took  off  his  spectacles,  leaned  back  in  his  chair, 
and  began  his  little  speech. 

"  'Six.  Crosbie,"  he  said,  "  we  are  all  very  much  gratified, — 
ver}-  much  gratified,  indeed, — by  your  zeal  and  energy  in  the 
service." 
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"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  CrosMe;  "I  am  fond  of  the 
service." 

"Exactly,  exactly;  we  all  feel  that.  But  we  think  that 
you, — if  I  were  to  say  take  too  much  upon  yourself,  I  should 
say,  perhaps,  more  than  we  mean." 

"  Don't  say  more  than  you  mean,  Mr.  Optimist."  Croshie's 
eyes,  as  he  spoke,  gleamed  slightly  with  his  momentary 
triumph  ;  as  did  also  tlaose  of  Major  Fiasco. 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  Mr.  Optimist;  "I  would  say  rather 
less  than  more  to  so  very  good  a  public  servant  as  yourself. 
But  you,  doubtless,  understand  me  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  do  quite,  sir.  If  I  have  not  taken  too 
much  on  me,  what  is  it  that  I  have  done  that  I  ought  not 
to  have  done  ?  " 

"  You  have  given  directions  in  many  cases  for  which  you 
ought  first  to  have  received  authority.  Here  is  an  instance," 
and  the  selected  paper  was  at  once  brought  out. 

It  was  a  matter  in  which  the  Secretary  had  been  manifestly 
WTong  according  to  written  law,  and  he  could  not  defend  it  on 
its  o^\^l  merits. 

"  If  you  wish  me,"  said  he,  "  to  confine  myself  exactly 
to  the  positive  instructions  of  the  office,  I  will  do  so ;  but  I 
think  you  will  find  it  inconvenient." 

"  It  will  be  far  the  best,"  said  Mr.  Optimist. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Mr.  Crosbie,  "  it  shall  be  done."  And 
he  at  once  determined  to  make  himself  as  unpleasant  to  the 
three  gentlemen  in  the  room  as  he  might  find  it  within  his 
power  to  do.  He  could  make  himself  veiy  unpleasant,  but  the 
unpleasantness  would  be  as  much  to  him  as  to  them. 

Nothing  would  now  go  right  with  him.  He  could  look  in 
no  direction  for  satisfaction.  He  sauntered  into  Sebright's,  as 
he  went  home,  but  he  could  not  find  words  to  speak  to  any 
one  about  the  little  matters  of  the  day.  He  went  home,  and 
his  wife,  though  she  was  up,  complained  still  of  her  headache. 

"  I  haven't  been  out  of  the  house  all  day,"  she  said,  "  and 
that  has  made  it  worse." 

"  I  don't  know  how  you  are  to  get  out  if  you  won't  v;alk," 
he  answered. 

Then  there  was  no  more  said  between  them  till  they  sat 
down  to  their  meal. 

Had  the  squire  at  Allington  known  all,  he  might,  I  think, 
have  been  satisfied  with  the  punishment  which  Crosbie  had 
encountered. 


(     ^79     ) 

CHAPTER  XLTX. 
PREPARATIONS  FOR  GOIXO. 

"  ITamsia,  read  that  letter." 

It  Tas  Mrs.  Dale's  eldest  daughter  who  spoke  to  her,  and 
they  were  alone  together  in  the  parlour  at  the  Small  House. 
Mrs.  Dale  took  the  letter  and  read  it  veiy  carefully.  She  then 
put  it  back  into  its  envelope  and  returned  it  to  Bell. 

"It  is,  at  any  rate,  a  good  letter,  and,  as  I  believe,  tells 
the  truth." 

"  I  think  it  tells  a  little  more  than  the  truth,  mamma. 
As  you  say,  it  is  a  well-written  letter.  He  always  wi-ites 
well  when  he  is  in  earnest.     But  yet " 

"Yet  what,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  There  is  more  head  than  heart  in  it." 

"  If  so,  he  will  sutler  the  less;  that  is,  if  you  are  quite 
resolved  in  the  matter." 

"I  am  quite  resolved,  and  I  do  not  think  he  will  sutler 
much.  He  would  not,  I  suppose,  have  taken  the  trouble  to 
wTite  like  that,  if  he  did  not  wish  this  thing." 

"  I  am  quite  sure  that  he  does  wish  it,  most  earnestly  ; 
and  that  he  will  be  greatly  disappointed." 

"  As  he  would  be  if  any  other  scheme  did  not  turn  out  to 
his  satisfaction ;  that  is  all." 

The  letter,  of  course,  was  from  Bell's  cousin  Bernard,  and 
containing  the  strongest  plea  he  was  able  to  make  in  favour  of 
his  suit  for  her  hand.  Bernard  Dale  was  better  able  to  press 
>uch  a  plea  by  letter  than  by  spoken  words.  He  was  a  man 
capable  of  doing  anything  well  in  the  doing  of  which  a  littlo 
time  for  consideration  might  be  given  to  him  ;  but  he  had 
not  in  him  that  power  of  passion  which  will  force  a  man  to 
eloquence  in  asking  for  that  which  ho  desires  to  obtain.  His 
letter  on  this  occasion  was  long,  and  well  argued.  If  there 
was  littlo  in  it  of  passionate  love,  there  was  much  of  pleasant 
tlattery.  He  told  Bell  how  advantageous  to  both  their  families 
thfir  man-iago  would  be  ;  ho  declared  to  her  that  his  own 
feeling  in  the  matter  had  been  rendered  stronger  by  absence  ; 
he  alluded  without  boasting  to  his  past  career  of  life  as  her 
best  guarantee  for  his  luture  conduct ;  he  explained  to  her  that 
il'  this  marriage  could  be  an-angcd  there  need  then,  at  any  rate, 
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be  no  further  question  as  to  his  aunt  removing  with  Lily  from 
the  Small  House  ;  and  then  he  told  her  that  his  affection  for 
herself  was  the  absorbing  passion  of  his  existence.  Had  the 
letter  been  written  with  the  view  of  obtaining  from  a  third 
person  a  favourable  verdict  as  to  his  suit,  it  would  have  been  a 
vei7  good  letter  indeed ;  but  there  was  not  a  word  in  it  that 
could  stir  the  heart  of  such  a  girl  as  Bell  Dale. 

"  Answer  him  kindly,"  Mrs.  Dale  said. 

"As  kindly  as  I  know  how,"  said  Bell.  "I  wish  you 
W3ald  wiite  the  letter,  mamma." 

"  I  fear  that  would  not  do.  What  I  should  say  would  only 
tempt  him  to  try  again." 

Mrs.  Dale  knew  very  well, — had  known  for  some  months 
past, — that  Bernard's  suit  was  hopeless.  She  felt  certain, 
although  the  matter  had  not  been  discussed  between  them, 
that  whenever  Dr.  Crofts  might  choose  to  come  again  and  ask 
for  her  daughter's  hand  he  would  not  be  refused.  Of  the  two 
men  she  probably  liked  Dr.  Crofts  the  best ;  but  she  liked 
them  both,  and  she  could  not  but  remember  that  the  one,  in 
a  worldly  point  of  view,  would  be  a  very  poor  match,  whereas 
the  other  would,  in  all  respects,  be  excellent.  She  would  not, 
on  any  account,  say  a  word  to  influence  her  daughter,  and  knew, 
moreover,  that  no  word  which  she  could  say  would  influence 
her ;  but  she  could  not  divest  herself  of  some  regret  that  it 
should  be  so. 

"  I  know  what  you  would  wish,  mamma,"  said  Bell. 

"  I  have  but  one  wish,  dearest,  and  that  is  for  your  hap- 
piness. May  God  preserve  you  from  any  such  fate  as  Lily's. 
TVTien  I  tell  you  to  write  kindly  to  your  cousin,  I  simply  mean 
that  I  think  him  to  have  deserved  a  kind  reply  by  his  honesty." 

"  It  shall  be  as  kind  as  I  can  make  it,  mamma;  but  you 
know  what  the  lady  says  in  the  play, — how  hard  it  is  to  take 
the  sting  from  that  word  '  no.'  "  Then  Bell  walked  out  alouc 
for  a  while,  and  on  her  return  got  her  desk  and  wrote  her 
letter.  It  was  very  firm  and  decisive.  As  for  that  wit  which 
should  pluck  the  sting  "  from  such  a  shai-p  and  waspish  word 
^as  '  no,'  "  I  fear  she  had  it  not.  "  It  will  be  better  to  make 
him  understand  that  I,  also,  am  in  earnest,"  she  said  to  herself; 
and  in  this  frame  of  mind  she  wrote  her  letter.  "  Pray  do  not 
allow  yourself  to  think  that  what  I  have  said  is  unfi-iendly,"  she 
added,  in  a  postscript.  "I  know  how  good  you  arc,  and  I 
know  the  great  value  of  what  I  refuse  ;  but  id  this  matter  it 
must  be  my  duty  to  tell  you  the  simple  truth." 
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It  had  been  decided  between  the  squire  and  Mrs.  Dale  that 
the  rtmoval  from  the  Small  House  to  Guestwick  was  not  to 
take  place  till  the  first  of  ^lay.  When  he  had  been  made  to 
understand  that  Dr.  Crofts  had  thought  it  injudicious  that  Lily 
should  be  taken  out  of  their  present  house  in  March,  he  hail 
used  all  the  eloquence  ol  which  he  was  master  to  induce  Mrs. 
Dale  to  consent  to  abandon  her  project.  He  had  told  her  that 
he  had  always  considered  that  house  as  belonging,  of  ri^ht,  to 
some  other  of  the  family  than  himself;  that  it  had  always  been 
so  inhabited,  and  that  no  squire  oi  Allington  had  for  years 
past  taken  rent  for  it.  "  There  is  no  favour  conferred, — none 
at  all,'  he  had  said ;  but  speaking  nevertheless  in  his  usual 
sharp,  ungenial  tone. 

'•  There  is  a  favour,  a  great  favour,  and  great  generosity," 
Mrs.  Dale  had  replied.  "  And  I  have  never  been  too  proud  to 
accept  it ;  but  when  I  tell  you  that  we  think  we  shall  be  happier 
at  Guestwick,  you  will  not  refuse  to  let  us  go.  Lily  has  had  a 
great  blow  in  that  house,  and  Bell  feels  that  she  is  running 
counter  to  your  wishes  on  her  behalf, — wishes  that  are  so  veiy 
kind !  " 

"  No  more  need  be  said  about  that.  All  that  may  come 
right  yet,  if  you  will  remain  where  you  are." 

But  Mrs.  Dale  knew  that  "  all  that  "  could  never  come  right, 
and  persisted.  Indeed,  she  would  hardly  have  dared  to  tell  her 
girls  that  she  had  yielded  to  the  squire's  entreaties.  It  was 
just  then,  at  that  very  time,  that  the  squire  was,  as  it  were, 
in  treaty  with  the  earl  about  Lily's  fortune  ;  and  ho  did  feel 
it  hard  that  he  should  be  opposed  in  such  a  way  by  his  own 
relatives  at  the  moment  when  he  was  behaving  towards  them 
with  so  much  generosity.  But  in  his  arguments  about  the 
house  he  said  nothing  of  Lily,  or  her  future  prospects. 

They  were  to  move  on  the  first  of  May,  and  one  week  of 
April  was  already  past.  The  squire  had  said  nothing  fmlhor  <m 
the  matter  after  the  interview  with  Mrs.  Dale  to  which  allusion 
has  just  been  made.  He  was  vexed  and  sore  at  the  separation, 
thinking  that  he  was  ill-used  by  the  feeling  which  was  displayed 
by  this  refusal.  He  had  done  his  duty  by  them,  as  he  thought  ; 
indeed  more  than  his  duty,  and  now  they  told  him  that  they 
were  leaving  him  because  they  could  no  longer  bear  the  weight 
of  an  obligation  conferred  by  his  hands.  But  in  truth  he  did 
not  understand  them  ;  nor  did  they  understand  him.  He  had 
been  hard  in  his  manner,  and  had  occasionally  domineered,  not 
feeling  that  his  position,  though  it  gave  him  all  the  privileges 
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of  a  near  and  a  dear  friend,  did  not  give  iiim  the  autiiority  of 
a  father  or  a  husband.  In  that  matter  of  Bernard's  proposed 
marriage  he  had  spoken  as  though  Bell  should  have  considered 
his  wishes  before  she  refused  her  cousin.  He  had  taken  upon 
himself  to  scold  Mrs.  Dale,  and  had  thereby  given  o&ence  to 
the  gii'ls,  which  they  at  the  time  had  found  it  utterly  impos- 
sible to  forgive. 

But  they  were  hardly  better  satisfied  in  the  matter  than  was 
he  ;  and  now  that  the  time  had  come,  though  they  could  not 
bring  themselves  to  go  back  from  their  demand,  almost  felt 
that  they  were  treating  the  squire  with  cruelty.  When  their 
decision  had  been  made, — while  it  had  been  making, — he  had 
been  stern  and  hard  to  them.  Since  that  he  had  been  softened 
by  Lily's  misfortune,  and  softened  also  by  the  anticipated  lone- 
liness which  would  come  upon  him  when  they  should  be  gone 
from  his  side.  It  was  hard  upon  him  that  they  should  so  treat 
him  when  he  was  doing  his  best  for  them  all !  And  they  also 
felt  this,  though  they  did  not  know  the  extent  to  which  he  was 
anxious  to  go  in  serving  them.  When  they  had  sat  round  the 
fire  planning  the  scheme  of  their  removal,  their  hearts  had  been 
hardened  against  him,  and  they  had  resolved  to  assert  their 
independence.  But  now,  when  the  time  for  action  had  come, 
they  felt  that  their  grievances  against  him  had  already  been 
in  a  great  measure  assuaged.  This  tinged  all  that  they  did 
with  a  certain  sadness  ;  but  still  they  continued  their  work. 

Who  does  not  know  how  terrible  are  those  preparations 
for  house-moving; — how  infinite  in  number  are  the  articles 
which  must  be  packed,  how  inexpressibly  uncomfortable  is  the 
penod  of  packing,  and  how  poor  and  tawdry  is  the  aspect  of 
one's  belongings  while  they  are  thus  in  a  state  of  dislocation  ? 
Now-a-days  people  who  understand  the  world,  and  have  money 
commensurate  \dih  their  understanding,  have  learned  the  way 
of  shunning  all  these  disasters,  and  of  leaving  the  work  to  the 
hands  of  persons  paid  for  doing  it.  The  crockery  is  left  in 
the  cupboards,  the  books  on  the  shelves,  the  wine  in  the  bins, 
the  curtains  on  their  poles,  and  the  family  that  is  understanding 
goes  for  a  fortnight  to  Brighton.  At  the  end  of  that  time  the 
crockeiy  is  comfortably  settled  in  other  cupboards,  the  books 
on  other  shelves,  the  wine  in  other  bins,  the  curtains  are  hung 
on  other  poles,  and  all  is  an-anged.  But  Mrs.  Dale  and  her 
daughters  understood  nothing  of  such  a  method  of  moving  as 
this.  The  assistance  of  the  village  cai-penter  in  filling  certain 
cases  that  he  had  made  was  all  that  they  knew  how  to  obtain 
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beyond  that  of  their  own  two  seiTants.  Every  article  had  to 
pass  through  the  hands  of  some  one  of  the  family  ;  and  as  they 
felt  almost  overwhelmed  by  the  extent  of  the  work  to  be  done, 
they  began  it  much  sooner  than  was  necessary,  so  that  it 
became  evident  as  they  advanced  in  their  work,  that  they 
would  have  to  pass  a  dreadfully  dull,  stupid,  uncomfortable  week 
at  last,  among  their  boxes  and  cases,  in  all  the  confusion  of 
dismantled  furniture. 

At  iirst  an  edict  had  gone  forth  that  Lily  was  to  do  nothing. 
She  was  an  invalid,  and  was  to  be  petted  and  kept  quiet.  But 
this  edict  soon  fell  to  the  gi-ound,  and  Lily  worked  harder 
than  either  her  mother  or  her  sister.  Li  truth  she  was  hardly 
an  invalid  any  longer,  and  would  not  submit  to  an  invalids 
treatment.  She  felt  herself  that  for  the  present  constant 
occupation  could  alone  save  her  from  the  misery  ol  looking 
back, — and  sho  had  conceived  an  idea  that  the  harder  that 
occupation  was,  tho  better  it  would  be  for  her.  While  pulling 
down  the  books,  and  folding  the  linen,  and  turning  out  u'om 
their  old  hiding-places  the  small  long-forgotten  properties  oi 
the  household,  she  would  be  as  gay  as  ever  she  had  been  in 
old  times.  She  would  talk  over  hor  work,  standing  with 
flushed  cheek  and  laughing  eyes  among  the  dusty  ruins  around 
her,  tUl  for  a  moment  her  mother  would  think  that  all  was 
well  within  her.  But  then  at  other  moments,  when  the  re- 
action came,  it  would  seem  as  though  nothing  were  well. 
She  could  not  sit  quietly  over  the  fire,  with  quiet  rational 
work  in  her  hands,  and  chat  in  a  rational  quiet  way.  Not  as 
yet  could  she  do  so.  Nevertheless  it  was  well  with  her, — 
within  her  own  bosom.  She  had  declared  to  herself  that  she 
would  conquer  her  misery, — as  she  had  also  declared  to  herself 
during  her  illness  that  her  misfortune  should  not  kill  her, — 
and  she  was  in  the  way  to  conquer  it.  She  told  herself  that  the 
world  was  not  over  for  her  because  her  sweet  hopes  had  been 
frustrated.  The  wound  had  been  deep  and  very  sore,  but  the 
flesh  of  the  patient  had  been  sound  and  healthy,  and  her  blood 
pure.  A  physician  having  knowledge  in  such  cases  would  have 
declared,  after  long  watching  of  her  symptoms,  that  a  cure  was 
probable.  Her  mother  was  the  physician  who  watched  her  with 
the  closest  eyes  ;  and  she,  though  she  was  sometimes  driven 
to  doubt,  did  hope,  with  stronger  hope  from  day  to  day,  th3t, 
her  child  might  live  to  remember  the  story  of  her  love  wi'.ho"! 
abiding  agony. 

That  nobody  should  talt  ic  ter  rvbont  it,  — thrvt  L'JvI  ;x.3U 

fil— ■< 
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the  one  stipulation  which  she  had  seemed  to  make,  not  send- 
ing forth  a  request  to  that  effect  among  her  fi-iends  in  so  many 
■words,  but  showing  by  certain  signs  that  such  was  her  stipuhi- 
tion.  A  word  to  that  efiect  she  had  spoken  to  her  uncle, — 
as  may  be  remembered,  which  word  had  been  regarded  with 
the  closest  obedience.  She  had  gone  out  into  her  little  world 
very  soon  after  the  news  of  Crosbie's  falsehood  had  reached 
her, — first  to  church  and  then  among  the  people  of  the  village, 
resolving  to  cany  herself  as  though  no  crashing  weight  had 
fallen  upon  her.  The  village  people  had  understood  it  all, 
listening  to  her  and  answering  her  without  the  proffer  of  any 
outspoken  parley. 

"  Lord  bless  'ee,"  said  Mrs.  Crump,  the  postmistress, — 
and  Mrs.  Crump  was  supposed  to  have  the  sourest  temper  in 
Allington, — "  v>^henever  I  look  at  thee.  Miss  Lily,  I  thinks  that 
surely  thee  is  the  bcautifulest  young  'ooman  in  all  these  pai-ts." 

"And  you  are  the  crossest  old  woman,"  said  Lily,  laugh- 
ing, and  giving  her  hand  to  the  postmistress. 

"  So  I  be,"  said  Mrs.  Crump.  "  So  I  be."  Then  Lily  sat 
down  in  the  cottage  and  asked  after  her  ailments.  With  Mrs. 
Hearu  it  was  the  same.  Mrs.  Hearn,  after  that  first  meet- 
ing which  has  been  akeady  mentioned,  petted  and  caressed 
her,  but  spoke  no  further  word  of  her  misfortune.  When 
Lily  called  a  second  time  upon  Mrs.  Boyce,  which  she  did 
boldly  by  herself,  that  lady  did  begin  one  other  word  of  com- 
miseration.    "  My  dearest  Lily,  we  have  all  been  made  so 

unhappy "     So  far  Mrs.  Boyce  got,  sitting  close  to  Lily 

and  stri\ing  to  look  into  her  face ;  but  Lily,  with  a  slightly 
heightened  colour,  turned  shai-p  round  upon  one  of  the  Boyce 
girls,  tearing  Mrs.  Boyce's  commiseration  into  the  smallest 
shreds.  "  Minnie,"  she  said,  speaking  quite  loud,  almost 
with  girlish  ecstasy,  "what  do  you  think  Tartar  did  yesterday? 
I  never  laughed  so  much  in  my  life."  Then  she  told  a  ludicrous 
story  about  a  very  ugly  terrier  which  belonged  to  the  squire. 
After  that  even  Mrs.  Boyce  made  no  further  attempt.  Mrs. 
Dale  and  Bell  both  understood  that  such  was  to  be  the  rule 
— ^the  rule  even  to  them.  Lily  would  speak  to  them  occa- 
sionally on  the  matter, — to  one  of  them  at  a  time,  beginning 
w-ith  some  almost  single  word  of  melancholy  resignation,  and 
then  would  go  on  till  she  opened  her  very  bosom  before  them ; 
but  no  such  conversation  was  ever  begun  by  them.  But  now, 
in  these  busy  days  of  the  packing,  that  topic  seemed  to  have 
been  banished  altogether. 


PREPARATIONS   FOR    GOING.  4S5 

"  ilamma,"  she  said,  standing  on  the  top  rung  of  a  house- 
ladder,  froiu  which  position  she  was  hantling  down  glass  out  of 
a  cupboard,  "  are  you  sure  that  these  things  ai"e  ours  ?  I 
think  some  of  them  belong  to  the  house." 

"I'm  sure  about  that  bowl  at  any  rate,  because  it  was  my 
mother's  before  I  was  married."' 

"Oh,  dear,  what  should  I  do  if  I  were  to  break  it  ?  When- 
ever I  handle  anything  very  precious  I  always  feel  inclined 
to  throw  it  down  and  smash  it.  Oh  !  it  was  as  nearly  gone  as 
possible,  mamma  ;  but  that  was  your  fault." 

"  If  you  don't  take  care  youll  be  nearly  gone  yourself.  Do 
take  hold  of  something." 

"  Oh,  Bell,  here's  the  inkstand  for  which  you've  been 
moaning  for  three  years." 

"  I  haven't  been  moaning  for  three  years  ;  but  who  could 
have  put  it  up  there  ?  " 

"  Catch  it,"  said  Lily  ;  and  she  threw  the  bottle  down  on 
to  a  pile  of  carpets. 

At  this  moment  a  step  was  heard  in  the  hall,  and  the 
squire  entered  through  the  open  door  of  the  room.  "  So  you're 
all  at  work,"  said  he. 

"  Yes,  we're  at  work,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  almost  with  a  tone 
of  shame.  "  If  it  is  to  be  done  it  is  as  well  that  it  should  be 
got  over." 

"  It  makes  me  wretched  enough,"  said  the  squire.  "  But 
I  didn't  come  to  talk  about  that.  I've  brought  you  a  note 
from  Lady  Julia  De  Guest,  and  I've  had  one  from  the  earl. 
They  want  us  all  to  go  there  and  stay  the  week  after  Easter." 

Mrs.  Dale  and  the  girls,  when  this  very  sudden  proposition 
was  made  to  them,  all  remained  fixed  in  their  places,  and,  for 
a  uinmeut,  were  speechless.  Go  and  stay  a  week  at  Guest- 
wick  Manor  !  The  whole  f.imily  !  Hitherto  the  intercourse 
between  the  Manor  and  the  Small  House  had  been  confined 
to  morning  calls,  very  far  between.  Mrs.  Dale  had  never  dined 
there,  and  had  latterly  even  deputed  the  calling  to  her 
daughters.  Once  Bell  had  dined  there  with  her  uncle,  the 
squire,  and  once  Lily  had  gone  over  with  her  uncle  Orlando. 
Even  this  had  been  long  ago,  before  they  were  quite  brought 
out,  and  they  had  regarded  the  occasion  with  the  solemn  awe 
of  children.  Now,  at  this  time  of  their  flitting  into  some  small 
mean  dwelling  at  Guestwick,  they  had  previously  settled  among 
themselves  that  that  affair  of  calling  at  the  Manor  might  be 
allowed  to  drop.     Mrs.  Eames  never  called,  and  they  vreru 
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descencling  to  tlie  level  of  Mrs.  Eames.  "Perhaps  we  shall 
get  game  sent  to  us,  and  that  will  be  better,"  Lily  had  said. 
And  now,  at  this  very  moment  of  their  descent  in  life,  they 
were  all  asked  to  go  and  stay  a  week  at  the  Manor !  Stay 
a  week  with  Lady  Julia  !  Had  the  Queen  sent  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  down  to  bid  them  all  go  to  Windsor  Castle  it 
could  hardly  have  startled  them  more  at  the  first  blow.  Bell 
had  been  seated  on  the  folded  carpet  when  her  uncle  had 
entered,  and  now  had  again  sat  herself  in  the  same  place. 
Lily  was  still  standing  at  the  top  of  the  ladder,  and  Mrs.  Dale 
was  at  the  foot  with  one  hand  on  Lily's  dress.  The  squire 
had  told  his  stoiy  very  abruptly,  but  he  was  a  man  who,  having 
a  story  to  tell,  knew  nothing  better  than  to  tell  it  out  abruptly, 
letting  out  everything  at  the  first  moment. 

■"Wants  us  all!"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "How  many  does 
the  all  mean  ?  "  Then  she  opened  Lady  Julia's  note  and  read 
it,  not  moving  from  her  position  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder. 

"Do  let  me  see,  mainma,"  said  Lily;  and  then  the  note 
was  handed  up  to  her.  Had  Mrs.  Dale  well  considered  the 
matter  she  might  probably  have  kept  the  note  to  herself  for 
a  while,  but  the  whole  thing  was  so  sudden  that  she  had  not 
considered  the  matter  well. 

My  dear  Mrs.  Dale  (the  letter  ran), 

I  SEND  this  inside  a  note  from  my  brother  to  Mr.  Dale.  We  par- 
ticular]}' -want  you  and  your  two  girls  to  come  to  us  for  a  week  from  the 
seventeenth  of  this  month.  Considering  our  near  eonnection  we  ought 
to  have  seen  more  of  each  other  than  we  have  done  for  jears  past, 
and  of  course  it  has  been  our  fault.  But  it  is  never  too  late  to  amend 
one's  ways ;  and  I  hope  you  will  receive  niy  confession  in  the  true  spirit 
of  atFection  in  which  it  is  intended,  and  that  you  will  show  your  good- 
ness by  coming  to  us.  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  make  the  house  pleasant  to 
your  girls,  for  both  of  whom  I  have  much  real  regard. 

I  should  tell  you  that  John  Eamcs  will  be  here  for  the  same  week. 
l\Iy  brother  is  very  fond  of  him.  and  thinks  him  the  best  young  man 
of  the  day.    He  is  one  of  my  heroes,  too,  I  nnist  confess. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 

Julia  De  Guest. 

Lily,  standing  on  the  ladder,  read  the  letter  very  attentively. 
The  squire  meanwhile  stood  below  speaking  a  word  or  two  to 
his  sister-in-law  and  niece.  No  one  could  see  Lily's  face,  as  it 
was  turned  away  towards  the  window,  and  it  was  still  averted 
when  she  spoke.  "  It  is  out  of  the  question  that  we  should 
go,  mamma  ; — that  is,  all  of  us." 

"  Whv  out  of  the  question  ?"  said  the  squire. 

■■'  A  v.-hole  family!  "  said  Mrs.  Dale. 
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'•  That  is  jnst  what  they  want,"  said  the  squire. 

"  I  bhoulil  like  of  all  things  to  be  loft  alone  for  a  week," 
said  Lily,  "  if  luiimma  and  Bell  would  go." 

"  That  wouldn't  do  at  all,"  said  the  squire.  *'  Lady  Julia 
specially  wants  you  to  be  one  of  the  party." 

The  thing  had  been  badly  managed  altogether.  The  refer- 
ence in  Lady  Julia's  note  to  John  Eames  had  explained  to 
Lily  the  whole  scheme  at  once,  and  had  so  opened  her  eyes 
that  all  the  combined  intlueuce  of  the  Dale  and  De  Guest 
fiunilies  could  not  have  dragged  her  over  to  the  Manor. 

"  "Why  not  do?"  said  Lily.  "  It  would  be  out  of  the 
question  a  whole  family  going  in  that  way,  but  it  would  be  very 
nice  for  Bell." 

"  Xo,  it  would  not,"  said  Bell. 

"  Don't  be  ungenerous  about  it,  my  dear,"  said  the  squire, 
turning  to  Bell  ;  ' '  Lady  Julia  means  to  be  kind.  But,  my 
darling,"  and  the  squire  turned  again  towards  Lily,  addressing 
her,  as  Mas  his  wont  in  these  days,  with  an  afl'ection  that  was 
almost  vexatious  to  her ;  '*  but,  my  darling,  why  should  you 
not  go  ?  A  change  of  scene  like  that  will  do  you  all  the  good 
in  the  world,  just  when  you  are  getting  well.  Maiy,  tell  the 
girls  that  they  ought  to  go." 

Mrs.  Dale  stood  silent,  again  reading  the  note,  and  Lily 
came  down  from  the  ladder.  "When  she  reached  the  floor  she 
went  directly  up  to  her  uncle,  and  taking  his  hand  turned  him 
round  with  herself  towards  one  of  the  windows,  so  that  they 
stood  with  their  backs  to  the  room.  "  Uncle,"  she  said,  "do 
not  be  augrj'  with  me.  I  can't  go ;"  and  then  she  put  up  her 
face  to  kiss  him. 

He  stooped  and  kissed  her  and  still  held  her  hand.  He 
looked  into  her  face  and  read  it  all.  He  knew  well,  now,  why 
she  could  not  go  ;  or,  rather,  why  she  herself  thought  that 
she  could  not  go.    "  Cannot  you,  my  darling  ?  "  he  said. 

"No,  uncle.  It  is  very  kind, — very  kind;  but  I  cannot 
go.     I  am  not  fit  to  go  anywhere." 

"  But  you  should  get  over  that  feeling.  You  should  make 
a  struggle." 

"  I  am  struggling,  and  I  shall  succeed  ;  but  I  cannot  do  it 
all  at  once.  At  any  rate  I  could  not  go  there.  You  must  give 
my  love  to  Lady  Julia,  and  not  let  her  think  me  cross.  Per- 
haps Bell  will  go." 

"What  would  be  the  good  of  Bell's  going — or  the  good  of 
his  putting  himself  out  of  the  way,  by  a  visit  which  wuuld  cf 
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itself  be  so  tiresome  to  liim,  if  the  one  object  of  the  visit  could 
not  be  carried  out  ?  The  earl  and  his  sister  had  planned  the 
invitation  with  the  express  intention  of  bringing  Lily  and 
Eames  together.  It  seemed  that  Lily  was  firm  in  her  deter- 
mination to  resist  this  intention  ;  and,  if  so,  it  would  be  better 
that  the  whole  thing  should  fall  to  the  ground.  He  was  very 
vexed,  and  yet  he  was  not  angiy  with  her.  Everybody  lately 
had  opposed  him  in  eveiything.  All  his  intended  family 
arrangements  had  gone  wrong.  But  yet  he  was  seldom  angry 
respecting  them.  He  was  so  accustomed  to  be  thwarted  that 
he  hardly  expected  success.  In  this  matter  of  providing  Lily 
with  a  second  lover,  he  had  not  come  forward  of  his  own 
accord.  He  had  been  appealed  to  by  his  neighbour  the  earl, 
and  had  certainly  answered  the  appeal  with  much  generosity. 
He  had  been  induced  to  make  the  attempt  v.ith  eagerness,  and 
a  true  desire  for  its  accomplishment ;  but  in  this,  as  in  all  his 
own  schemes,  he  was  met  at  once  by  opposition  and  failure. 

"I  will  leave  you  to  talk  it  over  among  yourselves,"  he 
said.  "But,  Mary,  you  had  better  see  me  before  you  send 
your  answer.  If  you  will  come  up  by-and-by,  Ealph  shall 
take  the  two  notes  over  together  in  the  afternoon."  So  saying, 
he  left  the  Small  House,  and  went  back  to  his  own  solitary 
home. 

"  Lily,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  as  soon  as  the  front  door 
had  been  closed,  "  this  is  meant  for  kindness  to  you, — for 
most  affectionate  kindness." 

"  I  know  it,  mamma  ;  and  you  must  go  to  Lady  Julia,  and 
must  tell  her  that  I  know  it.  You  must  give  her  my  love. 
And,  indeed,  I  do  love  her  now.     But " 

"  You  won't  go,  Lily  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Dale,  beseechingly. 

"  No,  mamma  ;  certainly  I  will  not  go."  Then  she  escaped 
out  of  the  room  by  herself,  and  for  the  next  hour  neither  of 
them  dared  to  go  to  her. 


CHAPTER   L. 

MRS  DALE  IS  THANKFUL  FOR  A  GOOD  THING. 

On  that  day  they  dined  early  at  the  Small  House,  as  they  had 
been  jd  the  habit  of  doing  since  the  packing  had  commenced. 
And  aitcr  dluner  iiirs.  Dale  went  thi-ougn  the  gardens,  up  to 
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the  other  house,  with  a  ^^Titten  note  in  her  hand.  In  that 
note  she  had  toUi  Lady  Julia,  with  many  protestations  of 
gratitude,  that  Lily  was*  unable  to  f^o  out  so  soon  after  her 
illness,  and  that  she  lierself  was  obliged  to  stay  with  Lily. 
She  explained  also,  that  the  business  of  moving  was  in  hand, 
and  that,  therefore,  she  could  not  herself  accept  the  invita- 
tion. But  her  other  daughter,  she  said,  would  be  very  happy 
to  accompany  her  uncle  to  Guestwick  ilanor.  Then,  without 
closing  her  letter,  she  took  it  up  to  the  squire  in  order  that  it 
might  be  decided  whether  it  would  or  would  not  suit  his  views. 
It  might  well  be  that  he  would  not  care  to  go  to  Lord  De 
Guest's  with  Bell  alone. 

"  Leave  it  with  me,"  ho  said ;  "  that  is,  if  you  do  not 
object." 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !  " 

"  I'U  tell  you  the  plain  truth  at  once,  Maiy.  I  shall  go 
over  myself  with  it,  and  see  the  earl.  Then  I  will  decline 
it  or  not,  according  to  what  passes  between  me  and  him.  I 
wish  Lily  would  have  gone." 

"Ah!  she  could  not." 

"  I  wish  she  could.  I  wish  she  could.  I  wish  she  could." 
As  lie  repeated  the  words  over  and  over  again,  there  was  an 
eagerness  in  his  voice  that  filled  Mrs.  Dale's  heart  \\ith  tender- 
ness towards  him. 

"  The  truth  is,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  "  she  could  not  go  there 
to  meet  John  Eames." 

"  Oh,  I  know,"  said  the  squire  :  "  I  understand  it.  But 
that  is  just  what  we  want  her  to  do.  Why  should  she  not 
spend  a  week  in  the  same  house  with  an  honest  young  man 
whom  we  all  like." 

"  There  are  reasons  why  she  would  not  wish  it." 

"'Ah,  exactly;  the  very  reasons  which  should  make  us 
induce  her  to  go  there  if  we  can.  Perhaps  I  had  better  tell 
vou  all.  Lord  De  Guest  has  taken  him  bv  the  hand,  and 
wishes  him  to  marr\\  He  has  promised  to  settle  on  him  aa 
income  which  will  make  him  comfortable  for  life." 

"  That  is  very  generous ;  and  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it, — 
for  John's  sake." 

'*  And  thev  have  promoted  him  at  his  office." 

"  Ah  !  ihen  he  Mill  do  well." 

"  He  will  do  very  well.  He  is  private  secretarj'  now  to 
their  head  man.  And,  MaiT,  so  that  she,  Lily,  should  not  bo 
empty-handed  if  this  marriage  can  be  arranged,  I  have  under- 
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taken  to  settle  a  hundred  a  year  on  her, — on  her  and  her 
children,  if  she  will  aecejit  him.  Now  you  know  it  all.  I  did 
not  mean  to  tell  you  ;  hut  it  is  as  well  that  you  should  have  the 
means  of  judging.  That  other  man  was  a  villain.  This  man 
is  honest.  Would  it  not  he  well  that  she  should  learn  to  like 
him  ?  She  always  did  like  him,  I  thought,  hefore  that  other 
fellow  came  down  here  among  us." 

"  She  has  always  liked  him — as  a  friend." 

"  She  will  never  get  a  better  lover." 

Mrs.  Dale  sat  silent,  thinking  over  it  all.  Every  word 
that  the  squire  said  was  true.  It  would  be  a  healing  of  wounds 
most  desii'able  and  salutary  ;  an  an-angement  advantageous  to 
them  all ;  a  destiny  for  Lily  most  devoutly  to  be  desired, — if 
only  it  were  possible.  Mrs.  Dale  firmly  believed  that  if  her 
daughter  could  be  made  to  accept  John  Eames  as  her  second 
lover  in  a  year  or  two  all  would  be  well.  Crosbie  would  then 
be  forgotten  or  thought  of  without  regret,  and  Lily  would 
become  the  mistress  of  a  happy  home.  But  there  are  positions 
which  cannot  be  reached,  though  there  be  no  physical  or 
material  objection  in  the  way.  It  is  the  view  which  the  mind 
takes  of  a  thing  which  creates  the  sorrow  that  arises  from  it. 
If  the  heart  were  always  malleable  and  the  feelings  could  be 
controlled,  who  would  permit  himself  to  be  tormented  by  any 
of  the  reverses  which  affection  meets  ?  Death  would  create 
no  sorrow  ;  ingratitude  would  lose  its  sting ;  and  the  betrayal 
of  love  would  do  no  iujuiy  beyond  that  which  it  might  entail 
upon  worldly  circumstances.  But  the  heart  is  not  malleable  ; 
nor  will  the  feelings  admit  of  such  control. 

"It  is  not  possible  for  her,"  said  Sirs.  Dale.  "I  fear  it 
is  not  possible.     It  is  too  soon." 

"  Six  months,"  pleaded  the  squire. 

*'  It  will  take  years, — not  mouths,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  And  she  will  lose  all  her  youth." 

"  Yes  ;  he  has  done  all  that  by  his  treacheiy.  But  it  is 
done,  and  we  cannot  now  go  back.  She  loves  him  yet  as 
dearly  as  she  ever  loved  him." 

Then  the  squii'e  muttered  certain  words  below  his  breath, — 
ejaculations  against  Crosbie,  which  were  hardly  voluntary ;  but 
even  as  involuntary  ejaculations  were  very  improper.  Mrs. 
Dale  heard  them,  and  was  not  oflended  either  by  their  impro- 
priety or  their  warmth.  "  But  you  can  understand,"  she  said, 
"  that  she  cannot  bring  herself  to  go  there.'*  The  squire 
struck  (.lie  table  with  his  fist,  and  repeated  his  ejaculations. 
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If  he  could  only  have  known  how  very  disagi-oeable  Lady 
Alexandriua  was  makincj  horsolf,  his  spirit  mij^ht,  perhaps, 
have  been  less  vehemently  disturbed.  Ii\  also,  he  could  have 
perceived  and  understood  the  light  in  which  an  alliance  with 
the  De  Courcy  family  was  now  regarded  by  Crosbie,  I  think 
that  he  wouUl  have  received  some  consolation  fi-om  that  con- 
sideration. Those  who  ofleud  us  are  generally  punished  for 
the  oflence  they  give ;  but  we  so  fi-equently  miss  the  satis- 
faction of  knowing  that  we  are  avenged !  It  is  arranged, 
apparently,  that  the  injurer  shall  be  punished,  but  that  the 
person  injured  shall  not  gratify  his  desire  for  vengeance. 

"And  will  you  go  to  Guestwick  yourself?"  asked  Mrs. 
Dale. 

"  I  will  take  the  note,"  said  the  squire,  "  and  vdW  let  you 
know  to-morrow.  The  earl  has  behaved  so  kindly  that  every 
possible  consideration  is  due  to  him.  I  had  better  tell  him 
the  whole  truth,  and  go  or  stay,  as  he  may  wish.  I  don't  see 
the  good  of  going.  "VSTiat  am  I  to  do  at  Guestwick  Manor  ? 
I  did  think  that  if  we  had  all  been  there  it  might  have  cured 
some  ditiiculties." 

Mi-s.  Dale  got  up  to  leave  him,  but  she  could  not  go 
without  saying  some  word  of  gratitude  for  all  that  he  had 
attempted  to  do  for  them.  She  well  knew  what  he  meant  by 
the  curing  of  difficulties.  He  had  intended  to  signify  that  had 
they  lived  together  for  a  week  at  Guestwick  the  idea  of  flitting 
from  Allington  might  possibly  have  been  abandoned.  It  seemed 
now  to  Mrs.  Dale  as  though  her  brother-in-law  were  heaping 
coals  of  fire  on  her  head  in  return  for  that  intention.  She 
felt  half- ashamed  of  what  she  was  doing,  almost  acknowledging 
to  herself  that  she  should  have  home  with  his  sternness  in 
return  for  the  benefits  he  had  done  to  her  daughters.  Had 
she  not  feared  their  reproaches  she  would,  even  now,  have 
given  way. 

"  I  (io  not  know  what  I  ought  to  say  to  you  for  your 
kindness." 

"  Say  nothing, — either  for  my  kindness  or  unkindness  ; 
but  stay  where  you  are,  and  let  us  live  like  Christians  together, 
striving  to  think  good  and  not  evil."  These  were  kind,  loving 
words,  showing  in  themselves  a  spirit  of  love  and  forbearance  ; 
but  they  were  spoken  in  a  hai-sb,  u.'^sympathiziug  voice,  and 
the  speaker,  as  he  uttered  them,  looked  gloomily  at  the  fire. 
In  truth  the  squire,  as  be  spoke,  was  L-Ufasliamed  of  the 
warmth  of  wh&t  he  said. 
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"  At  any  rate  I  will  not  think  evil,"  Mrs.  Dale  answered, 
giving  liini  her  hand.  After  that  she  left  him,  and  returned 
home.  It  was  too  late  for  her  to  ahandon  her  project  of  moving 
and  remain  at  the  Small  House  ;  but  as  she  went  across  the 
garden  she  almost  confessed  to  herself  that  she  repented  of 
what  she  was  doing. 

In  these  days  of  the  cold  early  spring,  the  way  from  the 
lawn  into  the  house,  through  the  drawing-room  window,  was 
not  as  yet  open,  and  it  was  necessaiy  to  go  round  by  the 
kitchen-garden  on  to  'the  road,  and  thence  in  by  the  front  door  ; 
or  else  to  pass  through  the  back  door,  and  into  the  house  by 
the  kitchen.  This  latter  mode  of  entrance  Mrs.  Dale  now 
adopted  ;  and  as  she  made  her  way  into  the  hall  Lily  came  upon 
her,  with  very  silent  steps,  out  from  the  parlour,  and  arrested 
her  progress.  There  was  a  smile  upon  Lily's  face  as  she 
lifted  up  her  finger  as  if  in  caution,  and  no  one  looking  at 
her  would  have  supposed  that  she  was  herself  in  trouble. 
"  Mamma,"  she  said,  pointing  to  the  drawing-room  door,  and 
speaking  almost  in  a  whisper,  "you  must  not  go  in  there; 
come  into  the  parlour." 

"  Who's  there  ?  Where's  Bell  ?  "  and  Mrs.  Dale  went  into 
the  warlour  as  she  was  bidden.  "But  who  is  there?"  she 
repeated. 

"  He's  there  !  " 
"Who  is  he?" 

"  Oh,  mamma,  don't  be  a  goose  !  Dr.  Crofts  is  there,  ot 
course.  He's  been  nearly  an  hour.  I  wonder  how  he  is 
managing,  for  there  is  nothing  on  earth  to  sit  upon  but  the  old 
lump  of  a  carpet.  The  room  is  strewed  about  with  crockery, 
aud  Bell  is  such  a  figure  !  She  has  got  on  your  old  checked 
apron,  and  when  he  came  in  she  was  rolling  up  the  fire-irons 
in  brown  paper.  I  don't  suppose  she  was  ever  in  such  a 
mess  before.  There's  one  thing  certain, — he  can't  kiss  her 
hand." 

"  It's  you  are  the  goose,  Lily." 

"  But  he's  in  there  certainly,  unless  he  has  gone  out  thi'ough 
the  window,  or  up  the  chimney." 
"  What  made  you  leave  them  ?  " 

"  He  met  me  here,  in  the  passage,  and  spoke  to  me  ever 
so  seriously.  '  Come  in,'  I  said,  '  and  see  Bell  packing  the 
pokers  and  tongs.'  '  I  will  go  in,'  he  said,  '  but  don't  come 
with  me.'  He  was  ever  so  scricas,  and  I'm  8ure  he  had  been 
ihinkirig  cf  it  all  the  way  al  wg." 
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*'  And  why  should  lie  not  be  serious  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  of  coui-se  he  ought  to  be  serious  ;  but  are  you 
not  glad,  mamma  ?  I  am  so  glad.  We  shall  live  alono 
together,  you  and  I  ;  but  she  will  be  so  close  to  us  !  My 
belief  is  that  he'll  stay  there  for  ever  unless  somebody  does 
something.  I  have  been  so  tired  of  waiting  and  looking  out 
for  you.  Perhaps  he's  helping  her  to  pack  the  things.  Don't 
you  think  we  might  go  in  ;  or  would  it  be  ill-natured  ?  " 

"  Lily,  don't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  say  anjihing.  Yon 
may  be  mistaken,  you  know  ;  and  there's  many  a  slip  between 
the  cup  and  the  lip." 

"  Yes,  mamma,  there  is,"  said  Lily,  putting  her  hand  inside 
her  mother's  ann,  "  that's  true  enough." 

"  Oh,  my  darling,  forgive  me,"  said  the  mother,  suddenly 
remembering  that  the  use  of  the  old  proverb  at  the  present 
moment  had  been  almost  cniol. 

"Do  not  mind  it,"  said  Lily,  "  it  does  not  hurt  me,  it 
does  me  good ;  that  is  to  say,  when  there  is  nobody  by  except 
yourself.  Lut,  with  God's  help,  there  shall  be  no  slip  here, 
and  she  shall  be  happy.  It  is  all  the  dillerence  between  one 
thing  done  in  a  huiTV,  and  another  done  with  much  thinking. 
But  they'll  remain  there  for  ever  if  we  don't  go  in.  Come, 
mamma,  yon  open  the  door." 

Then  Mrs.  Bell  did  open  the  door,  giving  some  little 
premonitory  notice  with  the  hantUe,  so  that  the  couple  inside 
might  be  warned  of  approaching  footsteps.  Crofts  had  not 
escaped,  cither  through  the  window  or  up  the  chimney,  but  was 
seated  in  the  middle  of  the  room  on  an  empty  box,  just  opposite 
to  Bell,  who  was  seated  upon  the  lump  of  carj)eting.  Bell 
still  wore  the  checked  apron  as  described  by  her  sister.  "^Tiat 
might  have  been  the  state  of  her  hands  I  will  not  pretend  to 
say ;  but  I  do  not  believe  that  her  lover  had  found  anything 
amiss  with  them.  "  How  do  you  do,  doctor  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Dale, 
striving  to  use  her  accustomed  voice,  and  to  look  as  though 
there  were  nothing  of  special  importance  in  his  visit.  "  I  have 
just  come  down  from  the  Great  House." 

"  Mamma,"  said  Bell,  jumping  up,  "  you  must  not  call 
him  doctor  any  more." 

"  Must  I  not  ?     Has  any  one  undoctored  him  ?  " 

"  Oh,  mamma,  you  understand,"  said  Bell. 

'I  unileistaud,"  said  Lily,  going  up  to  the  doctor,  and 
giving  him  her  cheek  to  kiss,  "  be  is  to  bo  my  brother,  and  I 
mean  to  claim  him  as  such  froai  thi.i  moment.     I  expect  him 
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to  do  everything  for  us,  and  not  to  call  a  moment  of  his  time 
his  own." 

"  Mrs.  Dale,"  said  the  doctor,  "  Bell  has  consented  that  it 
shall  be  so,  if  you  \\ill  consent." 

"  There  is  but  little  doubt  of  that,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  We  shall  not  be  rich  • "  began  the  doctor. 

"I  hate  to  be  rich,"  said  Bell.  "I  hate  even  to  talk 
about  it.  I  don't  think  it  quite  manly  even  to  think  about  it ; 
and  I'm  sure  it  isn't  womanly." 

"  Bell  was  always  a  fanatic  in  praise  of  poverty,"  said 
Mrs.  Dale. 

"  No  ;  I'm  no  fanatic.  I'm  veiy  fond  of  money  earned. 
I  would  like  to  earn  some  myself  if  I  knew  how." 

"  Let  her  go  out  and  visit  the  lady  patients,"  said  Lily. 
"  They  do  in  America." 

Then  they  all  went  into  the  parlour  and  sat  round  the 
fire  talking  as  though  they  were  already  one  family.  The  pro- 
ceeding, considering  the  nature  of  it, — that  a  young  lady, 
acknowledged  to  be  of  great  beauty  and  known  to  be  of  good 
birth,  had  on  the  occasion  been  asked  and  given  inmamage, — 
vras  carried  on  after  a  somewhat  humdrum  fashion,  and  in  a 
manner  that  must  be  called  commonplace.  How  difierent  had 
it  been  when  Crosbie  had  made  his  offer  !  Lily  lor  the  time 
had  been  raised  to  a  pinnacle, — a  pinnacle  which  might  be 
dangerous,  but  which  was,  at  any  rate,  lofty.  With  what  a 
pretty  speech  had  Crosbie  been  greeted !  How  it  had  been 
felt  by  all  concerned  that  the  fortunes  of  the  Small  House 
were  in  the  ascendant, — felt,  indeed,  with  some  trepidation, 
but  still  with  much  inward  triumph.  How  great  had  been 
the  occasion,  forcing  Lily  almost  to  lose  herself  in  wonderment 
at  what  had  occurred  !  There  was  no  great  occasion  now,  and 
no  wondennent.  No  one,  unless  it  was  Crofts,  felt  veiy  trium- 
phant. But  they  were  all  very  happy,  and  were  sure  that  there 
was  salety  in  their  happiness.  It  was  but  the  other  day  that 
one  of  them  had  been  thrown  rudely  to  the  gi'ound  through  the 
treacheiy  of  a  lover,  but  yet  none  of  them  feared  treachery 
from,  this  lover.  Bell  was  as  sure  of  her  lot  in  life  as  though 
she  were  already  being  taken  home  to  her  modest  house  in 
Gaestwick.  Mrs.  Dale  already  looked  upon  the  man  as  her 
son,  and  the  party  of  four  as  they  sat  round  the  fire  grouped 
themselves  as  though  they  already  formed  one  family. 

.Suo  Bell  was  not  seated  nest  to  her  lover.     Lily,  when 
she  had  once  accepted  Crosbie,  s-jt-med  to  think  that  she  could 
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never  be  too  near  to  him.  She  had  been  in  no  wise  ashamed 
of  her  love,  and  had  shown  it  constantly  by  some  little  caressin" 
motion  of  her  hand,  loaning  on  his  arm,  looking  into  his  face, 
as  though  she  were  continually  desirous  of  some  palpable 
assurance  of  his  presence.  It  was  not  so  at  all  with  Bell. 
She  was  happy  in  loving  and  in  being  loved,  but  she  requu-ed 
no  overt  testimonies  of  aflection.  I  do  not  think  it  would  have 
made  her  unhappy  if  some  sudden  need  had  requu-ed  that 
Crofts  should  go  to  India  and  back  before  they  were  married. 
The  thing  was  settled,  and  that  was  enough  for  her.  But,  on 
the  other  hand,  when  he  spoke  of  the  expediency  of  an  imme- 
diate man-iage,  she  raised  no  difficulty.  As  her  mother  was 
about  to  go  into  a  new  residence,  it  might  be  as  well  that  that 
residence  should  be  fitted  to  the  wants  of  two  persons  instead 
of  three.  So  they  talked  about  chairs  and  tables,  carpets  and 
kitchens,  in  a  most  unromantic,  homely,  useful  manner !  A 
considerable  portion  of  the  furniture  in  the  house  they  were 
now  about  to  leave  belonged  to  the  squire, — or  to  the  house 
rather,  as  they  were  in  the  habit  of  saying.  The  older  and 
more  solid  things, — articles  of  household  stuff  that  stand  the 
wear  of  half  a  century, — had  been  in  the  Small  House  when 
they  came  to  it.  There  was,  therefore,  a  question  of  buying 
new  furniture  for  a  house  in  Guestwick, — a  question  not  devoid 
of  impoiianco  to  the  possessor  of  so  moderate  an  income  as 
that  owned  by  Mrs.  Dale.  In  the  first  month  or  two  they 
were  to  live  in  lodgings,  and  their  goods  were  to  be  stored 
in  some  friendly  warehouse.  Under  such  circumstances  would 
it  iiut  be  well  that  Bell's  marriage  should  be  so  arranged  that 
the  lodging  question  might  not  be  in  any  degree  complicated 
by  her  necessities '?  This  was  the  last  suggestion  made  by 
Dr.  Crofts,  induced  no  duubt  by  the  great  encouragement  ho 
had  received. 

"That  would  be  hardly  possible,"  said  IMrs.  Dale.  "It 
only  wants  three  weeks ; — and  with  the  house  in  such  a 
condition  !  " 

"James  is  joking,"  said  Bell. 

"  I  was  not  joking  at  all,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  Why  not  send  for  Mr.  Boyce,  and  carry  her  ou  at 
once  on  a  pillion  behind  you?"  said  Lily.  "Its  just  the 
sort  of  thing  for  primitive  people  to  do.  like  you  and  Bell. 
All  the  same,  Bell,  I  do  wish  you  could  have  been  mai-ricd 
fiom  this  house." 

"  I  don't  think  it  will  make  much  dilTcrence,"  said  Bell. 
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"  Only  if  you  would  have  waited  till  summer  we  would 
have  had  such  a  nice  party  on  the  lawn.  It  sounds  so  ugly, 
being  married  from  lodgings  ;  doesn't  it,  mamma  ?" 

"It  doesn't  sound  at  all  ugly  to  me,"  said  Bell. 

"  I  shall  always  call  you  Dame  Commonplace  when  you're 
married,"  said  Lily. 

Then  they  had  tea,  and  after  tea  Dr.  Crofts  got  on  his 
horse  and  rode  back  to  Guestwick. 

"  Now  may  I  talk  about  him  ?  "  said  Lily,  as  soon  as 
the  door  was  closed  behind  his  back. 

"  No  ;  you  may  not." 

"  As  if  I  hadn't  kno^\^l  it  all  along  !  And  wasn't  it  hard 
to  bear  that  you  should  have  scolded  me  with  such  pertina- 
cious austerity,  and  that  I  wasn't  to  say  a  word  in  answer  !  " 

"  I  don't  remember  the  austerity,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Nor  yet  Lily's  silence,"  said  Ijell. 

"  But  it's  all  settled  now,"  said  Lily,  "  and  I'm  downright 
happy.     I  never  felt  more  satisfaction, — never,  Bell !  " 

"  Nor  did  I,"  said  her  mother;  "I  may  truly  say  that 
I  thank  God  for  this  good  thing." 


CHAPTER  LI. 


JOHN  EAMES  DOES  THINGS  WHICH  HE   OUGHT  NOT  TO 

HAVE   DONE. 

John  Eames  succeeded  in  making  his  bargain  with  Sir  Raffle 
Buffle.  He  accepted  the  private  secretaryship  on  the  plainly 
expressed  condition  that  he  was  to  have  leave  of  absence  for 
a  fortnight  towards  the  end  of  April.  Having  arranged  this  he 
took  an  aifectionate  leave  of  Mr.  Love,  who  was  really  much 
affected  at  parting  with  him,  discussed  valedictory  pots  of 
porter  in  the  big  room,  over  which  many  wishes  were 
expressed  that  he  might  be  enabled  to  compass  the  length 
and  breadth  of  old  Huffle's  feet,  uttered  a  last  cutting  joke 
at  Mr.  Kissing  as  he  met  that  gentleman  hunyiug  thr-ough 
the  passages  with  an  enormous  ledger  in  his  hands,  and 
then  took  his  place  in  the  comfortable  arm-chair  which  Fitz- 
Howard  had  been  forced  to  relinquish. 

*'  Don't  tell  any  of  the  fellows,"  said  Fitz,  "  but  I'm  going 
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to  cut  the  concern  altogether.     My  governor  wouldn't  let  mo 
stop  here  in  any  other  place  than  that  of  private  secretary," 

"  Ah,  your  governor  is  a  swell,"  saiil  Eames. 

'*  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  FitzHoward.  "  Of  course 
he  has  a  good  deal  of  family  interest.  My  cousin  is  to  come 
in  for  St.  Buugay  at  tho  next  election,  and  then  I  can  do 
better  than  remain  here." 

"  That's  a  matter  of  course,"  said  Eames.  "  If  my  cousin 
were  ileiuber  for  St.  Buugay,  I'd  never  stand  an}'thing  east  of 
Whitehall." 

"  And  I  don't  mean,"  said  FitzHoward.  "  This  room,  you 
know,  is  all  very  nice ;  but  it  is  a  bore  coming  into  the  City 
every  day.  And  then  one  doesn't  like  to  bo  rung  for  like 
a  servant.  Not  that  I  mean  to  put  you  out  of  conceit 
\vith  it." 

"  It  will  do  verj'  well  for  me,"  said  Eames,  "  I  never  was 
very  particular."  And  so  they  parted,  Eames  assuming  the 
beautiful  arm-chaii*  and  the  peril  of  being  asked  to  cariT 
Sir  Katile's  shoes,  while  FitzHoward  took  the  vacant  desk 
in  the  big  room  till  such  time  as  some  member  of  his  fiimily 
should  come  into  Parliament  for  the  borough  of  St.  Lungay. 

But  Eames,  though  he  drank  the  porter,  and  quizzed 
FitzHoward,  and  gibed  at  Kissing,  did  not  scat  himself  in  his 
new  ann-chair  without  some  serious  thoughts.  He  was  aware 
that  his  career  in  London  had  not  hitherto  been  one  on  which 
he  could  look  back  with  self-respect.  He  had  lived  with 
friends  whom  he  did  not  esteem ;  ho  had  been  idle,  and 
sometimes  worse  than  idle ;  and  he  had  allowed  himself  to 
be  hampered  by  the  pretended  love  of  a  woman  for  whom 
he  had  never  felt  any  true  affection,  and  by  whom  he  had 
been  cozened  out  of  various  foolish  promises  which  even  yet 
were  hanging  over  his  head.  As  he  sat  with  Sir  Raffle'.^ 
notes  before  him,  he  thought  almost  with  hoiTor  of  the  men 
and  women  in  Burton  Crescent.  It  was  now  about  three 
years  since  he  had  first  known  Cradell,  and  he  shuddered  as 
he  remembered  how  very  poor  a  creature  was  ho  whom  he 
had  chosen  for  his  bosom  friend.  He  could  not  make  for 
himself  those  excuses  which  we  can  make  for  him.  He  could 
not  tell  himself  that  he  had  been  di-iven  by  circumstances 
to  choose  a  friend,  before  he  had  learned  to  know  v,  1;! 
were  the  requisites  for  which  he  should  look.  He  had  111  i 
on  terms  of  closest  intimacy  with  this  man  for  tlu*ee  years, 
and  now  his  eyes  were  opening  themselves  to  the  nature  of  his 
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friend's  character.  Cradell  was  in  age  tliree  years  his  senior. 
"  I  won't  drop  him,"  he  said  to  himself;  "hut  he  is  a  poor 
creature."  He  thought,  too,  of  the  Lupexes,  of  Miss  Spruce, 
and  of  Mrs.  Roper,  and  tried  to  imagine  what  Lily  Dale  would 
do  if  she  found  herself  among  such  people.  It  would  he 
impossihle  that  she  should  ever  so  find  herself.  He  might 
as  well  ask  her  to  drink  at  the  har  of  a  gin-shop  as  to  sit 
down  in  Mrs.  Roper's  di'awing-room.  If  destiny  had  in  store 
for  him  such  good  fortune  as  that  of  calling  Lily  his  own, 
it  was  necessary  that  he  should  altogether  alter  his  mode  of  life, 
lu  truth  his  hohbledehoyhood  was  dropping  off  from  him, 
as  its  old  skin  drops  from  a  snake.  Much  of  the  feeling 
and  something  of  the  knowledge  of  manhood  was  coming 
on  him,  and  he  was  beginning  to  recognize  to  himself  that 
the  future  manner  of  his  life  must  he  to  him  a  matter  of 
very  serious  concern.  No  such  thought  had  come  near  him 
when  he  first  established  himself  in  London.  It  seems  to 
me  that  in  this  respect  the  fathers  and  mothers  of  the 
present  generation  understand  but  little  of  the  inward  nature 
of  the  young  men  for  whom  they  are  so  anxious.  They 
give  them  credit  for  so  much  that  it  is  impossible  they 
should  have,  and  then  deny  them  credit  for  so  much  that 
they  possess  !  They  expect  from  them  when  boys  the  discre- 
tion of  men, — that  discretion  which  comes  fi'om  thinking ;  but 
will  not  give  them  credit  for  any  of  that  power  of  thought 
which  alone  can  ultimately  produce  good  conduct.  Young 
men  are  generally  thoughtful, — more  thoughtful  than  their 
seniors ;  but  the  fruit  of  their  thought  is  not  as  yet  there. 
And  then  so  little  is  done  for  the  amusement  of  lads  who 
are  turned  loose  into  London  at  nineteen  or  twenty.  Can 
it  be  that  any  mother  really  expects  her  son  to  sit  alone 
evening  after  evening  in  a  dingy  room  drinking  bad  tea,  and 
reading  good  books  ?  And  yet  it  seems  that  mothers  do  so 
expect, — the  very  mothers  who  talk  about  the  thoughtlessness 
of  youth !  0  ye  mothers  who  from  year  to  year  see  your 
sons  launched  forth  upon  the  perils  of  the  world,  and  who 
are  so  careful  with  your  good  advice,  with  under  flannel 
shii-ting,  with  books  of  devotion  and  tooth-powder,  does  it 
never  occur  to  you  that  provision  should  be  made  for  amuse- 
ment, for  dancing,  for  parties,  for  the  excitement  and  comfort 
of  women's  society?  That  excitement  your  sons  will  have, 
jind  if  it  be  not  provided  by  you  of  one  kind,  will  certainly 
be  provided  by  themselves   of  another  kind.      If  I  were  a 
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mother  sending  lads  out  into  the  world,  the  matter  most  in 
my  mind  would  be  this, — to  what  houses  full  ol  nicest  girls 
could  I  get  them  admission,  so  that  they  might  do  their  flirting 
in  good  company. 

Poor  John  Eames  had  been  so  placed  that  ho  had  been 
ilriven  to  do  his  flirting  in  very  bad  company,  and  he  was 
now  fully  aware  that  it  had  been  so.  It  wanted  but  two 
days  to  his  departure  for  Gucstwick  Manor,  and  as  he  sat 
breathing  a  while  after  the  manufacture  of  a  large  batch  of 
Sir  Raflie's  notes,  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  givo 
Mi's.  Pioper  notice  before  he  started,  that  on  his  return  to 
London  he  would  be  seen  no  more  in  Burton  Crescent.  Ho 
would  break  his  bonds  altogether  asunder,  and  if  there  should 
be  any  penalty  for  such  breaking  he  would  pay  it  in  what 
best  manner  he  might  be  able.  He  acknowledged  to  himself 
that  he  had  been  behaYing  badly  to  Amelia,  confessing, 
indeed,  more  sin  in  that  respect  than  he  had  in  truth 
committed ;  but  this,  at  any  rate,  was  clear  to  him,  that  he 
must  put  himself  on  a  proper  footing  in  that  quarter  before 
he  could  venture  to  speak  to  Lily  Dale. 

As  he  came  to  a  definite  conclusion  on  this  subject  the 
little  handbell  which  always  stood  on  Sir  Raflie's  table  was 
sounded,  and  Eames  was  called  into  the  presence  of  the  great 
man.  "Ah,"  said  Sir  Raflle,  leaning  back  in  his  ann-ch:iir, 
and  stretching  himself  after  the  great  exertions  which  he  had 
been  making — "  Ah,  let  me  see  !  You  are  going  out  of  town 
the  day  after  to-moiTOW." 

"  Yes,  Sir  Raflle,  the  day  aft,er  to-morrow." 

"Ah!  it's  a  great  annoyance, — a  very  great  annoyance. 
But  on  such  occasions  I  never  think  of  myself.  I  never  havo 
done  so,  and  don't  suppose  I  ever  shall.  So  you're  going  down 
to  my  old  friend  De  Guest  ?  " 

Eames  was  always  angered  when  his  new  patron  Sir  Raflle 
talked  of  his  old  friendship  with  the  earl,  and  never  gave  the 
Commissioner  any  encouragement.      "  I  am  going  down   to 

^^•i»*  DO 

Guestwick,"  said  he. 

"  Ah  !  yes  ;  to  Guestwick  I^fanor  ?     I  don't  remember  that 

I  was  ever  there.     I  dai-esay  I  may  have  been,  but  one  forgets 

those  things." 

"  I  never  heard  Lord  Dc  Guest  speak  of  it." 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.     \Miy  should  his  memory  bo  better  than 

mine  ?     Tell  him,  will  you,  how  very  glad  I  shall  be  to  renew 

our  old  intimacv.     I  should  think  nothing  of  running  down  to 

32— :2 
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him  for  a  day  or  two  in  the  dull  time  of  the  year, — say  in 
September  or  October.  It's  rather  a  coincidence  our  both 
being  interested  about  you, — isn't  it  ?  " 

"  I'll  be  sure  to  tell  him." 

"  Mind  you  do.  He's  one  of  our  most  thoroughly  inde- 
pendent noblemen,  and  I  respect  him  very  highly.  Let  me 
see  ;  didn't  I  ring  my  bell  ?  \\Tiat  was  it  I  wanted  ?  I  think 
1  rang  my  bell." 

"  You  did  ring  your  bell." 

"Ah,  yes;  I  know.      I  am  going  away,   and  I  wanted 

my would  you  tell  Rafferty  to  bring  me — my  boots?" 

"VMiercupon  Johnny  rang  the  bell — not  the  little  handbell,  but 
the  other  bell.  "  And  I  shan't  be  here  to-morrow,"  continued 
Sir  Eaffle.  "  I'll  thank  you  to  send  my  letters  up  to  the 
square ;  and  if  they  should  send  down  from  the  Treasury  ; — 
but  the  Chancellor  would  write,  and  in  that  case  you'll  send  up 
his  letter  at  once  by  a  special  messenger,  of  course." 

"  Here's  Rafferty,"  said  Eames,  determined  that  he  would 
not  even  sully  his  lips  with  speaking  of  Sir  Raffle's  boots. 

"  Oh,  ah,  yes  ;  Rafferty,  bring  me  my  boots." 

"  Anything  else  to  say  ?  "  asked  Eames. 

*'  No,  nothing  else.  Of  course  you'll  be  careful  to  leave 
everything  straight  behind  you." 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  I'll  leave  it  all  straight."  Then  Eames  with- 
di'ew,  so  that  he  might  not  be  present  at  the  interview  between 
Sir  Raffle  and  his  boots.  "  He'll  not  do,"  said  Sir  Raffle  to 
himself.  "  He'll  never  do.  He's  not  quick  enough, — has  no 
go  in  him.  He's  not  man  enough  for  the  place.  I  wonder 
why  the  earl  has  taken  him  by  the  hand  in  that  way." 

Soon  after  the  little  episode  of  the  boots  Eames  left  his 
office,  and  walked  home  alone  to  Burton  Crescent.  He  felt 
that  he  had  gained  a  victory  in  Sir  Raffle's  room,  but  the 
victoiy  there  had  been  easy.  Now  he  had  another  battle  on 
his  hands,  in  which,  as  he  believed,  the  achievement  of  victory 
would  be  much  more  difficult.  Amelia  Roper  was  a  persou 
much  more  to  be  feared  than  the  Chief  Commissioner.  He 
had  one  strong  aiTow  in  his  quiver  on  which  he  would  depend, 
if  there  should  come  to  him  the  necessity  of  giving  his  enemy 
a  death-wound.  During  the  last  week  she  had  been  maldng 
powerful  love  to  Cradell,  so  as  to  justify  the  punishment  of 
desertion  from  a  former  lover.  He  would  not  throw  Cradell 
in  her  teeth  if  he  could  help  it ;  but  it  was  incumbent  on 
him  to  gain  a  victor)',  and  ii'  the  worst  should  come  to  the 
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worst,  he  must  use  such  weapons  as  destiuy  and  tlie  chance  of 
war  had  fjivcn  him. 

He  found  Mrs.  Roper  in  the  dininfr-room  as  he  entered, 
and  immediately  hegan  his  work.  "  Mrs.  liopor,"  he  said, 
"  I'm  going  out  of  town  the  day  after  to-moiTow." 

"  Oh,  yes,  j\Ir.  Eames,  we  know  that.  You're  going  as  a 
\'isitor  to  the  noble  mansion  of  the  Earl  Do  Guest." 

"I  don't  know  about  the  mansion  being  veiy  noble,  but 
I'm  going  do^\-n  into  the  countiy  for  a  fortnight.  When  I 
come  back " 

"When  you  come  back,  Mr.  Eames,  I  hope  you'll  find 
your  room  a  deal  more  comfortable.  I  know  it  isn't  quite 
what  it  should  be  for  a  gentleman  like  you,  and  I've  been 
thinking  for  some  time  past " 

"But,  Mrs.  Koper,  I  don't  mean  to  come  back  here  any 
more.     It's  just  that  that  I  want  to  say  to  you." 

"  Not  come  back  to  the  crescent !  " 

"  No,  Mrs.  Roper.  A  fellow  must  move  sometimes,  you 
know  ;  and  I'm  sme  I've  been  very  constant  to  you  for  a  long 
time." 

"  But  where  are  you  going,  Mr.  Eames  ?  " 

"  Well ;  I  haven't  just  made  up  my  mind  as  yet.  That 
is,  it  will  depend  on  what  I  may  do, — on  what  friends  of 
mine  may  say  down  in  the  country.  You'll  not  think  I'm 
quarrelling  with  you,  Mrs.  Roper." 

"  It's  them  Lupexes  as  have  done  it,"  said  Mrs.  Roper, 
in  her  deep  distress. 

"  Xo,  indeed,  Mrs.  Roper,  nobody  has  done  it." 

"  Yes,  it  is  ;  and  I'm  not  going  to  blame  you,  Mr.  Eames 
They've  made  the  house  unfit  for  any  decent  young  gentleman 
like  you.     I've  been  feeling  that  all  along;   but  it's  hard  upon 
a  lone  woman  Uke  me,  isn't  it,  Mr.  Eames  ?  " 

"But,  Mrs.  Roper,  the  Lupexes  have  had  nothing  to  do 
with  my  going." 

"  Oh,  yes,  they  have  ;  I  understand  it  all.  But  what 
could  I  do,  Mr.  Eames  ?  I've  been  giving  them  waniing 
eveiy  week  for  the  last  six  months ;  but  the  more  I  give 
them  warning,  the  more  they  won't  go.  Unless  I  were  to 
send  for  a  policeman,  and  have  a  row  in  the  house " 

"But  I  haven't  complained  of  the  Lupexes,  Mrs.  Roper." 

"  You  wouldn't  be  quitting  without  any  reason,  Mr.  Eames. 
You  arc  not  going  to  be  mamed  in  earnest,  are  you,  ^ir. 
Eames  ?  " 
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"  Not  that  I  know  of." 

"  You  may  tell  me  ;  you  may,  indeed.  I  won't  say  a 
word, — not  to  anybody.  It  hasn't  been  my  fault  about 
Amelia.     It  hasn't  really." 

"  Who  says  there's  been  any  fault  ?  " 

"  I  can  see,  Mr.  Earaes.  Of  course  it  didn't  do  for  me  to 
interfere.  And  if  you  had  liked  her,  I  will  say  I  believe 
she'd  have  made  as  good  a  wife  as  any  young  man  ever  took  ; 
and  she  can  make  a  few  pounds  go"  farther  than  most  girls. 
You  can  understand  a  mother's  feelings ;  and  if  thei'e  was  to 
be  anything,  I  couldn't  spoil  it ;  could  I,  now  ?  " 

"  But  there  isn't  to  be  anything." 

"  So  I've  told  her  for  months  past.  I'm  not  going  to  say 
anything  to  blame  you  ;  but  young  men  ought  to  be  very  par- 
ticular ;  indeed  they  ought."  Johnny  did  not  choose  to  hint 
to  the  disconsolate  mother  that  it  also  behoved  young  women 
to  be  very  particular,  but  he  thought  it.  "  I've  wished  many 
a  time,  Mr.  Eames,  that  she  had  never  come  here ;  indeed  I 
have.  But  what's  a  mother  to  do  ?  I  couldn't  put  her  outside 
the  door."  Then  Mrs,  Koper  raised  her  apron  up  to  her  eyes, 
and  began  to  sob. 

"  I'm  very  soixy  if  I've  made  any  mischief,"  said  Johnny. 

"  It  hasn't  been  j'our  fault,"  continued  the  poor  woman, 
from  whom,  as  her  tears  became  uncontrollable,  her  true 
feelings  forced  themselves  and  the  real  outpouring  of  her 
feminine  nature.  "  Nor  it  hasn't  been  my  fault.  But  I  knew 
what  it  would  come  to  when  I  saw  how  she  was  going  on ;  and 
I  told  her  so.  I  knew  you  wouldn't  put  up  with  the  likes 
of  her." 

"  Indeed,  Mrs.  Eopcr,  I've  always  had  a  great  regard  for 
her,  and  for  you  too." 

"  But  you  weren't  going  to  marry  her.  I've  told  her  so  all 
along,  and  I've  begged  her  not  to  do  it, — almost  on  .my  knees 
I  have  ;  but  she  wouldn't  be  said  by  me.  She  never  would. 
She's  always  been  that  wilful  that  I'd  sooner  have  her  away 
from  me  than  with  me.  Though  she's  a  good  young  woman  in 
the  house, — she  is,  indeed,  Mr.  Eames  ; — and  there  isn't  a  pair 
of  hands  in  it  that  works  so  hard  ;  but  it  was  no  use  my  talking." 

"  I  don't  think  any  harm  has  been  done." 

"  Yes,  there  has  ;  gi'eat  harm.  It  has  made  Ihe  place  not 
respectable.  It's  the  Lupexes  is  the  worst.  -  There's  Miss 
Spruce,  who  has  been  with  me  for  nine  years, — ever  since 
I've  had  the  house, — she's  been  telling  mo  this  morniag  !,hat 
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she  means  to  go  into  the  countn'.  It's  all  the  tarco  Ihing. 
I  understand  it.  I  can  see  it.  The  house  isn't  respectable, 
as  it  should  bo  ;  and  your  mamma,  if  she  were  to  know  all, 
would  have  a  rif,'ht  to  be  aut^iy  with  me.  I  did  mean  to  be 
respectable,  ilr.  Eames  ;  I  did  indeed." 

"  Miss  Spruce  will  think  better  of  it." 

*'  You  don't  know  what  I've  had  to  go  through.  There's 
none  of  them  pays,  not  regulai*, — only  she  and  you.  She's 
been  like  the  Bank  of  England,  has  Miss  Spruce." 

"  I'm  afraid  I've  not  been  very  regular,  Mrs.  Roper." 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  have.  I  don't  think  of  a  pound  or  two 
more  or  less  at  the  end  of  a  quarter,  if  I'm  sure  to  have  it 
some  day.  The  butcher, — he  understands  one's  lodgers  just 
as  well  as  I  do, — if  the  money's  really  coming,  he'll  wait ; 
but  he  won't  wait  for  such  as  them  Lupexes,  whose  money's 
nowhere.  .  And  there's  CradcU ;  would  you  beUeve  it,  that 
fellow  owes  me  eight  and  twenty  pounds  !  " 

"  Eight  and  twenty  pounds  !  " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Eames,  eight  and  twenty  pounds  !  He's  a 
fool.  It's  them  Lupexes  as  have  had  his  money.  I  know 
it.  He  don't  talk  of  paying,  and  going  away.  I  shall  be  just 
left  with  him  and  the  Lupexes  on  my  hands ;  and  then  the 
bailiffs  may  come  and  sell  eveiT  stick  about  the  place.  I  won't 
say  nay  to  them."  Then  she  threw  herself  into  the  old  horse- 
hair arm-chair,  and  gave  way  to  her  womanly  sorrow. 

"  I  think  I'll  go  upstairs,  and  get  ready  for  dinner,"  said 
Eames. 

"  And  you  must  go  away  when  you  come  back  ? "  said 
Mrs.  Koper. 

"  Well,  yes,  I'm  afraid  I  must.  I  meant  you  to  have  a 
month's  warning  from  to-dav.  Of  course  I  shall  pay  tor  the 
month." 

"  I  don't  want  to  take  any  advantage  ;  indeed,  I  don't. 
But  I  do  hope  you'll  leave  yuur  things.  You  can  have  them 
whenever  you  like.  li'  Chumpend  knows  that  you  and  Miss 
Spruce  are  both  going,  of  course  he'll  be  dowa  upon  me  for 
his  money."  Chumpend  was  the  butcher.  But  Eames  made 
no  answer  to  this  piteous  plea.  Whether  or  no  he  could 
allow  his  old  boots  to  remain  in  Burton  Crescent  for  the  next 
week  or  two,  must  depend  on  the  manner  in  which  he  might 
be  received  by  Amelia  Koper  this  evening. 

^\Tien  he  came  down  to  the  drawing-room,  there  was  no 
one  there  but  Miss  Spruce.  "  A  fine  day,  Miss  Spruce,"  said  he. 
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"  Yes,  INIr.  Eames,  it  is  a  fine  day  for  London  ;  but  don't 
you  think  the  country  air  is  very  nice  ?  " 

"  Give  me  the  town,"  said  Johnny,  wishing  to  say  a  good 
word  for  poor  Mrs.  Roper,  if  it  were  possible. 

"  You're  a  young  man,  Mr.  Eames  ;  but  I'm  only  an  old 
woman.     That  makes  a  difference,"  said  Miss  Spruce. 

"Not  much,"  said  Johnny,  meaning  to  be  civil.  "You 
don't  like  to  be  dull  any  more  than  I  do." 

"  I  like  to  be  respectable,  Mr.  Eames.  I  always  have 
been  respectable,  Mr.  Eames."  This  the  old  woman  said  almost 
in  a  whisper,  looking  anxiously  to  see  that  the  door  had  not 
been  opened  to  other  listening  ears. 

"  I'm  sure  Mrs.  Roper  is  very  respectable." 

"  Yes ;  Mrs.  Roper  is  respectable,  Mr.  Eames ;  but  there 

are  some  here  that Hush-sh-sh  !  "      And  the  old  lady 

put  her  finger  up  to  her  lips.  The  door  opened  .and  Mrs. 
Lupex  swam  into  the  room. 

"How  d'ye  do,  Miss  Spruce  ?  I  declare  you're  always 
first.  It's  to  get  a  chance  of  having  one  of  the  young  gentle- 
men to  yourself,  I  believe.  V/hat's  the  news  in  the  city  to-day, 
Mr.  Eames  ?  In  your  position  now  of  course  you  hear  all  the 
news." 

"  Sir  Raffle  Buffie  has  got  a  new  pair  of  shoes.  I  don't 
know  that  for  certain,  but  I  guess  it  from  the  time  it  took 
him  to  put  them  on." 

"  All !  now  you're  quizzing.  That's  always  the  way  with 
you  gentlemen  when  you  get  a  little  up  in  the  world.  You 
don't  think  women  ai'e  worth  talking  to  then,  unless  just  for  a 
joke  or  so." 

"  I'd  a  great  deal  sooner  talk  to  you,  Mrs.  Lupex,  than  I 
would  to  Sir  Raffle  Buffle." 

"  It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  say  that.  But  we  women 
know  what  such  compliments  as  those  mean  ; — don't  we.  Miss 
Spruce  ?  A  woman  that's  been  married  five  years  as  I  have 
— or  I  may  say  six, — doesn't  expect  much  attention  from 
young  men.  .And  though  I  was  young  when  I  married — young 
in  years,  that  is, — I'd  seen  too  much  and  gone  through  too 
much  to  be  young  in  heart."  This  she  said  almost  iu  a 
whisper  ;  but  Miss  Spruce  heard  it,  and  was  confirmed  in  her 
belief  that  Burton  Crescent  was  no  longer  respectable. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  were  tiieu,  Mrs.  Lupe^/'  S't'd 
Eames  ;  "  but  you're  young  enough  now  for  ac^/thir.rr." 

"  Mr.  Eames,  I'd  sell  ail  ihai  j-ertialns  of  iuy  -oaih  at  a 
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cheap  rate, — at  a  very  cheap  rate,  if  I  could  only  be  sn.o 
of " 

"  Sure  of  what,  Mrs.  Lupex  ?  " 

"  The  uiuliviiled  atfcction  of  the  one  person  that  I  loved. 
That  is  all  that  is  necessaiy  to  a  woman's  happiness." 

"  And  isn't  Lupex " 

"Lupex!  But,  hush,  never  mind.  I  should  not  have 
allowed  myself  to  be  betrayed  into  an  expression  of  feeling. 
Here's  your  friend  Mr.  Cradell.  Do  you  know  I  sometimes 
wonder  what  you  find  in  that  man  to  be  so  fond  of  him." 
Miss  Spruce  saw  it  all,  and  heard  it  all,  and  positively  resolved 
upon  moving  herself  to  those  two  small  rooms  at  Dulwich. 

Hardly  a  word  was  exchanged  between  Amelia  and  Eames 
before  dinner.  Amelia  still  devoted  herself  to  Cradell,  and 
Johnny  saw  that  that  arrow,  if  it  should  bo  needed,  would  be 
a  strong  weapon.  Mrs.  Roper  they  found  seated  at  her  place 
at  the  diuing-table,  and  Eames  could  perceive  the  traces  of  her 
tears.  Poor  woman !  Few  positions  in  life  could  be  harder 
to  bear  than  hers  !  To  be  ever  tugging  at  others  for  money 
that  they  could  not  pay ;  to  be  ever  tugged  at  for  money  which 
she  could  not  pay ;  to  desire  respectability  for  its  own  sake, 
but  to  be  driven  to  confess  that  it  was  a  luxury  beyond  her 
means  ;  to  put  up  with  disreputable  belongings  for  the  sake 
of  lucre,  and  then  not  to  get  the  lucre,  but  be  driven  to  feel 
that  she  was  ruined  by  the  attempt !  How  many  i\Irs.  Ropers 
there  are  who  from  year  to  year  sink  down  and  fall  away,  and 
no  one  knows  whither  they  betake  themselves !  One  fancies 
that  one  sees  them  from  time  to  time  at  the  corners  of  the 
streets  in  battered  bonnets  and  thin  gowns,  with  the  tattered 
remnants  of  old  shawls  upon  their  shoulders,  still  looking  as 
though  they  had  within  them  a  i\iint  remembrance  of  long- 
distant  respectability.  With  anxious  eyes  they  peer  about,  as 
though  searching  in  the  streets  for  other  lodgers.  "Where  do 
they  get  their  daily  morsels  of  bread,  and  their  poor  cups 
of  thin  tea, — their  cups  of  thin  tea,  with  perhaps  a  pennyworth 
of  gin  added  to  it,  if  Providence  be  good  !  Of  this  state  of 
things  ^Irs.  Roper  had  a  lively  appreciation,  and  now,  poor 
woman,  she  feared  that  she  was  reaching  it,  by  the  aid  of 
the  Lupexes.  On  the  present  occasion  she  carved  her  joint 
of  meat  in  silence,  and  sent  out  her  slices  to  the  good  guests 
that  would  leave  her,  and  to  the  bad  guests  that  would  remain, 
with  apathetic  impartiality.  What  was  the  use  now  of  doing 
favour  to  one  lodger  or  disfavour  to  another  ?     Let  them  take 
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their  mutton, — they  who  would  pay  for  it  and  they  who  would 
not.  She  would  not  have  the  carving  of  many  more  joints 
in  that  house  if  Chumpend  acted  up  to  all  the  thi-eats  which 
he  had  uttered  to  her  that  morning. 

The  reader  may,  perhaps,  rememher  the  little  back  room 
behind  the  dining  parlour.  A  description  was  given  in  some 
former  pages  of  an  interview  which  was  held  between  Amelia 
and  her  lover.  It  was  in  that  room  that  all  the  interviews 
of  Mrs.  Roper's  establishment  had  their  existence.  A  special 
room  for  interviews  is  necessary  in  all  households  of  a  mixed 
nature.  If  a  man  lives  alone  with  his  wife,  he  can  have  his 
interviews  where  he  pleases.  Sons  and  daughters,  even  when 
they  are  grown  up,  hardly  create  the  necessity  of  an  interview- 
chamber,  though  some  such  need  may  be  felt  if  the  daughters 
are  marriageable  and  independent  in  their  natures.  But  when 
the  family  becomes  more  complicated  than  this,  if  an  extra 
young  man  be  introduced,  or  an  aunt  comes  into  residence,  or 
grown  up  children  by  a  former  wife  interfere  with  the  domestic 
simplicity,  then  such  accommodation  becomes  quite  indispen- 
sable. No  woman  would  think  of  taking  in  lodgers  without 
such  a  room  :  and  this  room  there  was  at  Mrs.  Roper's,  very 
small  and  dingy,  but  still  sufficient, — just  behind  the  dining 
parlour  and  opposite  to  the  kitchen  stairs.  Hither,  after  dinner, 
Amelia  was  summoned.  She  had  just  seated  herself  between 
Mrs.  Lupex  and  Miss  Spruce,  ready  to  do  battle  with  the 
former  because  she  would  stay,  and  with  the  latter  because 
she  would  go,  when  she  was  called  out  by  the  seiwant  girl. 

"  Miss  Mealyer,  Miss  Mcalyer,— sh— sh— sh  !  "  And 
Amelia,  looking  round,  saw  a  large  red  hand  beckoning  to 
her.  "  He's  down  there,"  said  Jemima,  as  soon  as  her  young 
mistress  had  joined  her,  "  and  wants  to  see  you  most  par- 
tic'lar." 

"  Which  of  'em  ?  "  asked  Amelia,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Why,  Mr.  Heames,  to  be  sure.  Don't  you  go  and  have 
any  think  to  say  to  the  other  one.  Miss  Mealyer,  pray  don't ;  he 
ain't  no  good  ;  he  ain't  indeed." 

Amelia  stood  still  for  a  moment  on  the  landing,  calculating 
whether  it  would  be  well  for  her  to  have  the  inter\iew,  or 
well  to  decline  it.  Her  objects  were  two ; — or,  rather,  her 
object  was  in  its  nature  twofold.  She  was,  naturally,  anxious 
to  drive  John  Eames  to  desperation  ;  a3>.d  anxious  also,  by  some 
slight  added  ortifice,  to  make  sure  of  Cra>is;ll  If  Ea'mes's  dsspo- 
ration  did  not  have  a  very  speedy  effect.      She  agreed  wiUi 
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Jemima's  criticism  in  the  main,  but  she  did  not  go  quite  so 
fai-  as  to  think  that  Cradell  was  no  good  at  all.  Let  it  be 
Eames,  if  Eames  were  possible ;  but  let  the  other  string  be 
kept  for  use  if  Eames  were  not  possible.  Poor  girl !  in  com- 
ing to  this  resolve  she  had  not  done  so  without  agony.  She 
hail  a  heart,  and  with  such  power  as  it  gave  her,  she  loved 
John  Eames.  But  the  world  had  been  hard  to  her ;  knocking 
her  about  hither  and  thither  unmercifully  ;  threatening,  as  it 
now  threatened,  to  take  from  her  what  few  good  things  she 
enjoyed.  When  a  girl  is  so  circumstanced  she  cannot  afford 
to  attend  to  her  heart.  She  almost  resolved  not  to  see  Eames 
on  the  present  occasion,  thinking  that  he  might  be  made  the 
more  desperate  by  such  refusal,  and  remembeiing  also  that 
Cradell  was  in  the  house  and  would  know  of  it. 

"  He's  there  a-waiting,  Miss  Mtalyer.  Why  don't  yer  come 
down  ?  "  and  Jemima  plucked  her  young  mistress  by  the  arm. 

"  I  am  coming,"  said  Amelia.  And  with  dignified  steps 
she  descended  to  the  interview. 

"  Here  she  is,  Mr.  Heames,"  said  the  gii-1.  And  then 
Johnny  found  himself  alone  with  his  lady-love. 

"  You  have  sent  for  me,  Mr.  Eames,"  she  said,  giving  her 
head  a  little  toss,  and  turning  her  face  away  from  him.  *'  I 
was  engaged  upstaii-s,  but  I  thought  it  uncivil  not  to  come 
down  to  you  as  you  sent  for  me  so  special." 

"  Yes,  Miss  Roper,  I  did  want  to  see  you  very  particularly." 

"Oh,  dear!  "  she  exclaimed,  and  he  understood  fully  that 
the  exclamation  referred  to  his  having  omitted  the  customary 
use  of  her  Christian  name. 

"  I  saw  your  mother  before  dinner,  and  I  told  her  that  I 
am  going  away  the  day  after  to-morrow." 

"We  all  know  about  that; — to  the  earl's,  of  course!" 
And  then  there  was  another  chuck  of  her  head. 

"  And  I  told  her  also  that  I  had  made  up  my  mind  not  to 
come  back  to  Burton  Crescent." 

"  "SMiat !  leave  the  house  altogether  !  " 

"  Well ;  yes.  A  fellow  must  make  a  change  sometimes, 
you  know." 

"  And  where  are  you  going,  John  ?" 

"  That  I  don't  know  as  yet." 

"  Tell  me  the  truth,  John  ;  arc  you  going  to  be  married  ? 
Are  you — going — to  marr}' — that  young  woman, — Mr.  Crosbie's 
leavings?  I  dcmund  to  have  an  ans>s'er  at  occc.  ,\xe  you 
goi^g  to  inarr}-  her?" 
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He  had  determined  very  resolutely  that  notliing  she  miglit 
say  should  make  him  angry,  but  when  she  thus  questioned 
him  about  "  Croshie's  leavings  "  he  found  it  very  difficult  to 
keep  his  temper,  "I  have  not  come,"  said  he,  "to  speak  to 
you  about  any  one  hut  ourselves." 

"  That  put-oif  won't  do  with  me,  sir.  You  are  not  to 
treat  any  girl  you  may  please  in  that  sort  of  way ; — oh, 
John  !  "  Then  she  looked  at  him  as  though  she  did  not  know 
whether  to  fly  at  him  and  cover  him  with  kisses,  or  to  fly  at 
him  and  tear  his  hair. 

"  I  know  I  haven't  behaved  quite  as  I  should  have  done," 
he  began. 

**0h,  John!"  and  she  shook  her  head.  "You  mean, 
then,  to  tell  me  that  you  are  going  to  marry  her  ?  " 

"  I  mean  to  say  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  only  mean  to 
say  that  I  am  going  away  from  Burton  Crescent." 

"  John  Eames,  I  wonder  what  you  think  will  come  to  you  ! 
Will  you  answer  me  this  ;  have  I  had  a  promise  from  you, — a 
distinct  promise,  over  and  over  again,  or  have  I  not  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  about  a  distinct  promise " 

"  Weil,  well !  I  did  think  that  you  was  a  gentleman  that 
would  not  go  back  from  your  word.  I  did  think  that.  1  did 
think  that  you  would  never  put  a  young  lady  to  the  necessity 
of  bringing  forward  her  own  letters  to  prove  that  she  is  not 
expecting  more  than  she  has  a  right !  You  don't  know !  And 
that,  after  all  that  has  been  between  us  !  John  Eames  !  " 
And  again  it  seemed  to  him  as  though  she  were  about  to  fly. 

"I  tell  you  that  I  know  I  haven't  behaved  well.  What 
more  can  I  say  ?  " 

"  What  more  can  you  say  ?  Oh,  John  !  to  ask  me  such  a 
question  !  If  you  were  a  man  you  would  know  very  well  what 
more  to  say.  But  all  you  private  secretaries  are  given  to 
deceit,  as  the  sparks  fly  upwards.  However,  I  despise  you, — 
I  do,  indeed.     I  despise  you." 

"  If  you  despise  me,  we  might  as  well  shake  hands  and 
part  at  once.  I  daresay  that  will  be  best.  One  doesn't  like 
to  be  despised,  of  course ;  but  sometimes  one  can't  help  it." 
And  then  he  put  out  his  hand  to  her. 

"  And  is  this  to  be  the  end  of  all  ?  "  she  said,  taking  it. 

"  Well,  yes  ;  I  suppose  so.     You  say  I'm  despised." 

"  You  shouldn't  take  up  a  poor  girl  in  that  way  for  a 
sharp  word, — not  when  she  is  suffering  as  I  ^m  mad©  to 
sullcr.     If  ja-'i  only  think  of  it,— thiuk  what  I  bava  beea 
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expecting !  "  Aud  now  Amelia  began  to  cry,  ami  to  look  as 
though  she  were  going  to  fall  into  his  anns. 

"  It  is  better  to  tell  the  truth,"  he  said  ;  "  isn't  it  ?  " 

♦'  But  it  shouldn't  be  the  truth." 

"  But  it  is  the  tnith.  I  couldn't  do  it.  I  shonld  ruin 
myself  and  you  too,  and  we  should  never  be  happy." 

'*  I  should  be  happy, — very  happy  indeed."  At  this 
moment  the  poor  girl's  tears  were  unafl'ected,  and  her  words 
were  not  artful.  For  a  minute  or  two  her  heart, — her  actual 
heart, — was  allowed  to  prevail. 

"  It  cannot  be,  Amelia.     "Will  you  not  say  good-by  ?  " 

"  Good-by,"  she  said,  leaning  against  him  as  she  spoke. 

"  I  do  so  hope  you  wiU  be  happy,"  he  said.  And  then, 
putting  his  arm  round  her  waist,  he  kissed  her ;  which  he 
certainly  ought  not  to  have  done. 

"NVTien  the  interview  was  over,  he  escaped  out  into  the 
crescent,  and  as  he  walked  down  through  the  squares, — 
Wobum  Square,  and  Russell  Square,  and  Bedford  Square, — 
towards  the  heart  of  London,  he  felt  himself  elated  almost  to 
a  state  of  triumph.  He  had  got  himself  well  out  of  his 
difficulties,  and  now  he  would  be  ready  for  his  love-tale  to  Lily. 


CHAPTER   LH. 

the  rrasT  visit  to  the  guestwick  bridge. 

"When  John  Eames  arrived  at  Guestwick  Manor,  he  was  first 
welc<nii.d  by  Lady  Julia.  "  My  dear  Mr.  Eames,"  she  said, 
"  I  cannot  tell  you  how  glad  we  are  to  see  yon."  After  that 
she  always  called  him  John,  and  treated  him  throughout  his 
visit  with  wonderful  kindness.  No  doubt  that  aflair  of  the 
bull  had  in  some  measure  produced  this  feeling ;  no  doubt, 
also,  she  was  well  disposed  to  the  man  who  she  hoped  might 
be  accepted  as  a  lover  by  Lily  Dale.  But  I  am  inclined  to 
think  that  the  fact  of  his  having  beaten  Crosbie  had  been  the 
most  potential  cause  of  this  afiection  for  our  hero  on  the  part 
of  Lady  Julia.  Ladies, — especially  discreet  old  ladies,  such 
as  Lady  Julia  de  Guest. — are  bound  to  entertain  pnrific 
theories,  and  to  condemn  all  manner  of  violence.  Lad  yJii!;a 
would  have  blamed  any  one  who  might  have  advised  Eames  to 
ccmiiui  an  assault  upon  Crosbie.     But,  nevertheless,  deeds  of 
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prowess  are  still  clear  to  the  female  heart,  and  a  woman,  be 
she  ever  so  old  aud  discreet,  iiuderstands  and  appreciates  the 
summary  justice  which  may  he  done  by  means  of  a  thrashing. 
Lady  Julia,  had  she  been  called  upon  to  talk  of  it,  would  un- 
doubtedly have  told  Eames  that  he  had  committed  a  fault  in 
striking  Mr,  Crosbie ;  but  the  deed  had  been  done,  and  Lady 
Julia  became  very  fond  of  John  Eames. 

"  Vickcrs  shall  show  you  your  room,  if  you  like  to  go 
upstairs  ;  but  you'll  find  my  brother  close  about  the  house  if 
you  choose  to  go  out ;  I  saw  him  not  half  an  hour  since." 
But  John  seemed  to  be  well  satisfied  to  sit  in  the  arm-ehaii* 
over  the  fire,  and  talk  to  his  hostess  ;  so  neither  of  them 
moved. 

"  And  now  that  you're  a  private  secretary,  how  do  vou 
like  it?" 

"  I  like  the  work  well  enough  ;  only  I  don't  like  the  man. 
Lady  Julia.  But  I  shouldn't  say  so,  because  he  is  such  an 
intimate  friend  of  your  brother's." 

"An  intimate  friend  of  Theodore's !— Sir  Rafile  Bufae  !" 
Lady  Julia  stiffened  her  back  and  put  on  a  serious  fiice,  not 
being  exactly  pleased  at  being  told  that  the  Earl  de  Guest  had 
any  such  intimate  friend. 

'*  At  any  rate  he  tells  me  so  about  four  times  a  day,  Lady 
Julia.  And  he  particularly  wants  to  come  down  here  next  Sep- 
tember." 

".Did  he  tell  you  that,  too?" 

"  Indeed  he  did.  You  can't  believe  what  a  goose  he  is ! 
Then  his  voice  sounds  like  a  cracked  bell ;  it's  the  most  dis- 
agreeable voice  you  ever  heard  in  your  life.  And  one  has  always 
to  be  on  one's  guard  lest  he  should  make  one  do  something  that 
is — is — that  isn't  quite  the  thing  for  a  gentleman.  You  under- 
stand ; — what  the  messenger  ought  to  do." 

"  You  shouldn't  be  too  much  afraid  of  your  own  dignity." 

"  No,  I'm  not.  If  Lord  de  Guest  were  to  ask  me  to  fetch 
him  his  shoes,  I'd  ran  to  Guestwick  and  back  for  them  and 
tliiuk  nothing  of  it, — ;]ust  because  I  know  he's  my  friend. 
He'd  have  a  right  to  send  me.  But  I'm  not  going  to  do  such 
things  as  that  for  Sir  Raffle  Buffle." 

"  Fetch  him  his  shoes  !" 

"  That's  what  FitzHoward  had  to  do,  and  he  didn't  like  it." 

"  Isn't  Mr.  FitzHoward  nephew  to  the  Duchess  of  St. 
xJungay  ?" 

"  Nephew,  or  cousin,  or  something." 
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"Deal- me!"  said  Lady  Julia,  "what  a  horrible  man!" 
And  in  this  way  John  Eames  and  her  ladyship  became  very 
intimate. 

There  was  no  one  at  dinner  at  the  Manor  that  day  but  the 
earl  and  his  sister  and  their  single  guest.  The  earl  when  he 
came  in  was  veiy  wanu  in  his  welcome,  slapping  his  young 
friend  on  the  back,  and  poking  jokes  at  him  with  a  good- 
humoured  if  not  brilliant  pleasantry. 

"  Thrashed  anybody  lately,  John  ?" 

"  Nobody  to  speak  of,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Brought  your  nightcap  down  for  your  out-o'-doors  nap  ?" 

"  No  ;  but  I've  got  a  grand  stick  for  the  bull,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Ah  !  that's  no  joke  now,  I  can  tell  you,"  said  the  earl. 
••  We  had  to  sell  him,  and  it  half  broke  my  heart.  We  don't 
know  what  had  come  to  him,  but  he  became  quite  unraly  after 
that ; — knocked  DaiTell  down  in  the  straw-yard  !  It  was  a 
verj'  bad  business, — a  very  bad  business,  indeed !  Come,  go 
and  dress.  Do  you  remember  how  you  came  down  to  dinner 
that  day  '?  I  shall  never  forget  how  Crofts  stared  at  you. 
Come,  you've  only  got  twenty  minutes,  and  you  London  fellows 
always  want  an  hour." 

"He's  entitled  to  some  consideration  now  he's  a  private 
secretaiT,"  said  Lady  Julia. 

"Bless  us  all!  yes;  I  forgot  that.  Come,  Mr.  Private 
Secretar)-,  don't  stand  on  the  gi-andeur  of  your  neck-tie  to-day, 
as  there's  nobody  here  but  ourselves.  You  shall  have  an  oppor- 
tunity to-morrow." 

Then  Johnny  was  handed  over  to  the  groom  of  the  cham- 
bers, and  exactly  in  twenty  minutes  he  re-appeared  in  the 
drawing-room. 

As  soon  as  Lady  Julia  had  left  them  after  dinner,  the 
earl  began  to  explain  his  plan  for  the  coming  cani])aign.  "  I'll 
tell  j-ou  now  what  I  have  an-anged,"  said  he.  "  The  squire  is 
to  be  here  to-morrow  with  his  eldest  niece, — your  Miss  Lily's 
sister,  you  know." 

"  What,  Boll  •?" 

"  Yes,  with  Bell,  if  her  name  is  Bell.  She's  a  very  pretty 
girl,  too.  I  don't  know  whether  she's  not  the  prettiest  of  the 
two,  after  all." 

"  That's  a  matter  of  opinion." 

"  Just  so,  Johnny ;  and  do  you  stick  to  your  own.  They're 
coining  here  for  three  or  four  days.  Lady  Julia  did  ask  Mrs. 
Dale  and  Lily.   I  wonder  whether  you'll  let  me  call  her  Lily  '?'' 
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*'  Oh,  dear !  I  wish  I  might  have  the  power  of  letting  you."' 

"That's  just  the  battle  that  you've  got  to  fight.  But  the 
mother  and  the  younger  sister  wouldn't  come.  Lady  Julia  says 
it's  all  right;' — that,  as  a  matter  of  course,  she  wouldn't  come 
when  she  heard  you  were  to  be  here.  I  don't  quite  under- 
stand it.  In  my  days  the  young  girls  were  ready  enough  to 
go  where  they  knew  they'd  meet  their  lovers,  and  I  never 
thought  any  the  worse  of  them  for  it." 

"  It  wasn't  because  of  that,"  said  Eames. 

"  That's  what  Lady  Julia  says,  and  I  always  find  her  to  be 
right  in  things  of  that  sort.  And  she  says  you'll  have  a  better 
chance  in  going  over  there  than  you  would  here,  if  she  were 
in  the  same  house  with  you.  If  I  was  going  to  make  love  to  a 
girl,  of  course  I'd  sooner  have  her  close  to  me, — staying  in  the 
same  house.  I  should  think  it  the  best  fun  in  the  world.  And 
we  might  have  had  a  dance,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing.  But  I 
couldn't  make  her  come,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  no  ;  of  course  not." 

"  And  Lady  Julia  thinks  that  it's  best  as  it  is.  You  must 
go  over,  you  know,  and  get  the  mother  on  your  side,  if  you  can. 
I  take  it,  the  truth  is  this ; — you  mustn't  be  angiy  with  me, 
you  know,  for  saying  it." 

"  You  may  be  sure  of  that." 

"I  suppose  she  was  fond  of  that  fellow,  Crosbie.  She 
can't  be  very  fond  of  him  now,  I  should  think,  after  the  way 
he  has  treated  her ;  but  she'll  find  a  difficulty  in  making  her 
confession  that  she  really  likes  you  better  than  she  ever  liked 
him.     Of  course  that's  what  you'll  want  her  to  say." 

"  I  want  her  to  say  that  she'll  be  my  wife, — some  day." 

"  And  when  she  has  agreed  to  the  some  day,  then  you'll 
begin  to  press  her  to  agree  to  your  day  ; — eh,  sir  ?  My  belief 
is  you'll  bring  her  round.  Poor  girl !  why  should  she  break 
her  heart  when  a  decent  fellow  like  you  will  only  be  too  glad 
to  make  her  a  happy  woman  ?"  And  in  this  way  the  earl 
talked  to  Eames  till  the  latter  almost  believed  that  the  diffi- 
culties were  vanishing  fi'om  out  of  his  path.  "  Could  it  bo 
possible,"  he  asked  himself,  as  he  went  to  bed,  "  that  in  a 
fortnight's  time  Lily  Dale  should  have  accepted  him  as  her 
future  husband  ?"  Then  he  remembered  that  day  on  which 
Crosbie,  with  the  two  girls,  had  called  at  his  mother's  house, 
when  in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart,  he  had  swprn  to  himself 
that  he  would  always  regard  Crosbie  as  his  enemy.  Since  then 
the  world  had  gone  well  wiih  him ;  and  he  had  no  longer  any 
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very  bitter  feeliiig  against  CrosLie.  That  matter  had  been 
ari-angcd  ou  the  platlbrm  of  the  Paddingtou  Station.  He  felt 
that  if  Lily  would  now  accept  him  he  could  almost  shake  hands 
with  Crosbie.  The  episode  in  his  life  and  in  Lily's  would  have 
been  painful ;  but  he  would  learn  to  look  back  upon  that 
without  regret,  if  Lily  could  be  taught  to  believe  that  a  kind 
fate  had  at  last  given  her  to  the  better  of  her  two  lovers.  "  I'm 
afi-aid  she  won't  bring  herself  to  forget  him,"  he  had  said  to  the 
carl.  "She'll  only  be  too  happy  to  forget  him,"  the  earl  had 
answered,  "  if  you  can  induce  her  to  begin  the  attempt.  Of 
course  it  is  very  bitter  at  first ; — all  the  world  knew  about  it ; 
but,  poor  girl,  she  is  not  to  be  wretched  for  ever,  because  ot 
that.  Do  you  go  about  your  work  with  some  little  confidence, 
and  I  doubt  not  but  what  you'll  have  your  way.  You  have 
everybody  in  your  favour, — the  squire,  her  mother,  and  all." 
While  such  words  as  these  were  in  his  ears  how  could  he  fail 
to  hope  and  to  be  confident '?  While  he  was  sitting  cozily 
over  his  bedroom  fire  he  resolved  that  it  should  be  as  the  earl 
had  said.  But  when  he  got  up  on  the  following  morning,  and 
stood  shivering  as  he  came  out  of  his  bath,  he  could  not  feel 
the  same  confidence.  "  Of  course  I  shall  go  to  her,"  he  said 
to  himself,  "  and  make  a  plain  story  of  it.  But  I  know  what 
her  answer  will  be.  She  will  tell  me  that  she  cannot  forget 
him."  Then  his  feelings  towards  Crosbie  were  not  so  friendly 
as  they  had  been  on  the  previous  evening. 

He  did  not  visit  the  Small  House  on  that,  his  first  day. 
It  had  been  thought  better  that  he  should  first  meet  the  squire 
and  Bell  at  Guestwick  Munor,  so  he  postponed  his  visit  to 
Mrs.  Dale  till  the  next  morning. 

"  Go  when  you  like,"  said  the  earl.  "  There's  the  brown 
cob  for  you  to  do  what  you  like  with  him  while  you  are  here." 

"I'll  go  and  see  my  mother,"  said  John;  "but  I  won't 
take  the  cob  to-day.  If  you'll  let  me  have  him  to-monow,  I'll 
ride  to  AUington."     So  he  walked  ofi  to  Guestwick  by  himself. 

He  knew  well  every  yard  of  the  ground  over  which  he 
went,  remembering  every  gate  and  stile  and  greensward  from 
the  time  of  his  early  boyhood.  And  now  as  he  went  along 
through  his  old  haunts,  he  could  not  but  look  back  and  thiuk 
of  the  thoughts  which  had  filled  his  mind  in  his  earlier  wander- 
ings. As  I  have  said  before,  in  some  of  these  pages,  no  walks 
taken  by  the  man  are  so  crowded  with  thought  as  those  taken 
bv  the  boy.  He  had  been  early  taught  to  understand  that 
ihe  world  to  him  would  be  very  hard ;   that  he  had  nothing  to 
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look  to  but  liis  own  exertions,  and  that  those  exertions  would 
not,  unfortunately,  he  backed  by  any  great  cleverness  of  his 
own.  I  do  not  know  that  anybody  had  told  him  that  he  was  a 
fool ;  but  he  had  come  to  understand,  partly  through  his  own 
modesty,  and  partly,  no  doubt,  through  the  somewhat  obtrusive 
diffidence  of  his  mother,  that  he  was  less  sharp  than  other 
lads.  It  is  probably  true  that  he  had  come  to  his  shaqmess 
later  in  life  than  is  the  case  with  many  young'  men.  He  had 
not  grown  on  the  sunny  side  of  the  wall.  Before  that  situation 
in  the  Income-tax  Office  had  fallen  in  his  way,  very  humble 
modes  of  life  had  offigred  themselves, — or,  rather,  had  not 
oftered  themselves  for  his  acceptance.  He  had  endeavoured 
to  become  an  usher  at  a  commercial  seminary,  not  supposed  to 
be  in  a  very  thriving  condition  ;  but  he  had  been,  luckily,  found 
deficient  in  his  arithmetic.  There  had  been  some  chance  of 
his  going  into  the  leather-warehouse  of  Messrs.  Basil  and 
Pigskin,  but  those  gentlemen  had  required  a  premium,  and 
any  payment  of  that  kind  had  been  quite  out  of  his  mother's 
power.  A  country  attorney,  who  had  known  the  family  for 
years,  had  been  humbly  solicited,  the  widow  almost  kneelmg 
before  him  with  tears,  to  take  Johnny  by  the  hand  and  make  a 
clerk  of  him  ;  but  the  attorney  had  discovered  that  Master 
Johnny  Eamcs  was  not  supposed  to  be  sharp,  and  would  have 
none  of  him.  During  those  days,  those  gawky,  gainless,  un- 
admired  davs,  in  which  he  had  wandered  about  the  lanes  of 
Guestwick  as  his  only  amusement,  and  had  composed  hundreds 
of  rhymes  in  honour  of  Lily  Dale  which  no  human  eye  but  his 
own  had  ever  seen,  ho  had  come  to  regard  himself  as  almost  a 
burden  upon  the  earth.  Nobody  seemed  to  want  him.  ••His 
own  motlicr  was  veiy  anxious  ;  but  her  anxiety  seemed  to  him 
to  indicate  a  continual  desire  to  get  rid  of  him.  For  hours 
upon  hours  he  would  fill  his  mind  with  castles  in  the  air, 
dreaming  of  wonderful  successes  in  the  midst  of  which  Lily 
Dale  always  reigned  as  a  queen.  He  would  carry  on  the 
same  story  in  his  imagination  from  month  to  month,  almost 
contenting  himself  with  such  ideal  happiness.  Had  it  not  been 
for  the  possession  of  that  power,  what  comfort  could  there 
have  been  to  him  in  his  life  ?  There  are  lads  of  seventeen 
who  can  find  happiness  in  study,  who  can  busy  themselves  in 
books  and  be  at  their  ease  among  the  creations  of  other 
minds.  These  are  they  who  afterwards  become  well-informed 
men.  It  was  not  so  with  John  Eames.  He  had  never  been 
studious.     The  perusal  of  a  novel  was  to  him  in  those  days  a 
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slow  affair ;  and  of  poeti-y  he  read  but  little,  storing  up  accu- 
rately in  his  memory  all  that  be  did  read.  But  be  created  lor 
bimself  bis  own  romance,  tbougb  to  tbe  eye  a  most  unromantic 
youtb  ;  and  be  wandered  tlu'ougb  the  Guestwick  woods  with 
many  thoughts  of  which  they  who  knew  him  best  knew  nothing. 
All  this  be  thought  of  now  as,  with  devious  steps,  he  made 
his  way  towards  bis  old  home ; — with  veiy  devious  steps,  lor 
he  went  backMai-ds  through  the  woods  by  a  narrow  path  which 
led  right  away  £i*om  the  town  down  to  a  little  water-course, 
over  which  stood  a  wooden  foot-bridge  with  a  rail.  He  stood 
on  the  centre  of  the  plank,  at  a  spot  which  be  know  well,  and 
rubbing  bis  band  upon  the  rail,  cleansed  it  for  the  space  oi  a 
few  inches  of  the  vegetable  growth  produced  by  the  spray  of 
the  water.  There,  rudely  cai-ved  in  the  wood,  was  still  the 
word  LILY.  "When  he  cut  those  letters  she  bad  been  almost 
a  child.  "  I  wonder  whether  she  will  come  here  with  me  and 
let  me  show  it  to  her,"  he  said  to  bimself.  Then  be  took  out 
his  knife  and  cleared  the  cuttings  of  the  letters,  and  having 
done  so,  leaned  upon  the  rail,  and  looked  down  upon  the 
running  water.  How  well  things  in  the  world  had  gone  for 
him  !  How  well !  And  yet  what  would  it  all  be  if  Lily  would 
not  come  to  him  ?  How  well  tbe  world  had  gone  for  him  ! 
In  those  days  when  he  stood  there  carving  the  girl's  name 
everybody  bad  seemed  to  regard  him  as  a  heavy  burden,  and 
he  had  so  regarded  himself.  Now  he  was  envied  bv  manv, 
respected  by  many,  taken  by  the  hand  as  a  friend  by  those 
high  in  the  world's  esteem.  When  he  had  come  near  the 
Guestwick  Mansion  in  his  old  walks. — always,  however,  keeping 
at  a  great  distance  lest  the  gnuuiiy  old  lord  should  be  down 
upon  him  and  scold  him, — he  had  little  dreamed  that  he  and 
the  grumpy  old  lord  would  ever  be  together  on  such  familiar 
terms,  that  he  would  tell  to  that  lord  more  of  his  private 
thoughts  than  to  any  other  living  being ;  yet  it  had  come  to 
that.  The  grumpy  old  lord  bad  now  told  him  that  that  gift 
of  money  was  to  be  his  whether  Lily  Dale  accepted  him  or 
no.  "  Lideed,  the  thing's  done,"  said  the  grumpy  lord,  pulling 
out  from  his  pocket  certain  papers,  "  and  you've  got  to  receive 
the  dividends  as  they  become  due."  Then,  when  Johnny  had 
expostulated, — as,  indeed,  the  circumstances  had  left  him  no 
alternative  but  to  expostulate, — tbe  earl  had  roughly  bade  him 
h.^ld  bis  tongue,  telling  him  that  he  would  have  to  fetch  Sir 
liatile's  boots  directly  he  got  back  to  London.  So  tbe  conver- 
sation had  quickly  turned  itself  away  to  Sir  liaffle.  whom  they 
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had  botli  ridiculed  with  much  satisfaction.  "If  he  finds  his 
way  down  here  in  September,  Master  Johnny,  or  in  any  other 
month  either,  you  may  fit  my  head  with  a  foolscap.  Not 
remember,  indeed !  Is  it  not  wonderful  that  any  man  should 
make  hunself  so  mean  a  fool  ?  "  All  this  was  thought  over 
again,  as  Eames  leaned  upon  the  bridge.  He  rememberer 
every  word,  and  remembered  many  other  words, — earlier  words, 
spoken  years  ago,  filling  him  with  desolation  as  to  the  pro- 
spects of  his  life.  It  had  seemed  that  his  friends  had  united  in 
prophesying  that  the  outlook  into  the  world  for  him  was  hope- 
less, and  that  the  earning  of  bread  must  be  for  ever  beyond 
his  power.  And  now  his  lines  had  fallen  to  him  in  very  pleasant 
places,  and  he  was  among  those  whom  the  world  had  determined 
to  caress.  And  yet,  what  would  it  all  be  if  Lily  w'ould  not 
share  his  happiness  ?  When  he  had  carved  that  name  on  the 
rail,  his  love  for  Lily  had  been  an  idea.  It  had  now  become 
a  reality  which  might  probably  be  full  of  pain.  If  it  were 
so, — if  such  should  be  the  result  of  his  wooing, — ^would  not 
those  old  dreamy  days  have  been  better  than  these — the  days 
of  his  success  ? 

It  was  one  o'clock  by  the  time  that  he  reached  his  mother's 
house,  and  he  found  her  and  his  sister  in  a  troubled  and 
embarrassed  state.  "  Of  course  you  know,  John,"  said  his 
mother,  as  soon  as  their  first  embraces  were  over,  "  that  we 
are  going  to  dine  at  the  Manor  this  evening  ?  "  But  he  did 
not  know  it,  neither  the  earl  nor  Lady  Julia  having  said  any- 
thing on  the  subject.  "  Of  course  we  are  going,"  said  Mrs. 
Eames,  "  and  it  was  so  very  kind.  But  I've  never  been  out  to 
such  a  house  for  so  many  years,  John,  and  I  do  feel  in  such 
a  twitter.  I  dined  there  once,  soon  after  we  were  married  ;  but 
I  never  have  been  there  since  that." 

"  It's  not  the  earl  I  mind,  but  Lady  Juha,"  said  Maiy 
Eames. 

"  She's  the  most  good-natured  woman  in  the  world,"  said 
Johnny.        * 

"  Oh,  dear ;  people  say  she  is  so  cross  !" 

"  That's  because  people  don't  know  her.  If  I  was  asked 
who  is  the  kindest-hearted  woman  I  know  in  the  world,  I  think 
I  should  say  Lady  Julia  de  Guest.     I  think  I  should." 

*'  Ah  !  but  then  they're  so  fond  of  you,"  said  the  admiring 
mother.     "  You  saved  his  lordship's  life, — under  Providence." 

"  That's  all  bosh,  mother.  You  ask  Dr.  Crofts.  He 
knows  them  as  v/ell  as  I  do." 
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"  r)r.  Crofts  is  going  to  marry  Bell  Dale,"  said  Maiy ;  and 
then  the  conversation  was  turned  from  the  subject  of  Lady 
Julia's  perfections,  and  the  awe  inspu-cd  by  the  earl. 

"  Crolls  going  to  marrj'  Bell !  "  exclaimed  Eames,  thinking 
almost  with  dismay  of  the  doctor's  luck  in  thus  getting  himself 
accepted  all  at  once,  while  he  had  been  suing  with  the  con- 
stancy almost  of  a  Jacob. 

"Yes,"  said  Mary;  "and  they  say  that  she  has  refused 
her  cousin  Bernard,  and  that,  therefore,  the  squire  is  taking 
away  the  house  from  them.  You  know  they're  all  coming  into 
Guestwick." 

"  Yes,  I  know  they  are.  But  I  don't  believe  that  the  squire 
is  taking  away  the  house." 

"  Why  should  they  come  then  ?  "Why  should  they  give  up 
such  a  charming  place  as  that  ?  " 

"  Rent-free  !  "  said  Mrs.  Eames. 

"  I  don't  know  why  they  should  come  away,  but  I  can't 
believe  the  squire  is  turning  them  out ;  at  any  rate  not  for 
that  reason."  The  squire  was  prepared  to  advocate  John's 
suit,  and  therefore  John  was  bound  to  do  battle  on  the  squire's 
behalf. 

"  He  is  a  very  stem  man,"  said  Mrs.  Eames,  "  and  they 
say  that  since  that  affair  of  poor  Lily's  he  has  been  more  cross 
than  ever  with  them.    As  far  as  I  know,  it  was  not  Lily's  fault." 

"  Poor  Lily  !  "  said  Mary.  *'  I  do  pity  her.  If  I  was  her 
I  should  hardly  know  how  to  show  my  llice  ;  I  shouldn't,  indeed." 

"  And  why  shouldn't  she  show  her  face  ?  "  said  John,  in 
an  angiy  tone.  "  What  has  she  done  to  be  ashamed  of? 
Show  her  face  indeed !  I  cannot  understand  the  spite  which 
one  woman  will  sometimes  have  to  another." 

•'  There  is  no  spite,  John ;  and  it's  veiy  wrong  of  you  to 
say  so,"  said  Mary,  defending  herself.  '•  But  it  is  a  very 
unpleasant  thing  for  a  girl  to  be  jilted.  All  the  world  knows 
that  she  was  engaged  to  him." 

"  And  all  the  world  knows "     But  he  would  not  pro- 

ocd  to  declare  that  all  the  world  knew  also  that  Crosbio  had 

eon  well  thrashed   for  his  baseness.     It  would  not  become 

lim  to  mention  that  even  before  his  mother  and  sister.     AH 

he  world  did  know  it ;  all  the  world  that  cared  to  know  any- 

ling  of  the  matter ; — except  Lily  Dale  herself.     Nobody  had 

ver  yet  told  Lily  Dale  of  that  occuiTcnce  at  the  Paddingtou 

Railway  Station,  and  it  was  well  for  John  that  her  mends  and 

his  had  been  so  discreet. 
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"  Oil,  of  course  you  are  her  champion,"  said  Marf.  "  And 
I  didn't  mean  to  say  anything  unkind.  Indeed  I  didn't.  Of 
course  it  was  a  misfortune." 

"  I  think  it  was  the  best  piece  of  good  fortune  that  could  have 
happened  to  her,  not  to  marry  a  d scoundi-el  like " 

"  Oh,  John  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Eames. 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  mother.     But  it  isn't  swearing  to  call 

such  a  man  as  that  a  d scoundi'el."     And  he  particularly 

emphasized  the  naughty  word,  thinking  that  thereby  he  would 
add  to  its  import,  and  take  away  from  its  naughtiness.  "  But 
wc  won't  talk  any  more  about  him.  I  hate  the  man's  very 
name.  I  hated  him  the  first  moment  that  I  saw  him,  and 
knew  that  he  was  a  blackguard  from  his  look.  And  I  don't 
believe  a  word  about  the  squire  having  been  cross  to  them. 
Indeed  I  know  he  has  been  the  reverse  of  cross.  So  Bell  is 
going  to  marry  Dr.  Crofts  !  " 

"  There  is  no  doubt  on  earth  about  that,"  said  Mary. 
"  And  they  say  that  Bernard  Dale  is  going  abroad  with  his 
regiment." 

Then  John  discussed  with  his  mother  his  duties  as  private 
secretary,  and  his  intention  of  leaving  Mrs.  Roper's  house  .  "  I 
suppose  it  isn't  nice  enough  for  you  now,  John,"  said  his  mother. 

"  It  never  was  veiy  nice,  mother,  to  tell  you  the  truth. 

There  were  people  there .     But  you  mustn't  think  I  am 

turning  up  my  nose  because  I'm  getting  grand.  I  don't  want 
to  live  any  better  than  we  all  lived  at  Mrs.  Roper's ;  but  she. 
took  in  persons  that  were  not  agreeable.  There  is  a  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Lupex  there."  Then  he  described  something  of  their  life 
in  Burton  Crescent,  but  did  not  say  much  about  Amelia  Roper. 
Amelia  Roper  had  not  made  her  appearance  in  Guestwick,  as 
he  had  once  feared  that  she  would  do  ;  and  therefore  it  did  not 
need  that  he  should  at  present  make  known  to  his  mother  that 
episode  in  his  life. 

AMicn  he  got  back  to  the  Manor  House  he  found  that 
Mr.  Dale  and  his  niece  had  arrived.  They  were  both  sitting 
with  Lady  Julia  when  he  went  into  the  morning  room,  and 
Lord  de  Guest  was  standing  over  the  fire  talking  to  them. 
Eames  as  he  came  among  them  felt  terribly  conscious  of  his 
position,  as  though  all  there  were  aware  that  he  had  been 
brought  do^vn  from  London  on  purpose  to  make  a  declaration 
of  love  ; — as,  indeed,  all  of  them  were  aware  of  that  fact. 
Bell,  though  no  one  had  told  her  so  in  direct  words,  was  as 
sure  of  it  as  the  others. 
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"  Here  comes  the  piinco  of  mjitadores,"  saitl  the  eail. 

"No,  my  lord;  you're  the  priuce.  I'm  ouly  your  first 
follower."  Though  he  could  contrive  that  his  words  should 
he  gay,  his  looks  wore  sheepish,  aud  wheu  he  gave  his  hand  to 
the  squire  it  was  only  hy  a  struggle  that  he  could  bring  himsell 
to  look  straight  into  the  old  man's  face. 

"  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you,  John,"  said  the  squu-e,  "  very 
glad  indeed." 

"  And  so  am  I,"  said  Bell.  "  I  have  been  so  happy  to 
hear  that  you  have  been  promoted  at  your  othce,  aud  so  is 
mamma." 

"  I  hope  Mrs.  Dale  is  quite  well,"  said  he  ; — "  and  Lily." 
The  word  had  been  pronounced,  but  it  had  been  done  with 
-0  manifest  an  ellort  that  all  in  the  room  were  conscious  of  it, 
;iid  paused  as  Bell  prepared  her  little  answer. 

'*  My  sister  has  been  very  ill,  you  know, — with  scarlatina. 
But  she  has  recovered  with  wonderful  quickness,  and  is  nearly 
well  again  now.  She  will  be  so  glad  to  see  you  if  you  will 
_o  over." 

"  Yes;  I  shall  certainly  go  over,"  said  John. 

"  Aud  now  shall  I  show  you  your  room,  Miss  Dale  ?  "  said 
Lady  Julia.  ^\jid  so  the  party  was  broken  up,  and  the  ice  had 
been  broken. 


CBEAPTER   LHL 

LOQDITUE      HOPKINS. 


TuE  squire  had  been  told  that  his  niece  Bell  had  accepted 
.)r.  Crofts,  and  ho  had  signified  a  sort  of   acquiescence  in 
I  he  aiTangcment,  saying  that  if  it  were  to  be  so,  he  had 
othing  to  say  against  Dr.  Crofts.     He  spoke  this  in  a  mclau- 
■  holy  tone  of  voice,  wearing  on  his  face  that  look  of  subdued 
-  )n"dw  which  was  now  almost  habitual  to  him.     It  was  to 
^Irs.  Dale  that  he   spoke  on  the  subject.     "  I  could  have 
v.ished  that  it  might  have  been  otherwi.se,"  he  said,  "  as  you 
-re  well  awai-e.    I  had  family  reasons  for  mshiug  that  it  might 
be  othcr\vise.   But  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  it.   Dr.  Crofts, 
IS  her  husband,  shall  bo  welcome  to  my  house."     Mrs.  Dale, 
who  had  expected  much  worse  than  this,  began  to  thank  him 
for  his  kindness,  and  to  say  that  she  also  would  have  pre- 
ferred to  see  her  daughter  married  to  her  cousin.     "But  in 
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such  a  matter  the  decision  should  be  left  entirely  to  the  girl. 
Don't  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  against  her,"  he  repeated. 
Then  Mrs.  Dale  left  him,  and  told  her  daughter  that  her 
uncle's  manner  of  receiving  the  news  had  been,  for  him,  very 
gracious.  "  You  were  his  favourite,  but  Lily  will  be  so  now," 
said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  don't  care  a  bit  about  that ; — or,  rather,  I  do  care,  and 
think  it  will  be  in  every  way  better.  But  as  I,  who  am  the 
naughty  one,  will  go  away,  and  as  Lily,  who  is  the  good  one, 
will  remain  with  you,  doesn't  it  almost  seem  a  pity  that  you 
should  be  leaving  the  house  ?" 

Mrs.  Dale  thought  it  was  almost  a  pity,  but  she  could  not 
say  so  now.     "  You  think  Lily  will  remain,"  she  said.  .1 

"  Yes,  mamma  ;  I  feel  sure  she  will." 

"  She  was  always  very  fond  of  John  Eames  ; — and  he  is 
doing  so  well." 

"  It  will  be  of  no  use,  mamma.  She  is  fond  of  him, — very 
fond.  In  a  sort  of  a  way  she  loves  him — so  well,  that  I  feel 
sure  she  never  mentions  his  name  witbout  some  inward  refer- 
ence to  her  old  cbildish  thoutrhts  and  fancies.  If  he  had  come 
before  Mr.  Crosbie  it  would  have  all  been  well  with  her.  But 
she  cannot  do  it  now.  Her  pride  would  prevent  her,  even  if  J 
her  heart  permitted  it.  Oh  !  dear  ;  it's  very  wrong  of  me  to 
say  so,  after  all  that  I  have  said  before ;  but  I  almost  wish 
you  were  not  going.  Uncle  Christopher  seems  to  be  less  hard 
than  he  used  to  be ;  and  as  I  was  the  sinner,  and  as  I  am 
disposed  of " 

"  It  is  too  late  now,  my  dear." 

"  And  we  should  neither  of  us  have  the  courage  to  men- 
tion  it  to  Lily,"  said  Bell. 

On  the  following  moraing  the  squire  sent  for  his  sister-in- 
law,  as  it  was  his  wont  to  do  when  necessity  came  for  any 
discussion  on  matters  of  business.  This  was  perfectly  under- 
stood between  them,  and  such  sending  was  not  taken  as  indi- 
cating any  lack  of  courtesy  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Dale.  "  Mary,"' 
he  said,  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Dale  was  seated,  "  I  shall  do  for  Bell 
exactly  what  I  have  proposed  to  do  for  Lily.  I  had  intended 
more  than  that  once,  of  course.  But  then  it  would  all  have 
gone  into  Bernard's  pocket ;  as  it  is,  I  shall  make  no  difference 
between  them.  They  shall  each  have  a  hundred  a  year, — 
that  is,  when  they  marry.  You  had  better  tell  Crofts  to 
speak  to  me." 
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"  Mr.  Dale,  he  doesn't  expect  it.  lie  does  not  expect  a 
penny." 

"  So  much  the  better  for  him ;  and,  indeed,  so  much  tlu- 
better  fur  her.  He  won't  make  her  the  less  welcome  to  his 
home  because  she  brings  some  assistance  to  it." 

"  We  have  never  thought  of  it, — any  of  us.  The  offer  has 
come  so  suddenly  that  I  don't  know  what  I  ought  to  say." 

"  Say — nothing.  If  you  choose  to  make  me  a  return  for 
it — ;  but  I  am  only  doing  what  I  conceive  to  be  my  duty, 
and  have  no  right  to  ask  for  a  kindness  in  return." 

"  But  what  kindness  can  we  show  you,  Mr.  Dale  ?" 

"Remain  in  that  house."  In  sapng  these  last  words  he 
spoke  as  though  he  were  again  angiy, — as  though  he  were 
again  laying  down  the  law  to  them, — as  though  he  were 
telling  her  of  a  duty  which  was  due  to  him  and  incumbent 
on  her.  His  voice  was  as  stem  and  his  face  as  acid  as  ever. 
He  said  that  he  was  asking  for  a  kindness  ;  but  sui-ely  no  man 
ever  asked  for  kindness  in  a  voice  so  peremptory.  *'  Remain 
in  that  house."  Then  he  turned  himself  in  towards  his  table 
as  though  he  had  no  more  to  say. 

But  Mrs.  Dale  was  beginning,  now  at  last,  to  understand 
something  of  his  mind  and  real  character.  He  could  be 
affectionate  and  forbearing  in  his  giving  ;  but  when  asking, 
he  could  not  be  otherwise  than  stem.  Indeed,  he  could  not 
ask  ;  he  could  only  demand. 

'*  We  have  done  so  much  now,"  Mrs.  Dale  began  to  plead. 

"  Well,  well,  well.  I  did  not  mean  to  speak  about  that. 
Things  are  unpacked  easier  than  they  are  packed.  But,  how- 
ever   Never  mind.  BeU  is  to  go  with  me  this  after- 
noon to  Guestwick  Manor.  Let  her  be  up  here  at  two. 
Grimes  can  bring  her  box  round,  I  suppose." 

"  Oh,  yes  :  of  course." 

"And  don't  be  talking  to  her  about  money  before  she 
starts.  I  had  rather  you  didn't ; — you  understand.  But  when 
you  see  Crofts,  tell  him  to  come  to  mo.  Indeed,  he'd  better 
come  at  once,  if  this  thing  is  to  go  on  quickly." 

It  may  easily  be  understood  that  Mi-s.  Dale  would  disobey 
the  injunctions  contained  in  the  s([uire's  last  words.  It  was 
quite  out  of  the  question  that  she  should  return  to  her  daughters 
and  not  tell  them  the  result  of  her  morning's  iut 
their  uncle.  A  hundred  a  year  in  the  doctor's  mi'  — 
hold  would  make  all  the  difference  between  plenty  and  want, 
between  modest  plenty  and  endurable  want.     Of  course  sho 
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told  Vaam,  giving  Bell  to  understand  that  she  must  dissemblfe 
60  far  as  to  protend  ignorance  of  the  affair. 

"I  shall  thank  him  at  once,"  said  Bell;  "and  tell  him  that 
I  did  not  at  all  expect  it,  but  am  not  too  proud  to  accept  it." 

"Pray  don't,  my  dear;  not  just  now.  I  am  breaking  a 
sort  of  promise  in  telling  you  at  all, — only  I  could  not  keep 
it  to  myself.  And  he  has  so  many  things  to  worry  him  ! 
Though  he  says  nothing  about  it  now,  he  has  half  broken  his 
heart  about  you  and  Bernard."  Then,  too,  Mrs.  Dale  told 
the  girls  what  request  the  squii-e  had  just  made,  and  the 
manner  in  which  he  had  made  it.  "  The  tone  of  his  voice  as 
he  spoke  brought  tears  into  my  ej'es.  I  almost  wish  we  had 
not  done  anything." 

"But,  mamma,"  said  Lily,  "  what  difference  can  it  make 
to  him  ?  You  know  that  our  presence  near  him  was  always  a 
trouble  to  him.  He  never  really  wanted  us.  He  liked  to  have 
Bell  there  when  he  thought  that  BeU  would  man-y  his  pet." 

"  Don't  be  unkind,  Lily." 

"  I  don't  mean  to  be  unkind.  Why  shouldn't  Bernard 
be  his  pet  ?  I  love  Beraard  dearly,  and  always  thought  it 
the  best  point  in  uncle  Christopher  that  he  was  so  fond  of 
him.     I  knew,  you  know,  that  it  was  no  use.     Of  course  I 

knew  it,  as  I  understood  all  about somebody  else.     But 

Bernard  is  his  pet." 

"  He's  fond  of  you  all,  in  his  own  way,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  But  is  ho  fond  of  you  ? — that's  the  question,"  said 
Lily.  "  We  could  have  forgiven  him  anything  done  to  us,  and 
have  put  up  with  any  words  he  might  have  spoken  to  us, 
because  he  regards  us  as  children.  His  giving  a  hundred 
a  year  to  Bell  won't  make  you  comfortable  in  this  house  if 
he  still  domineers  over  you.  If  a  neighbour  be  neighbourly, 
near  neighbourhood  is  very  nice.  But  uncle  Christopher  has 
not  been  neighbourly.  Ho  has  wanted  to  be  more  than  an 
uncle  to  us,  on  condition  that  he  might  be  less  than  a 
brother  to  you.  Bell  and  I  have  always  felt  that  his  regard 
on  such  terms  was  not  worth  having." 

"  I  almost  feel  that  we  have  been  wrong,"  said  Mrs.  Dale; 
"  but  in  truth  I  never  thought  that  the  matter  would  be  to  him 
oue  of  so  much  moment." 

When  Bell  had  gone,  Mrs.  Dale  and  Lily  were  not  disposed 
to  continue  with  much  energy  the  occupation  on  which  they 
had  all  been  employed  for  some  days  past.  There  had  been 
life  and  excitement  in  the  work  when  they  had  first  commenced 
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their  packing,  but  uow  it  was  grown  wearisome,  dull,  and  dis- 
tasteful, ludeed  so  much  of  it  was  done  that  but  little  was 
left  to  employ  them,  except  those  final  strappings  and  fasten- 
ings, and  that  last  collection  of  odds  and  ends  which  could 
not  be  accomplished  till  they  were  absolutely  on  the  point 
of  starting.  The  squire  had  said  that  unpacking  would  be 
easier  than  packing,  and  Mrs.  Dale,  as  she  wandered  about 
among  the  hampers  and  cases,  began  to  consider  whether 
the  task  of  restoring  all  the  things  to  their  old  places  would 
be  very  disagreeable.  She  said  nothing  of  this  to  Lily,  and 
Lily  herself,  whatever  might  be  her  thoughts,  made  no  such 
suggestion  to  her  mother. 

*'  I  think  Hopkins  will  miss  us  more  than  any  one  else," 
she  said.     "  Hopkins  will  have  no  one  to  scold." 

Just  at  that  moment  Hopkins  appeared  at  the  parlour 
window,  and  signified  his  desire  for  a  conference. 

"  You  must  come  round,"  said  Lily.  "  It's  too  cold  for 
the  window  to  be  opened.  I  always  like  to  get  him  into 
the  house,  because  he  feels  himself  a  little  abashed  by  the 
chaii-s  and  tables  ;  or,  perhaps,  it  is  the  carpet  that  is  too  much 
for  him.  Out  on  the  gravel-walks  he  is  such  a  terrible  tyrant, 
and  in  the  greenhouse  he  almost  tramples  upon  one  !  " 

Hopkins,  when  he  did  appear  at  the  parlour  door,  seemed 
by  his  manner  to  justify  Lilys  discretion.  He  was  not  at  all 
masterful  in  his  tone  or  beaiing,  and  seemed  to  pay  to  the 
chaii's  and  tables  all  the  deference  which  they  could  have 
expected. 

"  So  you  be  going  in  earnest,  ma'am,"  he  said,  looking 
down  at  Mrs.  Dale's  ff  et. 

As  Mrs.  Dale  did  not  answer  him  at  once,  Lily  spoke  : — 
"  Yes,  Hopkins,  we  are  going  in  a  very  few  days,  now.  Wo 
shall  see  you  sometimes,  I  hope,  over  at  Guestwick." 

"  Humph  !  "  said  Hopkins.  "  So  vou  be  really  going  !  I 
didn't  think  it'd  ever  come  to  that,  miss ;  I  didn't  indeed, — 
and  no  more  it  oughtn't ;  but  of  course  it  isn't  for  me  to  speak." 

"  People  must  change  their  residence  sometimes,  you 
know,"  said  Sirs.  Dale,  using  the  same  argument  by  which 
Eames  had  endeavoured  to  excuse  his  departm-e  to  ilrs.  lioper. 

"  Well,  ma'am  ;  it  ain't  for  me  to  say  anything.  But  this 
I  will  say,  I've  lived  here  about  t'  squire's  place,  man  and  boy, 
jist  aU  my  life,  seeing  I  was  bom  here,  as  you  knows,  Mrs. 
Dale ;  and  of  all  the  bad  things  I  ever  see  come  about  the 
place,  this  is  a  sight  the  wonst  " 
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"Oh,  Hopkins  !  " 

"  The  worst  of  all,  ma'am  ;  the  worst  of  all !  It'll  just 
kill  t'  squire  !  There's  ne'ery  doubt  in  the  world  ahout  that. 
It'll  be  the  very  death  of  t'  old  man." 

"  That's  nonsense,  Hopkins,"  said  Lily. 

"  Veiy  well,  miss.  I  don't  say  hut  what  it  is  nonsense  ; 
only  you'll  see.  There's  Mr.  Bernard, — he's  gone  away  ;  and 
by  all  accounts  he  never  did  care  very  much  for  the  place. 
They  all  say  he's  a-going  to  the  Hingies.  And  Miss  Bell  is 
going  to  be  married, — which  is  all  proper,  in  course  :  why 
shouldn't  she  ?     And  why  shouldn't  you,  too,  Miss  Lily  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  shall,  some  day,  Hopkins." 

"  There's  no  day  like  the  present.  Miss  Lily.  And  I  do  say 
this,  that  the  man  as  pitched  into  him  would  be  the  man  for 
my  money."  This,  which  Hopkins  spoke  in  the  excitement 
of  the  moment,  was  perfectly  unintelligible  to  Lily,  and  Mrs. 
Dale,  who  shuddered  as  she  heard  him,  said  not  a  word  to 
call  for  any  explanation.  .  "  But,"  continued  Hopkins,  "  that's 
all  as  it  may  be.  Miss  Lily,  and  you  be  in  the  hands  of 
Providence, — as  is  others." 

"  Exactly  so,  Hopkins." 

"  But  why  should  your  mamma  be  all  for  going  away  ? 
She  ain't  going  to  many  no  one.  Here's  the  house,  and 
there's  she,  and  there's  t'  squire  ;  and  why  should  she  be  for 
going  away  ?  So  much  going  away  all  at  once  can't  be  for  any 
good.  It's  just  a  breaking  up  of  everything,  as  though  nothing 
wasn't  good  enough  for  nobody.  I  never  went  away,  and  I 
can't  abide  it." 

"  Well,  Hopkins  ;  it's  settled  now,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  "  and 
I'm  afraid  it  can't  be  unsettled." 

"  Settled ; — well.  Tell  me  this :  do  you  expect,  Mrs.  Dale, 
that  he's  to  live  there  all  alone  by  hisself  without  any  one  to 
say  a  cross  word  to, — unless  it  be  me  or  Dingles  ;  for  JoUiffe's 
worse  than  nobody,  he's  so  mortial  cross  hisself.  Of  course  he 
can't  stand  it.  If  you  goes  away,  Mrs.  Dale,  Mister  Bernard, 
he'll  be  squire  in  less  than  twelve  months.  He'll  come  back 
from  the  Hinges,  then,  I  suppose?" 

"  I  don't  think  my  brother-in-law  will  take  it  in  chat 
way,  Hopkins." 

"  A,  ma'am,  you  don't  know  him, — not  as  I  knows  him  ; 
— all  the  ins  and  outs  and  crinks  and  crannies  of  him.  I 
knows  him  as  I  does  the  old  apple-trees  ihat  I've  been 
a-handling  for  forty  year.     There's  a  deal  of  bad  wood  about 
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tliem  old  cankered  trees,  and  some  folk  say  they  ain't  worth 
the  ground  they  stand  on  ;  but  I  know  where  the  sap  nins, 
and  when  the  fruit-blossom  shows  itself  I  know  where  the  fiiiit 
will  be  the  sweetest.  It  don't  take  much  to  kill  one  of  them 
old  trees, — but  there's  life  in  'm  yet  if  they  be  well  hamlled." 

'*  I'm  sure  I  hope  my  brother's  life  may  be  long  spared  to 
him,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Then  don't  be  taking  yourself  away,  ma'am,  into  them 
pashly  lodgings  at  Guestwick.  I  says  they  are  gashly  for 
the  likes  of  a  Dale.  It  is  not  for  mo  to  speak,  ma'am,  of 
course.  And  I  only  came  up  now  just  to  kxiow  what  things 
you'd  like  with  you  out  of  the  greenhouse." 

"  Oh,  nothing,  Hopkins,  thank  you,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  He  told  me  to  put  up  for  you  the  best  I  could  pick,  and  I 
means  to  do  it :  "  and  Hopkins,  as  he  spoke,  indicated  by  a 
motion  of  his  head  that  he  was  making  reference  to  the  squire. 

"  We  shan't  hare  any  place  for  them,"  said  Lily. 

"  I  must  send  a  few,  miss,  just  to  cheer  you  up  a  bit. 
I  fear  you'll  be  very  dolcsome  there.  And  the  doctor, — he 
ain't  got  what  you  can  call  a  regular  garden,  but  there  is  a  bit 
of  a  place  beliiud." 

"  But  we  wouldn't  rob  the  dear  old  place,"  said  Lily. 

"  For  the  matter  of  that  what  does  it  signify  ?  T'  squire'll 
be  that  wretched  he'll  turn  sheep  in  here  to  destroy  the  place, 
or  hell  haYe  the  garden  pluughcd.  You  see  if  he  don't.  As 
for  the  place,  the  place  is  clean  done  for,  if  you  leave  it.  You 
don't  suppose  he'll  go  and  let  the  Small  House  to  strangers. 
T'  squiiv  ain't  one  of  that  sort  any  ways." 

'*  Ah  me  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dale,  as  soon  as  Hopkins  had 
taken  himself  oil". 

"  Wh.it  is  it,  mamma  '?  He's  a  dear  old  man,  but  surely 
what  he  says  cannot  make  you  really  unhappy." 

'•  It  is  so  hard  to  know  what  one  ought  to  do.  I  did  not 
mean  to  be  selfish,  but  it  seems  to  me  as  though  I  were  doing 
the  most  selfish  thing  in  the  world." 

"  Nay,  manmia  ;  it  has  been  anything  but  selfish.  Besides, 
it  is  we  that  have  done  it ;  not  you." 

"  Do  you  know.  Lily,  that  I  also  have  that  feeling  as  to 
breaking  up  one's  old  mode  of  life  of  which  Hopkins  spoke. 
I  thought  that  I  should  be  glad  to  escape  from  this  place,  bat 
now  that  the  time  has  come  I  dread  it." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  you  repent '?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  did  not  answer  her  daughter  at  once,  fearing  to 
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commit  herself  by  words  wliich  could  not  be  retracted.  But  at 
last  she  said,  "  Yes,  Lily  ;  I  tliiiik  I  do  repent.  I  think  that 
it  has  not  been  well  done." 

"  Then  let  it  be  undone,"  said  Lily. 

The  dinner-party  at  Guestwick  Manor  on  that  day  was  not 
very  bright,  and  yet  the  earl  had  done  all  in  his  power  to  make 
his  guests  happy.  But  gaiety  did  not  come  naturally  to  his 
house,  which,  as  will  have  been  seen,  was  an  abode  very  unlike 
in  its  nature  to  that  of  the  other  earl  at  Courcy  Castle.  I:ady 
de  Courcy  at  any  rate  understood  how  to  receive  and  enter  i,ain 
a  housefull  of  people,  though  the  practice  of  doing  so  might 
give  rise  to  difficult  questions  in  the  privacy  of  her  domestic 
relations.  Lady  Julia  did  not  understand  it ;  but  then  Lady 
Julia  was  never  called  upon  to  answer  for  the  expense  of  extra 
servants,  nor  was   she   asked   about  twice  a  week  who  the 

was  to  pay  the  wine-merchant's  bill  ?     As  regards  Lord 

de  Guest  and  the  Lady  Julia  themselves,  I  think  they  had 
the  best  of  it ;  but  I  am  bound  to  admit,  with  reference 
to  chance  guests,  that  the  house  M'as  dull.  The  people  who 
were  now  gathered  at  the  earl's  table  could  hardly  have  been 
expected  to  be  very  sprightly  when  in  company  with  each  other. 
The  squire  was  not  a  man  much  given  to  general  society,  and 
was  unused  to  amuse  a  table  full  of  people.  On  the  present 
occasion  he  sat  next  to  Lady  JuUa,  and  from  time  to  time 
nmttered  a  few  words  to  her  about  the  state  of  the  country. 
Mrs.  Eames  was  terribly  afraid  of  everybody  there,  and  espe- 
cially of  the  earl,  next  to  whom  she  sat,  and  whom  she 
continually  called  "  my  lord,"  showing  by  her  voice  as  she 
did  so  that  she  was  almost  alarmed  by  the  sound  of  her 
own  voice.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Boyce  were  there,  the  parson 
sitting  on  the  other  side  of  Lady  Juha,  and  the  parson's  wife 
on  the  other  side  of  the  earl.  Mrs.  Boyce  was  very  studious 
to  show  that  she  was  quite  at  home,  and  talked  perhaps 
more  than  any  one  else  ;  but  in  doing  so  she  bored  the  earl 
most  exquisitely,  so  that  he  told  John  Eames  the  next  morning 
that  she  was  worse  than  the  bull.  The  parson  ate  his  dinner, 
but  said  little  or  nothing  between  the  two  graces.  He  was  a 
heavy,  sensible,  slow  man,  who  knew  himself  and  his  own 
powers.  "  Uncommon  good  stewed  beef,"  he  said,  as  he 
went  home  ;  "  why  can't  we  have  our  beef  stewed  like  that  ?  " 
"  Because  we  don't  pay  our  cook  sixty  poimds  ^  year,"  said 
Mrs.  Boyce.  "  A  woman  with  sixteen  pounds  can  stew  beef 
as  well  as  a  woman  with  sixty,"  said  he ;  "  she  only  wants 
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looking  after."  The  earl  himself  was  possessed  of  a  sort  of 
gaiety.  There  was  about  him  a  lightness  of  spirit  which  often 
made  him  an  agreeable  companion  to  one  single  person.  John 
Eames  conceived  him  to  be  the  most  sprightly  old  man  of  his 
day, — an  old  man  with  the  fun  and  frolic  almost  of  a  boy. 
But  this  spirit,  though  it  would  show  itself  before  John  Eanies, 
was  not  up  to  the  entertainment  of  John  Eames's  mother  and 
sister,  together  with  the  squire,  the  parson,  and  the  parson's 
wife  of  AUiugton.  So  that  the  earl  was  overweighted  and  did 
not  shine  on  this  occasion  at  his  own  dinner-table.  Dr.  Crofts, 
who  had  also  been  imated,  and  who  had  secured  the  place 
which  was  now  peculiarly  his  own,  next  to  Bell  Dale,  was 
no  doubt  happy  enough  ;  as,  let  us  hope,  was  the  young  lady 
also ;  but  they  added  veiy  little  to  the  general  hilarity  of 
the  company.  John  Eames  was  seated  between  his  own 
sister  and  the  parson,  and  did  not  at  all  enjoy  his  position. 
He  had  a  full  view  cf  the  doctor's  felicity,  as  the  happy  pair 
sat  opposite  to  him,  and  conceived  himself  to  be  hardly  treated 
by  Lily's  absence. 

The  party  was  certainly  veiy  dull,  as  were  all  such  dinners 
at  Guestwick  Manor.  There  are  houses,  which,  in  their  ever}'- 
day  course,  ai-e  not  conducted  by  any  means  in  a  sad  or  un- 
satisfactory manner, — in  which  life,  as  a  rule,  runs  along 
merrily  enough  ;  but  which  cannot  give  a  dinner-party ;  or, 
I  might  rather  say,  should  never  allow  themselves  to  be  allured 
into  the  attempt.  The  owners  of  such  houses  are  generally 
themselves  quite  aware  of  the  fact,  and  dread  the  dinner  which 
they  resolved  to  give  quite  as  much  as  it  is  dreaded  by  their 
friends.  They  know  that  they  prepare  for  theii-  guests  an 
evening  of  misery,  and  for  themselves  certain  long  hours  of 
purgator}-  which  are  hardly  to  be  endured.  But  they  will  do 
it.  Why  that  long  table,  and  all  those  supernumerary  glasses 
and  knives  and  forks,  if  they  are  never  to  be  used?  Tliat 
argument  produces  all  this  misery;  that  and  others  cognate 
to  it.  On  the  present  occasion,  no  doubt,  there  were  excuses 
to  be  made.  The  squire  and  his  niece  had  been  invited  on 
special  cause,  and  their  presence  would  have  been  well  enouf,'h. 
The  doctor  added  in  would  have  done  no  harm.  It  was  good- 
natured,  too,  that  invitation  given  to  Mrs.  Eames  and  her 
daughter.  The  error  lay  in  the  parson  and  his  wife.  There 
was  no  necessity  for  their  being  there,  nor  had  they  any  ground 
<in  which  to  stand,  except  the  party-giving  ground.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Boyce  made  the  dinner-party,  and  destroyed  the  social 
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circle.     Laclj  Julia  knew  that  slie  liad  been  •VM'ong  as  soon 
as  she  had  sent  out  the  note. 

Nothing  was  said  on  that  evening  which  has  any  bearing 
on  our  story.  Nothing,  indeed,  was  said  which  had  any  bear- 
ing on  anything.  The  earl's  professed  object  had  been  to 
bring  the  squire  and  young  Eames  together ;  but  people  are 
never  brought  together  on  such  melancholy  occasions.  Though 
they  sip  their  port  in  close  contiguity,  they  are  poles  asunder 
in  their  minds  and  feelings.  When  the  Guestwick  fly  came 
for  Mrs.  Eames,  and  the  parson's  pony  phaeton  came  for  him 
and  Mrs.  Boyce,  a  great  relief  was  felt ;  but  the  misery  of 
those  who  were  left  had  gone  too  far  to  allow  of  any  reaction 
on  that  evening.  The  squire  yawned,  and  the  earl  yawned, 
and  then  there  was  an  end  of  it  for  that  night. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

THE  SECOND  VISIT  TO  THE  GUESTWICK  BRIDGE. 

Bell  had  declared  that  her  sister  would  be  very  happy  to  see 
John  Eames  if  he  would  go  over  to  Allington,  and  he  had 
replied  that  of  course  he  would  go  there.  So  much  haying 
been,  as  it  were,  settled,  he  was  able  to  speak  of  his  visit  as 
a  matter  of  course- at  the  breakfast  table,  on  the  morning  after 
the  earl's  dinner-party.  "I  must  get  you  to  come  round  with 
me,  Dale,  and  see  what  I  am  doing  to  the  land,"  the  earl  said. 
And  then  he  proposed  to  order  saddle-horses.  But  the  squire 
preferred  walking,  and  in  this  way  thoy  were  disposed  of  soon 
after  breakfast. 

John  had  it  in  his  mind  to  get  Bell  to  himself  for  half  an 
hour,  and  hold  a  conference  with  her  ;  but  it  either  happened 
that  Lady  Julia  was  too  keen  in  her  duties  as  a  hostess,  or 
else,  as  was  more  possible,  Bell  avoided  the  meeting.  No 
opportunity  for  such  an  interview  offered  itself,  though  he 
hung  about  the  drawing-room  all  the  morning.  "  You  had 
better  wait  for  luncheon,  now,"  Lady  Julia  said  to  him  about 
tv,-elve.  But  this  he  declined  ;  and  taking  himself  away  hid 
himself  about  the  place  for  the  next  hour  and  a  half.  Dm'ing 
this  time  he  considered  much  whether  it  would  be  better  for 
him  to  ride  or  walk.  If  she  should  give  him'  any  hope,  he 
could  ride  back  triumphant   as  a  field-marshal.      Then  the 
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horse  would  be  (lelij,'litfiil  to  him.  But  if  she  should  give 
him  no  hope, — if  it  should  bo  his  destiuy  to  be  rejected  utterly 
ou  that  moriiiug, — then  the  horse  would  bo  terribly  iu  the 
way  of  his  sorrow.  Under  such  circumstances  what  could  he 
do  but  roam  wide  about  across  the  fields,  restiug  when  he 
might  choose  to  rest,  and  running  when  it  might  suit  him  to 
run.  "  And  she  is  not  like  other  girls,"  he  thought  to  himself. 
"  She  won't  care  for  my  boots  being  dirty."  So  at  last  he 
elected  to  walk. 

"  Stand  up  to  her  boldly,  man,"  the  earl  had  said  to  him. 
"  By  George,  what  is  there  to  be  afraid  of?  It's  my  belief 
they'll  give  most  to  those  who  ask  for  most.  There's  nothing 
sets  'em  against  a  man  like  being  sheepish."  How  the  earl 
knew  so  much,  seeing  that  he  had  not  himself  given  signs  of 
any  success  in  that  walk  of  life,  I  am  not  prepared  to  say. 
But  Eames  took  his  advice  as  being  iu  itself  good,  and  resolved 
to  act  upon  it.  "  Not  that  any  resolution  will  be  of  any  use," 
he  said  to  himself,  as  he  walked  along.  "  When  the  moment 
comes  I  know  that  I  shall  tremble  before  her,  and  I  know 
that  she'll  sec  it ;  but  I  don't  think  it  will  make  any  dill'erence 
in  her." 

He  had  last  seen  her  on  the  la^^'n  behind  the  Small  House, 
just  at  that  time  when  her  passion  for  Crosbie  was  at  the 
strongest.  Eames  had  gone  thither  impelled  by  a  fooUsh 
desire  to  declare  to  her  his  hopeless  love,  and  she  had  answered 
him  by  telling  him  that  she  loved  Mr.  Crosbie  better  than  all 
the  world  besides.  Of  course  she  had  done  so,  at  that  time  ; 
but,  nevertheless,  her  manner  of  telling  him  had  seemed  to 
him  to  be  cruel.  And  ho  also  had  been  cruel.  He  had  told 
her  that  he  hated  Crosbie, — calling  him  "  that  man,"  and 
assuring  her  that  no  earthly  consideration  should  induce  him 
to  go  into  "  that  man's  house."  Then  ho  had  walked  away 
moodily  wishing  him  all  manner  of  evil.  Was  it  not  singular 
that  all  the  evU  things  which  he,  in  his  mind,  had  meditated  for 
the  man,  had  fallen  upon  him.  Crosbie  had  lost  his  love ! 
He  had  so  proved  himself  to  be  a  villain  that  his  name  might 
not  be  so  much  as  mentioned  !  Ho  had  been  iguominiously 
thrashed  !  But  what  good  would  all  this  be  if  his  image 
were  still  dear  to  Lily's  heart?  "  I  told  her  that  I  loved  her 
then,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  though  I  had  no  right  to  do  so.  At 
any  rate  I  have  a  right  to  tell  her  now." 

When  he  reached  Allington  he  did  not  go  in  through  the 
village  and  up  to  the  front  of  the  Small  House  bv  tho  cross 


530       THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 

street,  but  turned  by  the  church  gate  and  passed  over  the 
squii'e's  terrace,  and  by  the  end  of  the  Great  House  through 
the  garden.  Here  he  encountered  Hopkins.  "Why,  if  that 
b'aint  Mr.  Eames !  "  said  the  gardener.  "Mr.  John,  may  I 
make  so  bold !  "  and  Hopkins  held  out  a  veiy  dirty  hand, 
which  Eames  of  course  took,  unconscious  of  the  cause  of  this 
new  affection. 

"  I'm  just  going  to  call  at  the  Small  House,  and  I  thought 
I'd  come  this  way." 

"To  be  sure  ;  this  way,  or  that  way,  or  any  way,  who's  so 
welcome,  Mr.  John  ?  I  envies  you  ;  I  envies  you  more  than 
I  envies  any  man.  If  I  could  a  got  him  by  the  scuff  of  the 
neck,  I'd  a  treated  him  jist  like  any  wermin ; —  I  would, 
indeed  !  He  was  wermin  !  I  ollays  said  it.  I  hated  him 
ollays ;  I  did  indeed,  Mr.  John,  from  the  first  moment  when 
he  used  to  be  nigging  away  at  them  foutry  balls,  knocking 
them  in  among  the  rhododendrons,  as  though  there  weren't 
no  flower  blossoms  for  next  year.  He  never  looked  at  one  as 
though  one  were  a  Christian  ;  did  he,  Mr.  John  ?  " 

"  I  wasn't  veiy  fond  of  him  myself,  Hopkins." 

"  Of  course  you  weren't  very  fond  of  him.  Who  was  ? 
— only  she,  poor  young  lady.  She'll  be  better  now,  Mr.  John, 
a  deal  better.  He  wasn't  a  wholesome  lover, — not  like  you 
are.  Tell  me,  Mr.  John,  did  you  give  it  him  well  when  you 
got  him  ?  I  heard  you  did  ;  —  two  black  eyes,  and  all  his 
face  one  mash  of  gore  !  "  And  Hopkins,  who  was  by  no 
means  a  young  man,  stiffly  put  himself  into  a  fighting  attitude. 

Eames  passed  on  over  the  little  bridge,  which  seemed  to 
be  in  a  state  of  fast  decay,  unattended  to  by  any  friendly 
cai-penter,  now  that  the  days  of  its  use  Were  so  nearly  at  an 
end ;  and  on  into  the  garden,  lingering  on  the  spot  where  he 
liad  last  said  farewell  to  Lily.  He  looked  about  as  though  he 
expected  still  to  find  her  there ;  but  there  was  no  one  to  be 
seen  in  the  garden,  and  no  sound  to  be  heard.  As  eveiy  step 
brought  him  nearer  to  her  whom  he  was  seeking,  he  became 
more  and  more  conscious  of  the  hopelessness  of  his  errand. 
Him  she  had  never  loved,  and  why  should  he  venture  to  hope 
that  she  would  love  him  now  ?  He  would  have  turned  back 
had  he  not  been  aware  that  his  promise  to  others  requii-ed 
that  he  should  persevere.  He  had  said  that  he  would  do 
this  thing,  and  he  would  be  as  good  as  his  word.  But  he 
hardly  ventured  to  hope  that  he  might  be  succes'sful.  In  this 
frame  of  mind  he  slowly  made  his  way  up  across  the  la^vn. 
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•'  My  dear,  there  is  John  Eames,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  who 
had  first  seen  him  from  the  parlour  window. 

"  Don't  go,  mamma." 

•'  I  don't  know  ;  perhaps  it  will  be  better  that  I  should." 

"No,  mamma,  no;  what  good  can  it  do?  It  can  do  no 
good.  I  like  him  as  well  as  I  can  like  any  one.  I  love  him 
dearly.  But  it  can  do  no  good.  Let  him  come  in  here,  and 
be  very  kind  to  him ;  but  do  not  go  away  and  leave  us.  Of 
course  I  knew  he  would  come,  and  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see 
him." 

Then  Mrs.  Dale  went  round  to  the  other  room,  and  ad- 
mitted her  visitor  through  the  window  of  the  drawing-room. 
"  We  are  in  tcmble  confusion,  John,  are  we  not  ?  " 

"  xVnd  so  you  are  really  going  to  live  in  Guestwick  ?  " 

"  Well,  it  looks  like  it,  does  it  not  ?  But,  to  tell  you  a 
secret, — only  it  must  be  a  secret ;  you  must  not  mention  it 
at  Guestwick  Manor ;  even  Bell  does  not  know ; — we  have 
half  made  up  our  minds  to  unpack  all  our  things  and  stay 
where  we  are." 

Eames  was  so  intent  on  his  own  purpose,  and  so  fully 
occupied  with  the  difficulty  of  the  task  before  him,  that  he 
could  hardly  receive  Mrs.  Dale's  tidings  with  all  the  interest 
which  they  deserved.  "  Unpack  them  all  again,"  he  said. 
"  That  will  be  very  troublesome.  Is  Lily  with  you,  Mrs.  Dale  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  is  in  the  parlour.  Come  and  see  her."  So  he 
followed  Mrs.  Dale  through  the  hall,  and  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  his  love. 

"How  do  you  do,  John?"  "How  do  you  do,  Lily?" 
We  all  know  the  way  in  which  such  meetings  are  commenced. 
Each  longed  to  be  tender  and  afTcctionate  to  the  other, — each 
in  a  different  way  ;  but  neither  knew  how  to  throw  any  ten- 
derness into  this  first  greeting.  "  So  you're  stajing  at  the 
Manor  House,"  said  Lily. 

"  Yes ;  I'm  staying  there.  Your  uncle  and  Bell  camo 
yesterday  afternoon." 

"  Have  you  heard  about  Bell  ?  "  said  ^Irs.  Dale. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  Mary  told  me.  I'm  so  glad  of  it.  I  always 
liked  Dr.  Crofts  very  much.  I  have  not  congratulated  her, 
because  I  didn't  know  whether  it  was  a  secret.  But  Crofts 
was  there  last  night,  and  if  it  is  a  secret  he  didn't  seem  to 
be  very  caieful  about  keeping  it." 

"  It  is  no  secret,"  said  Mrs.  Dale.  "  I  don't  know  that 
I  am  fond  of  such  secrets."    But  as  she  said  this,  she  thought 

31—2 
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of  CrosLie's  engagement,  which  had  been  told  to  everyone,  and 
of  its  consequences. 

"  Is  it  to  be  soon  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Well,  yes  ;  we  think  so.     Of  course  nothing  is  settled." 

"  It  was  such  fun,"  said  Lily.  "  James,  who  took,  at  any 
rate,  a  year  or  two  to  make  his  proposal,  wanted  to  be  man-ied 
the  next  day  afterwards." 

"  No,  Lily ;  not  quite  that." 

*'  Well,  mamma,  it  was  very  nearly  that.  He  thought  it 
could  all  be  done  this  week.  It  has  made  us  so  happy,  John  ! 
I  don't  know  anybody  I  should  so  much  like  for  a  brother. 
I'm  very  glad  you  like  him  ; — very  glad.  I  hope  you'll  be 
friends  always."  There  was  some  little  tenderness  in  this, — 
as  John  acknowledged  to  himself. 

"  I'm  sure  we  shall, — if  he  likes  it.  That  is,  if  I  ever 
happen  to  see  him.  I'll  do  anything  for  him  I  can  if  he  ever 
comes  up  to  London.  Wouldn't  it  be  a  good  thing,  Mrs.  Dale, 
if  he  settled  himself  in  London  ?" 

"  No,  John  ;  it  would  be  a  very  bad  thing.  Why  should 
he  wish  to  rob  me  of  my  daughter  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dale  was  speaking  of  her  eldest  daughter;  but  the 
very  allusion  to  any  such  robbery  covered  John  Eames's  face 
with  a  blush,  made  him  hot  up  to  the  roots  of  his  hair,  and  for 
the  moment  silenced  him. 

"  You  think  he  would  have  a  better  career  in  London  ?  " 
said  Lily,  speaking  under  the  influence  of  her  superior  presence 
of  mind. 

She  had  certainly  shown  defective  judgment  in  desiring  her 
mother  not  to  leave  them  alone ;  and  of  this  Mrs.  Dale  soon 
felt  herself  aware.  The  thing  had  to  be  done,  and  no  little 
precautionai7  measure,  such  as  this  of  Mrs.  Dale's  enforced 
presence,  would  prevent  it.  Of  this  Mrs.  Dale  was  well 
aware ;  and  she  felt,  moreover,  that  John  was  entitled  to  an 
opportunity  of  pleading  his  own  cause.  It  might  be  that  such 
opportunity  would  avail  him  nothing,  but  not  the  less  should 
he  have  it  of  right,  seeing  that  he  desired  it.  But  yet  Mrs. 
Dale  did  not  dare  to  get  up  and  leave  the  room.  Lily  had 
asked  her  not  to  do  so,  and  at  the  present  period  of  their 
lives  all  Lily's  requests  were  sacred.  They  continued  for  some 
time  to  talk  of  Crofts  and  his  marriage  ;  and  when  that  subject 
was  finished,  they  discussed  their  own  probably, — or.  as  it 
seemed  now,  improbable, — removal  to  Guestwick.  "It's  going 
too  far,  mamma,"  said  Lily,  "  to  say  that  you  think  we  shall 
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not  go.  It  was  only  last  night  that  you  suggested  it.  The 
truth  is,  John,  that  Hopkins  came  in  and  discoursed  with  the 
most  wonderful  eloquence.  Nobody  dared  to  oppose  Hopkins. 
He  made  us  almost  cry  ;  he  was  so  pathetic." 

"  He  has  just  been  talking  to  me,  too,"  said  John,  "  as  I 
came  thi-ough  the  squire's  garden." 

"  And  what  has  he  been  saving  to  you  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know;  not  much."  John,  however,  remem- 
bered well,  at  this  moment,  all  that  the  gardener  had  said  to 
him.  Did  she  know  of  that  encounter  between  him  and 
Crosbie  ?  and  if  she  did  know  of  it,  in  what  light  did  she 
regard  it  ? 

They  had  sat  thus  for  an  hour  together,  and  Eames  was 
not  as  yet  an  inch  nearer  to  his  object.  He  had  sworn  to 
himself  that  he  would  not  leave  the  Small  House  without 
asking  Lily  to  bo  his  wife.  It  seemed  to  him  as  though  he 
would  be  guilty  of  folsehood  towards  the  earl  if  ho  tlid  so. 
Lord  De  Guest  had  opened  his  house  to  him,  and  had  asked 
all  the  Dales  there,  and  had  offered  himself  up  as  a  sacrifice 
at  the  cniel  shrine  of  a  serious  dinner-party,  to  say  nothing 
of  that  easier  and  lighter  sacritice  which  he  had  made  in  a 
pecuniaiy  point  of  view,  in  order  that  this  thing  might  be 
done.  Under  such  circumstances  Eames  was  too  honest  a  man 
not  to  do  it,  let  the  ditHculties  in  his  way  be  what  they  might. 

He  had  sat  there  for  an  hour,  and  Mrs.  Dale  still  remained 
with  her  daughter.  Should  he  get  up  boldly  and  ask  Lily  to 
put  on  her  bonnet  and  come  out  into  the  garden?  As  the 
thought  struck  him,  he  rose  and  grasped  at  his  hat.  "I  am 
going  to  walk  back  to  Guestwick,"  said  he. 

"  It  was  very  good  of  you  to  come  so  tar  to  see  us." 

"I  was  always  fond  of  walking,"  ho  said.  "The  earl 
wanted  me  to  ride,  but  I  prefer  being  on  foot  when  I  know  the 
country,  as  I  do  here." 

"  Have  a  glass  of  wine  before  you  go." 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  I  think  I'll  go  back  through  the  squire's 
fields,  and  out  on  the  roa(f  at  the  white  gate.  The  path  is 
quite  dry  now." 

"  I  dare  say  it  is,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Lily,  I  wonder  whether  you  would  come  as  far  as  that 
^ith  me."  As  the  request  was  made  Mrs.  Dale  looked  at  her 
daughter  almost  beseechingly.  "  Do,  pray  do,"  said  ho  ;  "  it 
is  a  beautiful  day  for  walking." 

The  path  proposed  lay  right  across  the  field  into  which 
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Lily  liad  taken  Crosbie  when  she  made  her  oflfer  to  let  him  off 
from  his  engagement.  Could  it  be  possible  that  she  should 
ever  walk  there  again  with  another  lover  ?  "  No,  John,"  she 
said ;  "  not  to-day,  I  think.  I  am  almost  tired,  and  I  had 
rather  not  go  out." 

"  It  would  do  you  good,"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  I  don't  want  to  be  done  good  to,  mamma.  Besides,  I 
should  have  to  come  back  by  myself." 

"  I'll  come  back  with  you,"  said  Johnny. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  and  then  I  should  have  to  go  again  with  you. 
But,  John,  really  I  don't  wish  to  walk  to-day."  Whereupon 
John  Eames  again  put  down  his  hat. 

"  Lily,"  said  he  ;  and  then  he  stopped.  Mrs.  Dale  walked 
away  to  the  window,  turning  her  back  upon  her  daughter  and 
visitor.  "  Lily,  I  have  come  over  here  on  pui-pose  to  speak  to 
you.  Indeed,  I  have  come  down  from  London  only  that  I 
might  see  you." 

"  Have  you,  John  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have.  You  know  well  all  that  I  have  got  to  tell 
you.  I  loved  you  before  he  ever  saw  you  ;  and  now  that  ho 
has  gone,  I  love  you  better  than  I  ever  did.  Dear  Lily !  "  and 
he  put  out  his  hand  to  her. 

"  No,  John  ;  no,"  she  answered. 

"  Must  it  be  always  no  ?  " 

"Always  no  to  that.  How  can  it  be  otherwise?  You 
would  not  have  me  marry  you  while  I  love  another !  " 

"  But  he  is  gone.     He  has  taken  another  wife." 

"  I  cannot  change  myself  because  he  is  changed,  K  you 
are  kind  to  me  you  will  let  that  be  enough." 

"  But  you  are  so  unkind  to  me  !  " 

"  No,  no  ;  oh,  I  would  wish  to  be  so  kind  to  you  !  John, 
here  ;  take  my  hand.  It  is  the  hand  of  a  friend  who  loves  you, 
and  will  always  love  you.  Dear  John,  I  will  do  anything, — 
everything  for  you  but  that." 

"  There  is  only  one  thing,"  said  he,  still  holding  her  by  the 
hand,  but  with  his  face  turned  from  her. 

"  Nay  ;  do  not  say  so.  Are  you  worse  off  than  I  am  ?  I 
could  not  have  that  one  thing,  and  I  was  nearer  to  my  heart's 
longings  than  you  have  ever  been.  I  cannot  have  that  one 
thing ;  but  I  know  that  there  are  other  things,  and  I  will  not 
allow  myself  to  be  broken-hearted." 

"  You  are  stronger  than  I  am,"  he  said. 

"Not  stronger,   but    more  certain.     Make  yourself   as 
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sure  as  I  am,  and  you,  too,  will  bo  strong.  Is  it  not  so, 
mamma  '?  " 

"  I  wish  it  could  bo  otherwise  ; — I  wish  it  could  be  other- 
wise !     11"  you  can  give  him  any  hope " 

"  Mamma  !  " 

"  Tell  me  that  I  may  come  again, — in  a  year,"  ho  pleaded. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  so.  You  may  not  come  again, — not  in 
this  way.  Do  you  remember  what  I  told  you  before,  in  the 
garden ;  that  I  loved  him  better  than  all  the  world  besides  '? 
It  is  still  the  same.  I  still  love  him  better  than  all  the  world. 
How,  then,  can  I  give  you  any  hope '?  " 

"  But  it  will  not  be  so  for  ever,  Lily." 

"  For  ever  !  Why  should  he  not  be  mine  as  well  as  hers 
when  that  for  ever  comes '?  John,  if  you  understand  what  it 
is  to  love,  you  will  say  nothing  more  of  it.  I  have  spoken  to 
you  more  openly  about  this  than  I  have  ever  done  to  anybody, 
even  to  mamma,  because  I  have  wished  to  make  you  under- 
stand my  feelings.     I  should  be  disgraced  in  my  own  eyes  if  I 

admitted  the  love  of  another  man,  after — after .     It  is  to 

me  almost  as  though  I  had  manicd  him.  I  am  not  blaming 
him,  remember.     These  things  are  ditl'erent  with  a  man." 

She  had  not  di'opped  his  hand,  and  as  she  made  her  last 
speech  was  sitting  in  her  old  chair  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
ground.  She  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  slowly,  almost  with  diili- 
culty ;  but  still  the  words  came  very  clearly,  with  a  clear, 
distinct  voice  which  caused  them  to  be  remembered  with 
accuracy,  both  by  Eames  and  Mrs.  Dale.  To  him  it  seemed 
to  be  impossible  that  he  should  continue  his  suit  after  such  a 
declaration.  To  Mrs.  Dale  they  were  temblo  words,  speaking 
of  a  pei-petual  widowhood,  and  telling  oi'  an  amount  of  sufleriug 
greater  even  than  that  which  she  had  anticipated.  It  was  true 
that  Lily  had  never  said  so  much  to  her  as  she  had  now  said 
to  John  Eames,  or  had  attempted  to  make  so  clear  an  expo- 
sition of  her  own  feelings.  "  I  should  bo  disgi-aced  in  my  own 
eyes  if  I  admitted  the  love  of  another  man !  "  They  were 
terrible  words,  but  ven,'  easy  to  be  understood.  Mrs.  Dale 
had  felt,  from  the  first,  that  Eames  was  coming  too  soon,  that 
the  earl  and  the  squu-e  together  were  making  an  eflfort  to  cure 
the  wound  too  quickly  after  its  infliction  ;  that  time  should 
have  been  given  to  her  girl  to  recover.  But  now  the  attempt 
had  been  made,  and  words  had  been  forced  from  Lily's  lips,  the 
Bpeaking  of  which  would  never  be  forgotten  by  herself. 

"  I  knew  that  it  would  be  so,"  said  John. 
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"  Ah,  yes  ;  yon  know  it,  because  your  heart  understands 
my  heart.  And  you  will  not  be  angry  with  me,  and  say 
naughty,  cniel  words,  as  you  did  once  before.  We  will  think 
of  each  other,  John,  and  pray  for  each  other  ;  and  will  always 
love  one  another.  When  we  do  meet  let  us  be  glad  to  see 
each  other.  No  other  fiuend  shall  ever  be  dearer  to  me  than 
you  are.  You  are  so  true  and  honest !  When  you  marry  I 
will  tell  your  wife  what  an  infinite  blessing  God  has  given 
her." 

"  You  shall  never  do  that." 

"  Yes,  I  will.  I  understand  what  you  mean ;  but  yet  I 
will." 

"  Good-by,  Mrs.  Dale,"  he  said. 

"  Good-by,  John.  If  it  could  have  been  otherwise  with  her, 
you  should  have  had  all  my  best  wishes  in  the  matter.  I 
would  have  loved  you  dearly  as  my  son ;  and  I  will  love  you 
now."     Then  she  put  up  her  lips  and  kissed  his  face. 

"And  so  will  I  love  you,"  said  Lily,  giving  him  her  hand 
again.  He  looked  longingly  into  her  face  as  though  he  had 
thought  it  possible  that  she  also  might  kiss  him  :  then  he  pressed 
her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  without  speaking  any  further  farewell, 
took  up  his  hat  and  left  the  room. 

"  Poor  fellow !  "  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"They  should  not  have  let  him  come,"  said  Lily.  "But 
they  don't  understand.  They  think  that  I  have  lost  a  toy,  and 
they  mean  to  be  good-natured,  and  to  give  me  another."  Very 
shortly  after  that  Lily  went  away  by  herself,  and  sat  alone  for 
hours ;  and  when  she  joined  her  mother  again  at  tea-time, 
nothing  further  was  said  of  John  Eames's  visit. 

He  made  his  way  out  by  the  front  door,  and  through  the 
churchyard,  and  in  this  way  on  to  the  field  through  which  he 
had  asked  Lily  to  walk  with  him.  He  hardly  began  to  think  of 
what  had  passed  till  he  had  left  the  squire's  house  behind  him. 
As  he  made  his  way  through  the  tombstones  he  paused  and 
read  one,  as  though  it  interested  him.  He  stood  a  moment 
under  the  tower  looking  up  at  the  clock,  and  then  pulled  out 
his  own  watch,  as  though  to  verify  the  one  by  the  other.  He 
made,  unconsciously,  a  struggle  to  drive  away  from  his  thoughts 
the  facts  of  the  late  scene,  and  for  some  five  or  ten  minutes  he 
succeeded.  He  said  to  himself  a  word  or  two  about  Sir  Kafile 
and  his  letters,  and  laughed  inwardly  as  he  repiembered  the 
figure  of  Kaflerty  bringing  in  the  knight's  shoes.  He  had  gone 
some  half  mile  upon  his  way  before  he  ventured  to  stand  still 
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and  tell  himself  that  he  had  failed  in  the  great  object  of  his 
life. 

Yes  ;  he  had  foiled  :  and  he  acknowledged  to  himself,  with 
hitter  reproaches,  that  he  had  failed,  now  and  for  ever.  He  told 
lumself  that  he  had  obtruded  upon  her  in  her  soitow  with  an 
unmannerly  love,  and  rebuked  himself  as  having  been  not  only 
foolish  but  ungenerous.  His  friend  the  earl  had  been  wont, 
in  his  waggish  way,  to  call  him  the  conquering  hero,  and  had 
so  talked  him  out  of  his  common  sense  as  to  liave  made  him 
almost  think  that  he  would  be  successful  in  his  suit.  Now, 
as  he  told  himself  that  any  such  success  must  have  been  im- 
possible, he  almost  hated  the  earl  for  having  brought  him  to 
this  condition.  A  conquering  hero,  indeed  !  How  should  ho 
manage  to  sneak  back  among  them  all  at  the  Manor  House, 
crestfallen  and  abject  in  his  miseiy  ?  Eveiybody  knew  the 
errand  on  which  he  had  gone,  and  everybody  must  know  of 
his  foilure.  How  could  he  have  been  such  a  fool  as  to  undertake 
such  a  task  under  the  eyes  of  so  many  lookers-on  ?  Was  it 
not  the  case  that  he  had  so  fondly  expected  success,  as  to 
think  only  of  his  triumph  in  returning,  and  not  of  his  more 
probable  disgrace  ?  He  had  allowed  others  to  make  a  fool  of 
him,  and  had  so  made  a  fool  of  himself  that  now  all  hope  and 
happiness  were  over  for  him.  How  could  he  escape  at  onco 
out  of  the  countrj-, — back  to  London  ?  How  could  he  get  away 
without  saying  a  word  further  to  any  one  ?  That  was  the 
thought  that  at  first  occupied  his  mind. 

He  crossed  the  road  at  the  end  of  the  squire's  property, 
where  the  parish  of  Allington  divides  itself  from  that  of  Abbot's 
Guest  in  which  the  earl's  house  stands,  and  made  his  way  bade, 
along  the  copse  which  skirted  the  field  in  which  they  had  en- 
countered the  buU,  into  the  high  woods  whicli  were  at  the  back 
of  the  park.  Ah,  yes  ;  it  had  been  well  for  him  that  he  had  not 
come  out  on  horseback.  That  ride  homo  along  the  high  road 
and  up  to  the  Manor  House  stables  would,  under  his  present 
circumstances,  have  been  almost  impossible  to  him.  As  it 
was,  he  did  not  think  it  possible  that  he  should  retura  to  his 
place  in  the  earl's  house.  How  could  he  pretend  to  maintain 
his  ordinary  demeanour  under  the  eyes  of  those  two  old  men  ? 
It  would  be  better  for  him  to  get  home  to  his  mother, — to 
send  a  message  from  thence  to  the  Manor,  and  then  to  escape 
back  to  London.  So  thinking,  but  with  no  resolution  made, 
he  went  on  through  the  woods,  and  down  from  the  hill  back 
towards  the  town  till  he  again  came  to  the  little  bridge  over 
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the  l)rook.  There  he  stopped  and  stood  a  while  with  his  broad 
hand  spread  over  the  letters  which  he  had  cut  in  those  earty 
days,  so  as  to  hide  them  from  his  sight.  "  What  an  ass  I 
have  been, — always  and  ever  !  "  he  said  to  himself. 

It  was  not  only  of  his  late  disappointment  that  he  was 
thinking,  but  of  bis  whole  past  life.  He  was  conscious  of  his 
hobbledehoyhood, — of  that  backwardness  on  his  part  in  assum- 
ing manhood  which  had  rendered  him  incapable  of  making  him- 
self acceptable  to  Lily  before  she  had  fallen  into  the  clutches  of 
Crosbie.  As  he  thought  of  this  he  declared  to  himself  that  if 
he  could  meet  Crosbie  again  he  would  again  thi-ash  him, — that 
he  would  so  belabour  him  as  to  send  him  out  of  the  world, 
if  such  sending  might  possibly  be  done  by  fair  beating,  regard- 
less whether  he  himself  might  be  called  upon  to  follow  him. 
Was  it  not  hard  that  for  the  two  of  them, — for  LUy  and  for  him 
also, — there  should  be  such  punishment  because  of  the  insin- 
cerity of  that  man  ?  When  he  had  thus  stood  upon  the  bridge 
for  some  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  took  out  his  knife,  and,  with 
deep,  rough  gashes  in  the  wood,  cut  out  Lily's  name  from  the 
rail. 

He  had  hardly  finished,  and  was  still  looking  at  the  chips 
as  they  were  being  carried  away  by  the  stream,  when  a  gentle 
step  came  close  up  to  him,  and  turning  round,  he  saw  that 
Lady  Julia  was  on  the  bridge.  She  was  close  to  him,  and  had 
already  seen  his  handiwork.  "  Has  she  offended  you,  John  ?  " 
she  said. 

"  Oh,  Lady  Julia  !  " 

"  Has  she  offended  you  ?  " 

"  She  has  refused  me,  and  it  is  all  over." 

"  It  may  be  that  she  has  refused  you,  and  that  yet  it  need 
not  be  all  over.  I  am  sorry  that  you  have  cut  out  the  name, 
John.     Do  you  mean  to  cut  it  out  from  your  heart  ?  " 

"  Never.     I  would  if  I  could,  but  I  never  shall." 

"  Keep  to  it  as  to  a  great  treasure.  It  will  be  a  joy  to 
you  in  after  years,  and  not  a  soitow.  To  have  loved  truly,  even 
though  you  shall  have  loved  in  vain,  will  be  a  consolation  when 
you  are  as  old  as  I  am.     It  is  something  to  have  had  a  heart." 

"  I  don't  know.     I  wish  that  I  had  none." 

"And,  John; — I  can  understand  her  feeling  now;  and 
indeed,  I  thought  all  through  that  you  were  asking  her  too 
soon  ;  but  the  time  may  yet  come  when  she  will  think  better  of 
your  wishes." 

"  No,  no  ;  never.     I  begin  to  know  her  now." 
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"  K  you  can  be  constant  in  your  love  you  may  win  bcr 
yet.  Ko'mcraber  bow  young  sbe  is  ;  and  bow  youug  you  both 
are.  Come  again  in  two  years'  time,  and  tben,  wbou  you  bave 
won  ber,  you  shall  tell  me  that  I  bave  been  a  good  old  woman 
to  you  both." 

"  I  shall  never  win  her,  Lady  Julia."  As  be  spoke  these 
last  words  the  tears  were  ninuing  down  his  cheeks,  and  bo 
was  weeping  openly  in  presence  of  his  companion.  It  was 
well  for  him  that  she  bad  come  upon  him  in  his  sorrow.  "\Mien 
he  once  knew  that  she  had  seen  his  tears,  he  could  pour  out  to 
her  the  whole  story  of  his  grief ;  and  as  he  did  so  she  led  him 
back  quietly  to  the  house. 


CHAPTER  LV. 

KOT  VERY  FIE   FIE  AFTER  ALL. 

It  will  perhaps  be  remembered  that  terrible  things  had  been 
foretold  as  about  to  happen  between  the  Hartletop  and  Omnium 
famihes.  Lady  Dumbello  had  smiled  whenever  Mr.  Plantagonet 
Palliser  had  spoken  to  her.  Mr.  Palliser  had  confessed  to  him- 
self that  politics  were  not  enough  for  him,  and  that  Love  was 
necessarj-  to  make  up  the  full  complement  of  bis  happiness. 
Lord  Dumbello  had  frowned  latterly  when  his  eyes  fell  on  the 
tall  figure  of  the  duke's  heir ;  and  the  duke  himself, — that 
potentate,  generally  so  mighty  in  his  silence, — the  duke  himself 
had  spoken.  Lady  De  Courcy  and  Lady  Clandiillem  were,  both 
of  them,  absolutely  certain  that  the  thing  had  been  fully  ar- 
ranged. I  am,  therefore,  perfectly  justified  in  stating  that  the 
world  was  talking  about  the  loves, — the  illicit  loves, — of  Mr. 
Palliser  and  Lady  Dumbello. 

And  the  talking  of  the  world  found  its  way  down  to  that 
respectable  country  parsonage  in  which  Lady  Dumbello  had 
been  bom,  and  from  which  she  had  been  taken  away  to  those 
noble  balls  which  she  now  graced  by  her  presence.  The 
talking  of  the  world  was  heard  at  Plumstcad  Episcopi,  where 
still  lived  Archdeacon  Grautly,  the  lady's  father  ;  and  was  heard 
also  at  the  deanery  of  Barchester,  where  Uved  the  lady's  aunt 
and  grandfather.  By  whose  ill-mannered  tongue  the  rumour 
was  spread  in  these  ecclesiastical  regions  it  boots  not  now  to 
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tell.  But  it  may  be  remembered  that  Courcy  Castle  was  not 
far  from  Barchester,  and  that  Lady  De  Courcy  was  not  given  to 
bide  her  lights  under  a  bushel. 

It  was  a  terrible  rumour.  To  what  mother  must  not  such  a 
rumour  respecting  her  daughter  be  very  terrible  ?  In  no 
mother's  ears  could  it  have  sounded  more  frightfully  than  it 
did  in  those  of  Mrs.  Grantly.  Lady  Dumbello,  the  daughter, 
might  be  altogether  worldly  ;  but  Mrs.  Grantly  had  never  been 
more  than  half  worldly.  In  one  moiety  of  her  character,  her 
habits,  and  her  desires,  she  had  been  wedded  to  things  good  in 
themselves, — to  religion,  to  charity,  and  to  honest-hearted 
uprightness.  It  is  true  that  the  circumstances  of  her  life  had 
induced  her  to  serve  both  God  and  Mammon,  and  that,  there- 
fore, she  had  gloried  greatly  in  the  marriage  of  her  daughter 
with  the  heir  of  a  marquis.  She  had  revelled  in  the  aristocratic 
elevation  of  her  child,  though  she  continued  to  dispense  books 
and  catechisms  with  her  own  hands  to  the  children  of  the 
labourers  of  Plumstead  Episcopi.  When  Griselda  first  became 
Lady  Dumbello  the  mother  feared  somewhat  lest  her  child  should 
find  herself  unequal  to  the  exigencies  of  her  new  position.  But 
the  child  had  proved  herself  more  than  equal  to  them,  and 
had  mounted  up  to  a  dizzy  height  of  success,  which  brought  to 
the  mother  great  glory  and  great  fear  also.  She  delighted  to 
think  that  her  Griselda  was  great  even  among  the  daughters 
of  marquises  ;  but  she  trembled  as  she  reflected  how  deadly 
would  be  the  fall  from  such  a  height — should  there  ever  be 
a  fall ! 

But  she  had  never  dreamed  of  such  a  fall  as  this  !  She 
would  have  said, — indeed,  she  often  had  said, — to  the  arch- 
deacon that  Griselda's  religious  principles  were  too  fiiinly  fixed 
to  be  moved  by  outward  worldly  matters ;  signifying,  it  may 
be,  her  conviction  that  that  teaching  of  Plumstead  Episcopi 
had  so  fastened  her  daughter  into  a  groove,  that  all  the  future 
teaching  of  Hartlebury  would  not  suffice  to  undo  the  fastenings. 
When  she  had  thus  boasted  no  such  idea  as  that  of  her  daughter 
running  from  her  husband's  house  had  ever  come  upon  her ; 
but  she  had  alluded  to  vices  of  a  nature  kindred  to  that  vice, — 
to  vices  into  which  other  aristocratic  ladies  sometimes  fell,  who 
had  been  less  firmly  grooved  ;  and  her  boastings  had  amounted 
to  this, — that  she  herself  had  so  successfully  seiwed  God  and 
Mammon  together,  that  her  child  might  go  forth  and  enjoy  all 
worldly  things  without  risk  of  damage  to  things  heavenly. 
Then  came  upon  her  this  rumour.     The  archdeacon  told  her 
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in  a  hoarse  •whisper  that  he  had  been  recommended  to  look  to 
it,  that  it  was  currout  through  the  world  that  Griselda  was 
about  to  leave  her  husband. 

"  Nothing  on  earth  shall  make  me  believe  it,"  said  Mrs, 
Grantly.  But  she  sat  alone  in  her  drawing-room  afterwards 
and  trembled.  Then  came  her  sister,  Jlrs.  Arabin,  the  deans 
wile,  over  to  the  parsonage,  and  in  l.ilf-hidden  words  told  the 
same  story.  She  had  heard  it  from  Tdrs.  Proudie,  the  bishop's 
wife.  "  That  woman  is  as  false  as  the  father  of  falsehoods," 
said  Mrs.  Grautlv.  But  she  trembled  the  more ;  and  as  she 
prepared  her  parish  work,  could  think  of  nothing  but  her  child. 
What  would  be  all  her  life  to  come,  what  would  have  been  all 
that  was  past  of  her  life,  if  this  thing  should  happen  to  her  ? 
She  woulJ  not  believe  it ;  but  yet  she  trembled  the  more  as  she 
thought  of  her  daughter's  exaltation,  and  remembered  that 
such  things  had  been  done  in  that  world  to  which  Griselda  now 
belonged.  Ah  !  would  it  not  have  been  better  for  them  if  they 
had  not  raised  their  heads  so  high  !  And  she  walked  out  alone 
among  the  tombs  of  the  neighbouring  churchyard,  and  stood 
over  the  gi-ave  in  which  had  been  laid  the  body  of  her  other 
daughter.  Could  be  it  that  the  fate  of  that  one  had  been  the 
happier. 

Very  few  words  were  spoken  on  the  subject  between  her 
and  the  archdeacon,  and  yet  it  seemed  agi'eed  among  them 
that  something  should  be  done.  He  went  up  to  London,  and 
saw  his  daughter, — not  daring,  however,  to  mention  such  a 
subject.  Lord  Dumbello  was  cross  with  him,  and  very  uncom- 
municative. Lideed  both  the  archdeacon  and  Mrs.  Grantly 
had  found  that  their  daughter's  house  was  not  comfortable 
to  them,  and  as  they  were  sulliciently  proud  among  their  own 
class  they  had  not  cared  to  press  themselves  on  the  hospitality 
of  their  son-in-law.  But  he  had  been  able  to  perceive  that  ail 
was  not  right  in  the  house  in  Carlton  Gardens.  Lord  Dum- 
bello was  not  gracious  with  his  wife,  and  there  was  something 
in  the  silence,  rather  than  in  the  speech,  of  men,  which  seemed 
to  justif\-  the  report  which  had  reached  him. 

"  He  is  there  oftener  than  he  should  be,"  said  the  arch 
deacon.     "  And  lam  sure  of  this,  at  least,  that  Dumbello  does 
not  like  it." 

"I  vrill  wTite  to  her,"  said  Mrs.  Grantlv  at  last.  *'  I  am 
still  her  mother ; — I  wUl  write  to  her.  It  may  be  that  she 
does  not  know  what  people  say  of  her." 

And  Mrs.  Grantly  did  write. 
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Plumstead,  April,  186 — 
Dearest  Griselda, 

It  seems  sometimes  that  you  have  been  moved  so  far  away  from 
me  that  I  have  hardly  a  right  to  concern  myself  more  in  the  afiairs 
of  your  daily  life,  aiid  I  know  that  it  is  impossible  that  you  should 
refer  to  me  for  advice  or  sympathy,  as  you  would  have  done  had  you 
married  some  gentleman  of  our  own  standing.  But  I  am  quite  sure 
that  my  child  does  not  forget  her  mother,  or  fiiil  to  look  back  upon  her 
mother's  love  •,  and  that  she  will  allow  me  to  speak  to  her  if  she  be  m 
trouble,  as  I  would  to  any  other  child  whom  1  had  loved  and  cherished. 
I  pray  God  that  I  may  be  wi-ong  in  supposing  that  such  trouble  is  near 
you.     If  I  am  so  you  will  forgive  me  my  solicitude. 

Rumours  have  reached  us  from  more  than  one  quarter  that Oh  ! 

Griselda,  I  hardly  know  in  what  words  to  conceal  and  yet  to  declare  that 
which  I  have  to  -m-ite.  They  say  that  you  are  intimate  with  Mr.  Palliser, 
the  nephew  of  the  duke,  and  that  your  husband  is  much  offended.  Per- 
haps I  had  better  tell  you  all,  openly,  cautioning  you  not  to  suppose  that 
I  have  believed  it.  They  say  that  it  is  thought  that  you  are  going  to 
put  yourself  under  Mr.  Palliser's  protection.  My  dearest  child,  I  think 
you  can  imagine  with  what  an  agony  I  ^\Tite  these  words, — with  what 
terrible  gi-ief  I  must  have  been  oppressed  before  I  could  have  allowed 
myself  to  entertain  the  thoughts  which  have  produced  them.  Such 
things  are  said  openly  in  Barchester,  and  your  father,  who  has  been  in 
to\vn  and  has  seen  you,  feels  himself  unable  to  tell  me  that  my  mind 
ma}''  be  at  rest. 

I  will  not  say  to  you  a  word  as  to  the  injury  in  a  worldly  point  of 
view  which  would  come  to  you  from  any  rupture  with  yoiu-  husband. 
I  believe  that  you  can  see  what  would  "be  the  effect  of  so  terrible  a 
step  quite  as  plainly  as  1  can  show  it  you.  You  would  break  the  heart 
of  your  father,  and  send  your  mother  to  her  grave ; — but  it  is  not  even 
on  that  that  I  may  most  insist.  It  is  this,— that  you  would  offend  yom- 
God  by  the  worst"  sin  that  a  woman  can  commit,  and  cast  yourself  into 
a  depth  of  infamy  in  which  repentance  before  God  is  almost  impossible, 
and  from  which  escape  before  man  is  not  iiermitted. 

I  do  not  lielieve  it,  my  dearest,  dearest  chUd.— my  only  living  daughter; 
1  do  not  believe  what  they  have  said  to  me.  But  as  a  mother  I  have 
not  dared  to  leave  the  slander  unnoticed.  If  you  will  write  to  me  and  say 
that  it  is  not  so,  you  will  make  me  happy  again,  even  though  you  should 
rebuke  me  for  my  suspicion. 

Believe  that  iit  all  times,  and  under  all  circumstances,  I  am  still  your 
loving  mother,  as  I  was  in  other  days.  Susan  Grantly. 

We  will  now  go  back  to  Mr.  Palliser  as  he  sat  in  his 
chambers  at  the  Albany,  thinking  of  his  love.  The  duke  had 
cautioned  him,  and  the  duke's  agent  had  cautioned  him ;  and 
he,  in  spite  of  his  high  feeling  of  independence,  had  almost 
been  made  to  tremble.  All  his  thousands  a  year  were  in  the 
balance,  and  perhaps  everything  on  which  depended  his  position 
before  the  world.  But,  nevertheless,  though  he  did  tremble, 
he  resolved  to  persevere.  Statistics  were  becomiiig  dry  to  him, 
and  love  was  very  sweet.    Statistics,  he  thought,  might  be  niade 
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as  enchanting  as  ever,  if  only  they  couUI  be  mingled  \\ith  love. 
The  mere  idea  of  loving  Lady  Dumbello  had  seemed  to  givo 
a  salt  to  his  life  of  which  he  did  not  now  know  how  to  rob 
himself.  It  is  true  that  he  had  not  as  yet  enjoyed  many  of  the 
absolute  blessings  of  love,  seeing  that  his  conversations  •with 
Lady  Dumbello  had  never  been  warmer  than  those  which  have 
been  repeated  in  these  pages  ;  but  his  imagination  had  been  at 
work ;  and  now  that  Lady  Dumbello  was  fully  established  at 
her  house  in  Carlton  Gardens,  he  was  determined  to  declare 
his  passion  on  the  first  convenient  opportunity.  It  was  suffi- 
ciently manifest  to  him  that  the  world  expected  him  to  do  so, 
and  that  the  world  was  already  a  little  disposed  to  find  fault 
with  the  slowness  of  his  proceedings. 

He  had  been  once  at  Carlton  Gardens  since  the  season  had 
commenced,  and  the  lady  had  fiivoured  him  with  her  sweetest 
smile.  But  he  had  only  been  half  a  ipiuute  alone  with  her,  and 
during  that  half-minute  had  only  time  to  remark  that  he  sup- 
posed she  would  now  remain  in  London  for  the  season. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  had  answered,  "we  shall  not  leave  till 
Julv."  Nor  could  he  leave  till  Julv,  because  of  the  exigencies 
of  his  statistics.  He  therefore  had  before  him  two,  if  not  three, 
dear  months  in  which  to  manoeuvre,  to  declare  his  purposes, 
and  prepare  for  the  future  events  of  his  life.  As  he  resolved 
on  a  certain  morning  that  he  would  say  his  first  tender  word 
to  Lady  Dumbello  that  veiy  night,  in  the  drawing-room  of  Lady 
De  Courcy,  where  he  knew  that  he  should  meet  her,  a  letter 
came  to  him  by  the  post.  He  well  knew  the  hand  and  the 
intimation  which  it  would  contain.  It  was  from  the  duke's 
agent,  Mr.  Fothergill,  and  infonned  him  that  a  certain  sum  of 
money  had  been  placed  to  his  credit  at  his  banker's.  But  the 
letter  went  further,  and  informed  him  also  that  the  duke  had 
given  his  agent  to  understand  that  special  instnictions  would 
be  necessary  before  the  next  quarterly  payment  could  be  made. 
Mr.  Fothergill  said  nothing  further,  but  Mr.  Palliser  understood 
it  all.  He  felt  his  blood  run  cold  round  his  heart  ;  but,  never- 
theless, he  detei-mined  that  he  would  not  break  his  word  to 
Lady  De  Courcy  that  night. 

And  Lady  Dumbello  received  her  letter  also  on  the  same 
morning.  She  was  being  dressed  as  she  read  it,  and  the 
maidens  who  attended  her  found  no  cause  to  suspect  that  any- 
thing in  the  letter  had  excited  her  ladyship.  Her  ladyship  was 
not  often  excited,  though  she  was  \-igilant  in  exacting  from 
them  their  utmost  caies.     She  read  her  letter,  however,  very 
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carefully,  and  as  she  sat  beneath  the  toilet  implements  of  her 
maidens  thought  deeply  of  the  tidings  which  had  been  brought 
to  her.  She  was  angiy  with  no  one  ; — she  was  thankful  to  no 
one.  She  felt  no  special  love  for  any  person  concerned  in  the 
matter.  Her  heart  did  not  say,  "  Oh,  my  lord  and  husband  ! "' 
or,  "  Oh,  my  lover  !"  or,  "  Oh,  my  mother,  the  friend  of  my 
childhood  !  "  But  she  became  aware  that  matter  for  thought 
had  been  brought  before  her,  and  she  did  think.  "  Send  my 
love  to  Lord  Dumbello,"  she  said,  when  the  operations  were 
nearly  completed,  "  and  tell  him  that  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  see 
him  if  he  will  come  to  me  while  I  am  at  breakfast." 

"  Yes,  my  lady."  And  then  the  message  came  back  : 
"  His  lordship  would  be  with  her  ladyship  certainly." 

"  Gustavus,"  she  said,  as  soon  as  she  had  seated  herself 
discreetly  in  her  chair,  "  I  have  had  a  letter  from  my  mother, 
which  you  had  better  read ;  "  and  she  handed  to  him  the 
document.  "  I  do  not  know  what  I  have  done  to  deserve  such 
suspicions  from  her  ;  but  she  lives  in  the  country,  and  has 
probably  been  deceived  by  ill-natured  people.  At  any  rate  you 
must  read  it,  and  tell  me  what  I  should  do." 

We  may  predicate  from  this  that  Mr.  Palliser's  chance 
of  being  able  to  shipwreck  himself  upon  that  rock  was  but 
small,  and  that  he  would,  in  spite  of  himself,  be  saved  from 
his  uncle's  anger.  Lord  Dumbello  took  the  letter  and  read  it 
veiy  slowly,  standing,  as  he  did  so,  with  his  back  to  the  fire. 
Jle  read  it  veiy  slowly,  and  his  wife,  though  she  never  turned 
her  face  directly  upon  his,  could  perceive  that  he  became  very 
red,  that  he  was  fluttered  and  put  beyond  himself,  and  that  his 
answer  was  not  ready.  She  was  well  aware  that  his  conduct 
to  her  during  the  last  three  months  had  been  much  altered 
from  his  former  usages ;  that  he  had  been  rougher  with  her  iu 
his  speech  when  alone,  and  less  courteous  in  his  attention 
when  in  society ;  but  she  had  made  no  complaint  or  spoken  a 
^^■ord  to  show  him  that  she  had  marked  the  change.  She 
had  kno^Ti,  moreover,  the  cause  of  his  altered  manner,  and 
having  considered  much,  had  resolved  that  she  would  live  it 
down.  She  had  declared  to  herself  that  she  had  done  no 
deed  and  spoken  no  word  that  justified  suspicion,  and  therefore 
she  would  make  no  change  in  her  ways,  or  show  herself  to  be 
conscious  that  she  was  suspected.  But  now, — having  her 
mother's  letter  in  her  hand, — she  could  bring  him  to  an 
explanation  without  making  him  aware  that  6he  had  ever 
thought  that  he  had  been  jealous  of  her.    To  her,  her  mother's 
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Ifttter  was  a  great  assistance.  It  justified  a  scene  like  this, 
and  enabled  her  to  fight  her  battle  after  her  own  fashion. 
As  for  eloping  with  any  Mr.  Palliser,  and  giving  up  the 
position  which  she  had  won ; — no,  indeed !  She  had  been 
fastened  in  her  grooves  too  well  for  that !  Her  mother,  in 
entertaining  any  fear  on  such  a  subject,  had  shown  herself 
to  be  ignorant  of  the  solidity  of  her  daughter's  character. 

"  "Well,  Gustavus,"  she  said  at  last.  "  You  must  say 
what  answer  I  shall  make,  or  whether  I  shall  make  any 
answer."  But  he  was  not  even  yet  ready  to  instruct  her. 
So  he  unfolded  the  letter  and  read  it  again,  and  she  pom^d 
out  for  herself  a  cup  of  tea. 

"It's  a  very-  serious  matter,"  said  he. 

"Yes,  it  is  serious;  I  could  not  but  think  such  a  letter 
from  my  mother  to  be  serious.  Had  it  come  from  any  one 
else  I  doubt  whether  I  should  have  troubled  you;  unless, 
indeed,  it  had  been  from  any  as  near  to  you  as  she  is  to 
me.     As  it  is,  you  cannot  but  feel  that  I  am  right." 

"  Right !     Oh,   yes,  you   are   right, — quite  right  to  tell 

me ;  you  should  tell  me  everjihing.     D them  !  "     But 

whom  he  meant  to  condemn  he  did  not  explain. 

"  I  am  above  all  things  averse  to  cause  you  trouble,"  she 
said.     "  I  have  seen  some  little  things  of  late " 

"  Has  he  ever  said  anything  to  you '?  " 

"  Who, — Mr.  Palliser?     Never  a  word." 

"  He  has  hinted  at  nothing  of  this  kind  ?  " 

"  Never  a  word.  Had  he  done  so,  I  must  have  made  you 
understand  that  he  could  not  have  been  allowed  again  into 
my  drawing-room."  Then  again  he  read  the  letter,  or  pre- 
tended to  do  so. 

"  Your  mother  means  well,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  yes,  she  means  well.  She  has  been  foolish  to 
believe  the  tittle-tattle  that  has  reached  her, — very  foolish  to 
oblige  me  to  give  you  this  annoyance." 

"  Oh,  as  for  that,  I'm  not  annoyed.  By  Jove,  no.  Come, 
Griselda,  let  us  have  it  all  out ;  other  people  liave  said  this, 
and  I  have  been  unhappy.     Now,  you  know  it  all." 

"  Have  I  made  you  unhappy  ?  " 

"Well,  no;  not  you.  Don't  be  hard  upon  me  when  I 
tell  you  the  whole  truth.  Fools  and  brutes  have  whispered 
things  that  have  vexed  me.  They  may  whisper  till  the 
de\-il  fetches  them,  but  they  shan't  annoy  mo  again.  Give 
me  a  kiss,  my  girl."     And  he  absolutely  put  out  his  arms 

35 
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and  embraced  her.  "  Write  a  good-natured  letter  to  your 
mother,  and  ask  her  to  come  up  for  a  week  in  May.  That'll 
be  the  best  thing  ;  and  then  she'll  understand.  By  Jove,  it's 
twelve  o'clock.     Good-by." 

Lady  Dumbello  was  well  aware  that  she  had  triumphed, 
and  that  her  mother's  letter  had  been  invaluable  to  her. 
But  it  had  been  used,  and  therefore  she  did  not  read  it  again. 
She  ate  her  breakfast  in  quiet  comfort,  looldng  over  a  milliner's 
French  circular  as  she  did  so  ;  and  then,  when  the  time  for 
such  an  operation  had  fully  come,  she  got  to  her  writing-table 
and  answered  her  mother's  letter. 

Dear  SIamma  (she  said), 

I  THOUGHT  it  best  to  show  your  letter  at  once  to  Lord  Dumbello. 
lie  said  that  people  would  be  ill-natured,  and  seemed  to  think  that  the 
telling  of  such  stories  could  not  be  helped.  As  regards  vou,  he  was 
not  a  bit  angry,  but  said  that  you  and  papa  had  better  come  to  us  for  a 
Aveek  about  the  end  of  next  month.  Do  come.  "We  are  to  have  rather 
a  large  dinner-party  on  the  23rd.  His  Royal  Highness  is  coming,  and  I 
think  papa  would  like  to  meet  him.  Have  you  observed  that  those  very 
high  bonnets  have  all  gone  out:  I  never  liked  them;  and  as  I  had  got 
a  hint  from  Paris,  I  have  been  doing  my  best  to  put  them  do^^•n.  I  do 
hope  nothing  will  prevent  your  coming. 

Your  aifectionate  daughter, 
Carlton  Gardens,  Wednesday.  G.  Dcmbello. 

Mrs.  Grantly  was  aware,  from  the  moment  in  which  she 
received  the  letter,  that  she  had  wronged  her  daughter  by 
her  suspicions.  It  did  not  occur  to  her  to  disbelieve  a  word 
that  was  said  in  the  letter,  or  an  infei-ence  that  was  implied. 
She  had  been  wrong,  and  rejoiced  that  it  was  so.  But  never- 
theless there  was  that  in  the  letter  which  annoyed  and  irritated 
her,  though  she  could  not  explain  to  herself  the  cause  of 
her  annoyance.  She  had  thrown  all  her  heart  into  that 
which  she  had  written,  but  in  the  words  which  her  child 
had  written  not  a  vestige  of  heart  was  to  be  found.  In 
that  reconciling  of  God  and  Mammon  which  Mrs,  Grantly 
had  can-ied  on  so  successfully  in  the  education  of  her  daughter, 
the  organ  had  not  been  required,  and  had  become  withered, 
if  not  defunct,  tlu-ough  want  of  use. 

"We  will  not  go   there,    I  think,"   said   Mrs.   Grantly, 
speaking  to  her  husband. 

"  Oh  deal-,  no  ;  certainly  not.     If  you  want  to  go  to  town 
at  all,  I  will  take  rooms  for   you.     And  as  for   his   Royal 

Highness !  I  have  a  great  respect  for  his  Royal  Highness, 

but  I  do  not  in  the  least  desire  to  meet  him  at  Dumbello 's  table." 
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And  so  that  matter  was  settled,  as  regarded  the  inhabitants 
of  Plamstead  Episcopi. 

And  whither  did  Lord  Dumbello  betake  himself  when  he 
left  his  wife's  room  iu  so  great  a  hurry  at  twelve  o'clock  ? 
Not  to  the  Park,  nor  to  Tattersall's,  nor  to  a  Committee -room 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  nor  yet  to  the  bow-window  of  his 
club.  But  he  went  straight  to  a  great  jeweller's  in  Ludgate- 
hill,  and  there  purchased  a  wonderful  green  necklace,  very 
rare  and  curious,  heavy  with  green  sparkling  drops,  with 
three  rows  of  shining  green  stones  embedded  in  chaste  gold, 
— a  necklace  amounting  almost  to  a  jewelled  cuii'ass  in  weight 
and  extent.  It  had  been  in  all  the  exhibitions,  and  was  very 
costly  and  magnificent,  ^^^lile  Lady  Dumbello  was  still  dressing 
in  the  evening  this  was  brought  to  her  with  her  lord's  love, 
as  his  token  of  renewed  confidence  ;  and  Lady  l)imibello,  as 
she  counted  the  sparkles,  triumphed  inwardly,  tclHng  herself 
that  she  had  played  her  cards  well. 

But  while  she  counted  the  sparkles  produced  by  her  full 
reconciliation  with  her  lord,  poor  Plantagenet  Palliser  was 
still  trembling  in  his  ignorance.  If  only  he  could  have  been 
allowed  to  see  ilrs.  Grantly's  letter,  and  the  lady's  answer, 
and  the  lord's  present !  But  no  such  seebg  was  vouchsafed 
to  him,  and  he  was  earned  off  in  his  brougham  to  Lady 
De  Courcy's  house,  twittering  with  expectant  love,  and 
trembling  with  expectant  ruin.  To  this  conclusion  he  had 
come  at  any  rate,  that  if  anj'thing  was  to  be  done,  it  should 
be  done  now.  He  would  speak  a  word  of  love,  and  prepare  his 
future  in  accordance  with  the  acceptance  it  might  receive. 

Lady  De  Courcy's  rooms  were  very  crowded  when  ho 
arrived  there.  It  was  the  first  great  cnishing  party  of  the 
season,  and  all  the  world  had  been  collected  into  Portman 
Square.  Lady  De  Coui-cy  was  smiling  as  though  her  lord 
had  no  teeth,  as  though  her  eldest  son's  condition  was  quite 
happy,  and  all  things  wero  going  well  with  the  De  Cuurcy 
interests.  Lady  Margaretta  was  there  behind  her,  bland 
without  and  bitter  within  ;  and  Lady  Rosina  also,  at  some 
further  distance,  reconciled  to  this  world's  vanity  and  finer)' 
because  there  was  to  be  no  dancing.  And  the  married 
daughters  of  the  house  were  there  also,  strinng  to  maintain 
their  positions  on  the  strength  of  their  undonbtetl  birth,  but 
subjected  to  some  snubbing  by  the  lowness  of  their  absolute 
circumstances.  Gazebee  was  there,  happy  in  the  absolute  fact 
of  his  connection  with  an  earl,  and  blessed  with  the  considera- 
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tion  that  was  extended  to  liim  as  an  earl's  son-in-law.  And 
Crosbie,  also,  Avas  in  the  rooms, — was  present  there,  though 
he  had  sworn  to  himself  that  he  would  no  longer  dance 
attendance  on  the  countess,  and  that  he  would  sever  himself 
away  from  the  wretchedness  of  the  family.  But  if  he  gave  up 
them  and  their  ways,  what  else  would  then  he  left  to  him  ? 
He  had  come,  therefore,  and  now  stood  alone,  sullen,  in  a 
comer,  telling  himself  that  all  was  vanity.  Yes ;  to  the  vain 
ail  will  be  vanity  ;  and  to  the  poor  of  heart  all  will  be  poor. 

Lady  Dumbello  was  there  in  a  small  inner  room,  seated 
on  a  couch  to  which  she  had  been  brought  on  her  first  arrival 
at  the  house,  and  on  which  she  would  remain  till  she  depaiied. 
From  time  to  time  some  very  noble  or  very  elevated  personage 
would  come  before  her  and  say  a  word,  and  she  would  answer 
that  elevated  personage  with  another  word ;  but  nobody  had 
attempted  with  her  the  task  of  conversation.  It  was  under- 
stood that  Lady  Dumbello  did  not  converse, — unless  it  were 
occasionally  with  Mr.  Palliser. 

She  knew  well  that  Mr.  Palliser  was  to  meet  her  there. 
He  had  told  her  expressly  that  he  should  do  so,  having 
inquired,  with  much  solicitude,  whether  she  intended  to  obey 
the  invitation  of  the  countess.  "  I  shall  probably  be  there," 
she  had  said,  and  now  had  determined  that  her  mother's  letter 
and  her  husband's  conduct  to  her  should  not  cause  her  to 
break  her  word.  Should  Mr.  Palliser  "forget"  himself,  she 
would  know  how  to  say  a  word  to  him  as  she  had  known  how 
to  say  a  word  to  her  husband.  Forget  himself !  She  was  very 
sure  that  Mr.  Palliser  had  been  making  up  his  mind  to  forget 
himself  for  some  months  past. 

He  did  come  to  her,  and  stood  over  her,  looking  unutterable 
things.  His  unutterable  things,  however,  were  so  looked,  that 
they  did  not  absolutely  demand  notice  from  the  lady.  He  did 
not  sigh  like  a  furnace,  nor  open  his  eyes  upon  her  as  though 
there  were  two  suns  in  the  firmament  above  her  head,  nor  did 
he  beat  his  breast  or  tear  his  hair.  Mr.  Palliser  had  been 
brought  up  in  a  school  which  delights  in  tranquillity,  and  never 
allows  its  pupils  to  commit  themselves  either  to  the  sublime  or 
to  the  ridiculous.  He  did  look  an  unutterable  thing  or  two ; 
but  he  did  it  with  so  decorous  an  eye,  that  the  lady,  who  was 
measuring  it  all  with  great  accuracy,  could  not,  as  yet,  declare 
that  Mr.  Palliser  had  "  forgotten  himself." 

There  was  room  by  her  on  the  couch,  and  once  or  twice,  at 
Hartlebuiy,  he  had  ventured  so  to  seat  himself.     Ou  the  pre- 
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sent  occasion,  however,  he  could  not  do  so  without  placing 
himself  nianilestly  on  her  dress.  She  would  have  known  how 
to  fill  a  larger  couch  even  than  that, — as  she  would  have 
known,  also,  how  to  make  room, — had  it  been  her  mind  to  do 
so.  So  he  stood  still  over  her,  and  she  smiled  at  him.  Such 
a  smile  !  It  was  cold  as  death,  flattering  no  one,  saying 
nothing,  hideous  in  its  unmeaning,  unreal  grace.  Ah !  how 
I  hate  the  smile  of  a  woman  who  smiles  by  rote !  It  made 
Mr.  Palliser  feel  very  uncomfortable ; — but  he  did  not  analyze 
it,  and  persevered. 

"  Ladv  Dumbello,"  he  said,  and  his  voice  was  very  low, 
"  I  have  been  lookiug  forward  to  meeting  you  here." 

"Have  you,  Mr.  Palliser?  Yes;  I  remember  that  you 
asked  me  whether  I  was  coming." 

"  I  did.  Hm —  Lady  Dumbello  !"  and  he  almost  trenched 
upon  the  outside  verijo  of  that  schooling  which  had  taught  him 
to  avoid  both  the  sublime  and  the  ridiculous.  I3u+  he  had  not 
forgotten  himself  as  yet,  and  so  she  smiled  again. 

"  Lady  Dumbello,  in  this  world  in  which  we  live,  it  is  so 
hard  to  get  a  moment  in  which  we  can  speak."  He  had 
thought  that  she  would  move  her  dress,  but  she  did  not. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  she  said;  "one  doesn't  often  want 
to  say  veiT  much,  I  think," 

"Ah,  no;  not  often,  perhaps.  But  when  one  does  want! 
How  I  do  hate  these  crowded  rooms !  "  Yet,  when  he  had  been 
at  Hartlebury  he  had  resolved  that  the  only  ground  for  him 
would  be  the  crowded  drawing-room  of  some  large  London 
house.  "  I  wonder  whether  you  ever  desii-e  anything  beyond 
them?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  she;  "  but  I  confess  that  I  am  fond  o'l 
parties." 

Mr.  Palliser  looked  round  and  thought  that  he  saw  that 
he  was  unobserved.  He  hail  made  up  his  mind  as  to  what  he 
would  do,  and  he  was  determined  to  do  it.  He  hid  in  him 
none  of  that  readiness  which  enables  some  men  to  make  lovo 
and  carrj'  off  their  Diilcineas  at  a  moment's  notice,  but  ho  had 
that  pluck  which  would  have  made  himself  disgraceful  in  his 
own  eyes  if  he  omitted  to  do  that  as  to  the  doing  of  which  he 
had  made  a  solemn  resolution.  He  would  have  preferred  to 
do  it  sitting,  but,  faute  de  mieux,  seeing  that  a  seat  was  denied 
to  him,  he  would  do  it  standing. 

"  Griselda,"  he  said, — and  it  must  bo  admitted  that  hia 
tone  was  not  bad.     The  word  sank  softly  into  her  car,  like 
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small  rain  upon  moss,  and  it  sank  into  no  other  ear. 
"Griselda!" 

"Mr.  Palliser!"  said  she; — and  though  she  made  no 
scene,  though  she  merely  glanced  upon  him  once,  he  could  see 
that  he  was  wrong. 

"May  I  not  call  you  so?" 

"  Certainly  not.  Shall  I  ask  you  to  see  if  my  people  are 
there?"  He  stood  a  moment  hefore  her  hesitating.  "My 
carriage,  I  mean."  As  she  gave  the  command  she  glanced 
at  him  again,  and  then  he  obeyed  her  orders. 

When  he  returned  she  had  left  her  seat ;  but  he  heard  her 
name  announced  on  the  stairs,  and  caught  a  glance  of  the  back 
of  her  head  as  she  made  her  way  gracefully  do^mi  through  the 
crowd.  He  never  attempted  to  make  love  to  her  again,  utterly 
disappointing  the  hopes  of  Lady  De  Courcy,  Mrs.  Proudie, 
and  Lady  Clandidlem. 

As  I  would  wish  those  who  are  interested  in  ]\Ii'.  Palliser's 
fortunes  to  know  the  ultimate  result  of  this  adventure,  and  as 
we  shall  not  have  space  to  return  to  his  aflairs  in  this  little 
history,  I  may,  perhaps,  be  allowed  to  press  somewhat  for- 
ward, and  tell  what  Fortune  did  for  him  before  the  close  of 
that  Loudon  season.  Eveiybody  knows  that  in  that  spring 
Lady  Glencora  MacCluskie  was  brought  out  before  the  world, 
and  it  is  equally  well  known  that  she,  as  the  only  child  of  the 
late  Lord  of  the  Isles,  was  the  great  heiress  of  the  day.  It  is 
true  that  the  hereditaiy  possession  of  Skye,  Stafia,  MuU, 
Arran,  and  Bute  went,  -nith  the  title,  to  the  Marquis  of  Auld- 
reekie,  together  with  the  counties  of  Caithness  and  Koss-shire. 
But  the  property  in  Fife,  Aberdeen,  Pei-th,  and  Kincardine- 
shire, comprising  the  greater  part  of  those  counties,  and  the 
coal-mines  in  Lanark,  as  well  as  the  enormous  estate  within 
the  city  of  Glasgow,  were  unentailed,  and  went  to  the  Lady 
Glencora.  She  was  a  fair  girl,  with  bright  blue  eyes  and 
short  wa^^T^  flaxen  hair,  very  soft  to  the  eye.  The  Lady 
Glencora  was  small  in  stature,  and  her  happy  round  face 
lacked,  perhaps,  the  highest  grace  of  female  beauty.  But 
there  was  ever  a  smile  upon  it,  at  which  it  was  very  pleasant 
to  look  ;  and  the  intense  interest  with  which  Bhe  would  dance, 
and  talk,  and  follow  up  eveiy  amusement  that  was  offered  her, 
was  veiy  charming.  The  horse  she  rode  was  the  dearjest  love ; 
— oh  !  she  loved  him  so  dearly  !  And  she  had  a  little  dog  that 
was  almost  as  dear  as  the  horse.  The  friend  of  her  youth, 
Sabrina  Scott,  was — oh,  such  a  girl !     And  her  cousin,  the 
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little  Lord  of  the  Isles,  the  heir  of  the  marquis,  was  so  gracious 
and  beautiful  that  she  was  always  coveriug  him  with  kisses. 
Unfortunately  he  was  only  six,  so  that  there  was  hardly  a 
possibility  that  the  properties  should  be  brought  together. 

But  Lady  Glencora,  though  she  was  so  charming,  had  even 
in  this,  her  first  outset  upon  the  world,  given  great  uneasiness 
to  her  friends,  and  caused  the  Mai-quis  of  Aulikeekie  to  be 
almost  wild  with  dismay.  There  was  a  terribly  handsome  man 
about  iovra,  who  had  spent  eveiy  shilling  that  anybody  would 
give  him,  who  was  very  fond  of  brandy,  who  was  known,  but 
not  trusted,  at  Newmarket,  who  was  said  to  be  deep  in  every 
vice,  whose  father  would  not  speak  to  him  ; — and  with  him  the 
Lady  Glencora  was  never  tired  of  dancing.  One  morning  she 
had  told  her  cousin  the  marquis,  with  a  flashing  eye, — for  the 
round  blue  eye  could  flash, — that  Brrgo  Fitzgerald  was  more 
sinned  against  than  sinning.  Ah  me !  what  was  a  guardian 
marquis,  anxious  for  the  fate  of  the  family  property,  to  do 
under  such  circumstances  as  that '? 

But  before  the  end  of  the  season  the  marquis  and  the  duke 
were  both  happy  men,  and  we  will  hope  that  the  Lady  Glencora 
also  was  satisfied.  Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser  had  danced  with 
her  twice,  and  had  spoken  his  mind.  He  had  an  inter\iew 
with  the  marquis,  which  was  pre-eminently  satisfactorj-,  and 
evers-tbiug  was  settled.  Glencora  no  doubt  told  him  how  she 
had  accepted  that  plain  gold  ring  from  Burgo  Fitzgerald,  and 
how  she  had  restored  it ;  but  I  doubt  whether  she  ever  told 
him  of  that  wavy  lock  of  golden  hair  which  Burgo  still  keeps 
in  his  receptacle  for  such  treasures. 

"  Plantagenet,"  said  the  duke,  with  qnite  unaccustomed 
warmth,  "  in  this,  as  in  all  things,  you  have  shown  yourself  to 
be  everything  that  I  could  desire.  I  have  told  the  marquis 
that  Matching  Priory,  with  the  whole  estate,  should  be  given 
over  to  you  at  once.  It  is  the  most  comfortable  country-house 
I  know.'  Glencora  shall  have  The  Horns  as  her  wedding 
present." 

But  the  genial,  frank  delight  of  Mr.  Fothcrgill  pleased 
Mr.  Palliser  the  most.  The  heir  of  the  Pallisers  had  done  his 
duty,  and  Mr.  Fothergill  was  unieignedly  a  happy  man. 


552       TnE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLIKGTON. 

CHAPTER    LVI. 

snowixG  now  me.  crosbie  became  again  a  happy  man. 

It  has  been  told  in  the  last  chapter  how  Lady  De  Courcy  gave 
a  great  party  in  London  in  the  latter  days  of  April,  and  it  may 
therefore  be  thought  that  things  were  going  well  with  the  De 
Courcys ;  but  I  fear  the  inference  would  be  untnie.  At  any 
rate,  things  were  not  going  well  with  Lady  Alexandrina,  for 
she,  on  her  mother's  first  anival  in  town,  had  rushed  to 
Portman-squure  with  a  long  tale  of  her  sufferings. 

"Oh,  mamma!  you  would  not  believe  it;  but  he  hardly 
ever  speaks  to  me." 

"  My  dear,  there  are  worse  faults  in  a  man  than  that." 

"  I  am  alone  there  all  the  day.  I  never  get  out.  He 
never  offers  to  get  me  a  carriage.  He  asked  me  to  walk  with 
him  once  last  week,  when  it  was  raining.  I  saw  that  he  waited 
till  the  rain  began.  Only  think,  I  have  not  been  out  three 
evenings  this  month, — except  to  Amelia's ;  and  now  he  says 
he  won't  go  there  any  more,  because  a  fly  is  so  expensive. 
You  can't  believe  how  uncomfortable  the  house  is." 

"  I  thought  you  chose  it,  my  dear." 

"  I  looked  at  it,  but,  of  course,  I  didn't  know  what  a  house 
ought  to  be.  Amelia  said  it  wasn't  nice,  but  he  would  have  it. 
He  hates  Amelia.  I'm  sure  of  that,  for  he  says  everything  he 
can  to  snub  her  and  Mr.  Gazebee.  Mr.  Gazebee  is  as  good  as 
he,  at  any  rate.  "What  do  you  think  ?  He  has  given  Kichard 
warning  to  go.  You  never  saw  him,  but  he  was  a  very  good 
servant.  He  has  given  him  warning,  and  he  is  not  talking  of 
getting  another  man.  I  won't  live  with  him  without  somebody 
to  wait  upon  me." 

"  My  dearest  girl,  do  not  think  of  such  a  thing  as  leaving 
him." 

"But  I  will  think  of  it,  mamma.  You  do  not  know  what 
my  life  is  in  that  house.  He  never  speaks  to  me, — never. 
He  comes  homo  before  dinner  at  half-past  six,  and  when  he 
has  just  shown  himself  he  goes  to  his  di-essing-room.  He  is 
always  silent  at  dinner-time,  and  after  dinner  he  goes  to  sleep. 
He  breakfasts  always  at  nine,  and  goes  away  at  half-past  nine, 
though  I  know  he  does  not  get  to  his  office  till  eleven.  If  I 
want  anything,  ho  says  that  it  cannot  be  afforded.     I  never 
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thouglit  before  that  he  was  stingy,  but  I  am  sure  now  that  he 
mast  be  a  miser  at  heart." 

"  It  is  better  so  than  a  spendthrift,  Alcxandrina." 

"  I  don't  know  that  it  is  better.  He  could  not  malce  me 
more  unhappy  than  I  am.  Unhappy  is  no  word  for  it.  What 
can  I  do,  shiit  up  in  such  a  house  as  that  by  myself  from  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning  till  six  in  the  evening?  Everybody 
knows  what  he  is,  so  that  nobody  will  come  to  see  me.  I  tell 
you  fairly,  mamma,  I  will  not  stand  it.  K  you  cannot  help 
me,  I  will  look  for  help  elsewhere." 

It  may,  at  any  rate,  be  said  that  things  were  not  going  well 
with  that'  branch  of  the  De  Courcy  family.  Nor,  indeed,  was 
it  going  well  with  some  other  branches.  Lord  Porlock  had 
married,  not  having  selected  his  partner  for  life  from  the 
choicest  cream  of  the  aristocratic  circles,  and  his  mother, 
while  endeavouring  to  say  a  word  in  his  favour,  had  been  so 
abused  by  the  earl  that  she  had  been  driven  to  declare  that 
she  could  no  longer  endure  such  usage.  She  had  come  up 
to  London  in  direct  opposition  to  his  commands,  while  he  was 
fastened  to  his  room  by  gout;  and  had  given  her  party  in 
defiance  of  him,  so  that  people  should  not  say,  when  her 
back  was  turned,  that  she  had  slunk  away  in  despair. 

"I  have  borne  it,"  she  said  to  Margaretta,  "longer  than 
any  other  woman  in  England  would  have  done.  While  I 
thought  that  any  of  you  would  marry " 

"  Oh,  don't  talk  of  that,  mamma,"  said  Margaretta,  pultiDg 
a  little  scoiTi  into  her  voice.  She  had  not  been  quite  pleased 
that  even  her  mother  should  intimate  that  all  her  chance  was 
over,  and  yet  she  herself  had  often  told  her  mother  that  she 
bad  given  up  all  thought  of  marr}'ing. 

"  Rosina  will* go  to  Arat-lia's,"  the  countess  continued; 
"  Mr.  Gazebec  is  quite  satisfied  that  it  should  be  so,  and  he  will 
take  care  that  she  shall  have  enough  to  cover  her  own  expenses. 
I  propose  that  you  and  I,  dear,  shall  go  to  Badcn-Uaden." 

"  And  about  money,  mamma  ?" 

"  Mr.  Gazebee  must  manage  it.  In  spite  of  all  that  your 
father  says,  I  know  that  there  must  be  money.  The  expense 
will  be  much  less  so  than  in  our  present  way.'' 

"  And  what  wUl  papa  do  himself?" 

"  I  cannot  help  it,  my  dear.  No  one  knows  what  I  have 
had  to  bear.  Another  year  of  it  would  kill  me.  His  language 
has  become  worse  and  worse,  and  I  fear  every  day  that  he  is 
going  to  strike  me  with  his  crutch." 
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Under  all  these  circumstances  it  cannot  be  said  tliat  the 
De  Courcy  interests  were  pros2:)ering. 

But  Lady  De  Courcy,  when  she  had  made  up  her  mind  to 
go  to  Baden-Baden,  had  by  .no  means  intended  to  take  her 
youngest  daughter  with  her.  She  had  endured  for  years,  and 
now  Alexandrina  was  unable  to  endure  for  six  montlis.  Her 
chief  grievance,  moreover,  was  this, — that  her  husband  was 
silent.  The  mother  felt  that  no  woman  had  a  right  to  com- 
plain much  of  any  such  sorrow  as  that.  If  her  earl  had 
sinned  only  in  that  way,  she  would  have  been  content  to  have 
remained  by  him  till  the  last ! 

And  yet  I  do  not  know  whether  Alexandrina's  life  was  not 
quite  as  hard  as  that  of  her  mother.     She  barely  exceeded  the 
truth  when  she  said  that  he  never  spoke  to  her.     The  hours 
with  her  in  her  new  comfortless  house  were  very  long, — very 
long  and  very  tedious.     Marriage  with  her  had  by  no  means 
been  the  thing  that  she  had  expected.     At  home,  with  her 
mother,  there  had  always  been  peoplo  around  her,  but  they 
had  not  always  been  such  as  she  herself  would  have  chosen  for 
her  companions.     She  had  thought  that,  when  married,  she 
could  choose  and  have  those  about  her  who  were  congenial 
to  her ;  but  she  found  that  none  came  to  her.     Her  sister, 
who  was  a  wiser  woman  than  she,  had  begun  her  married  life 
with  a  definite  idea,  and  had  carried  it  out;  but  this  poor 
creature  found  herself,  as  it  were,  stranded.     When  once  she 
liad  conceived  it  in  her  heart  to  feel  anger  against  her  hus- 
band,— and  she  had  done  so  before  they  had  been  a  week 
together, — there  was  no  love  to  bring  her  back  to  him  again. 
She  did  not  know  that  it  behoved  her  to.  look  pleased  when 
he  entered  the  room,  and  to  make  him  at  any  rate  think  that 
his  presence  gave  her  happiness.     She  became  gloomy  before 
she  reached  her  new  house,  and  never  laid  her  gloom  aside. 
He  would  have  made  a  struggle  for  some  domestic  comfort, 
had   any   seemed   to   be  within   his   reach.     As   it  was,  he 
struggled  for  domestic  propriety,  believing  that  he  might  so 
best  bolster  up  his  present  lot  in  Hfe.     But  the  task  became 
harder  and  harder  to  him,  and  the  gloom  became  denser  and 
more  dense.     He  did  not  think  of  her  uuhappiness,  but  of  his 
own;  as  she  did  not  think  of  his  tedium,  but  of  hers.     "If 
this  be  domestic  felicity !  "  ho  would  say  to  himself,  as  he  sat 
in  his  arm-chair,  striving  to  fix  his  attention  upon, a  book. 

"  If  this  be  the  happiness  of  married  life  !  "  she  thought, 
as  she  remained  listless,  without  even  the  pretence  of  a  book, 
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behind  bor  teacups.  In  tratb  she  would  not  walk  witb  bim, 
not  oaring  for  such  exorcise  round  the  pavement  of  a  London 
square ;  and  bo  had  resolutely  determined  that  she  should  not 
run  into  debt  for  carnage  hire..  He  was  not  a  cunnudgcon 
with  bis  money  ;  he  was  no  miser.  But  he  had  found  that  in 
mai-niug  an  carl's  daughter  he  had  made  himself  a  poor  man, 
and  be  was  resolved  that  ho  would  not  also  be  an  embarrassed 
man. 

^^^len  the  bride  heard  that  her  mother  and  sister  were 
about  to  escape  to  Baden-Baden,  there  rushed  upon  her  a 
sudden  hope  that  she  might  be  able  to  accompany  the  flight. 
She  would  not  be  parted  li-om  her  husband,  or  at  least  not  so 
parted  that  the  world  should  suppose  that  they  had  quarrelled. 
She  would  simply  go  away  and  make  a  long  visit, — a  veiy  long 
visit.  Two  years  ago  a  sojourn  with  her  mother  and  Mar- 
garetta  at  Baden-Baden  would  not  have  offered  to  her  much 
that  was  attractive ;  but  now,  in  her  eyes,  such  a  life  seemed 
to  be  a  life  in  Paradise.  In  truth,  the  tedium  of  those  hours 
in  Princess  Royal  Crescent  had  been  verv'  beav}-. 

But  how  could  she  conti-ive  that  it  should  be  so  ?  That 
conversation  with  her  mother  had  taken  place  on  the  day  pre- 
ceding the  party,  and  Lady  De  Courcy  bad  repeated  it  with 
dismay  to  Margaretta. 

"  Of  course  he  would  allow  her  an  income,"  Margaretta 
had  coolly  said. 

"  But,  my  dear,  they  have  been  mamcd  only  ten  weeks." 

"  I  don't  see  why  anybody  is  to  bo  made  absolutely 
wretched  because  they  are  manied,"  Margaretta  answered. 
"  I  don't  want  to  persuade  her  to  leave  him,  but  if  what  she 
says  is  true,  it  must  be  veiy  uncomfortable." 

Crosbie  had  consented  to  go  to  the  party  in  Portman- 
sqnare,  but  had  not  greatly  eujoyed  himself  on  that  festive 
occasion.  He  had  stood  about  moodily,  speaking  hardly  a 
word  to  any  one.  His  whole  aspect  of  life  seemed  to  have 
been  altered  during  the  last  few  months.  It  was  here,  in  such 
spots  as  this  that  he  had  been  used  to  find  his  glor}-.  On  such 
occasions  he  had  shone  with  peculiar  light,  making  envious 
the  hearts  of  many  who  watched  the  brilliance  of  his  career  as 
they  stood  around  in  duU  quiescence.  But  now  no  one  in  those 
rooms  bad  been  more  dull,  more  silent,  or  less  courted  than 
he  ;  and  yet  he  was  established  there  as  the  son-in-law  of  that 
noble  house.  "  Rather  slow  work ;  isn't  it  ?  "  Gazebee  had 
said  to  him,  having,  after  many  efforts,  succeeded  in  reaching 
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his  brother-in-law  in  a  comer.  In  answer  to  this  Crosbie  had 
only  grunted.  "  As  for  myself,"  continued  Gazebee,  "  I  would 
a  deal  sooner  be  at  home  with  my  paper  and  slippers.  It 
seems  to  me  these  sort  of  gatherings  don't  suit  married  men," 
Crosbie  had  again  grunted,  and  had  then  escaped  into  another 
corner. 

Crosbie  and  his  wife  went  home  together  in  a  cab, — 
speechless  both  of  them.  Alexandrina  hated  cabs, — but  she 
had  been  plainly  told  that  in  such  vehicles,  and  in  such 
vehicles  only,  could  she  be  allowed  to  travel.  On  the  follow- 
ing morning  he  was  at  the  breakfast-table  punctually  by  nine, 
but  she  did  not  make  her  appearance  till  after  he  had  gone 
to  his  ofllce.  Soon  after  that,  however,  she  was  away  to  her 
mother  and  her  sister ;  but  she  was  seated  grimly  in  her 
drawing-room  when  he  came  in  to  see  her,  on  his  return  to 
his  house.  Having  said  some  word  which  might  be  taken  for 
a  greeting,  he  was  about  to  retire  ;  but  she  stopped  him  with 
a  request  that  he  would  speak  to  her. 

"  Certainly,"  said  he.  "I  was  only  going  to  dress.  It  is 
nearly  the  half-hour." 

"  I  won't  keep  you  veiy  long,  and  if  dinner  is  a  few  minutes 
late  it  won't  siguiiy.  Mamma  and  Margaretta  are  going  to 
Baden-Baden." 

"  To  Baden-Baden,  are  they  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  and  they  intend  to  remain  there — for  a  considerable 
time."  There  was  a  little  pause,  and  Alexandrina  found  it 
necessary  to  clear  her  voice  and  to  prepare  herself  for  further 
speech  by  a  little  cough.  She  was  determined  to  make  her 
proposition,  but  was  rather  afraid  of  the  manner  in  which  it 
might  be  first  received. 

"  Has  anything  happened  at  Courcy  Castle  ?  "  Crosbie  asked. 
"  No  ;    tiiat  is,  yes  ;    there  may  have  been   some  words 
between  papa  and  mamma ;  but  I  don't  quite  know.     That, 
however,  does  not  matter  now.     Mamma  is  going,  and  pur- 
poses to  remain  there  for  the  rest  of  the  year." 
"  And  the  house  in  town  will  be  given  up." 
"  I  suppose  so,  but  that  will  be  as  papa  chooses.     Have 
you  any  objection  to  my  going  with  mamma  ?  " 

What  a  question  to  be  asked  by  a  bride  of  ten  weeks'  stand- 
ing !  She  had  hardly  been  above  a  month  with  her  husband 
in  her  new  house,  and  she  was  now  asking  permission  to  leave 
it,  and  to  leave  him  also,  for  an  indefinite  number  of  months 
— perhaps  for  ever.      But  she  showed  no  excitement  as  she 
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made  her  request.  There  was  neither  sorrow,  nor  regret,  nor 
hope  in  her  i'ace.  She  had  not  put  on  half  the  animation 
which  she  had  once  assumed  in  asking  for  the  use,  twice  a 
week,  of  a  carriage  done  up  ta  look  as  though  it  were  her 
own  private  possession.  Crosbie  had  then  answered  her  with 
great  sternness,  and  she  had  wept  when  his  refusal  was  made 
certain  to  her.  But  there  was  to  be  no  weeping  now.  She 
meant  to  go, — with  his  permission  if  he  would  accord  it,  and 
without  it  if  he  should  refuse  it.  The  question  of  money  was 
no  doubt  important,  but  Gazebee  should  manage  that, — as  he 
managed  all  those  things. 

'♦  Going  with  them  to  Baden-Baden  ?  "  said  Crosbie.  "  For 
how  long  ?" 

"  Well ;  it  would  be  no  use  unless  it  were  for  some  time." 

"  For  how  long  a  time  do  you  me::n,  Alexandrina  '?  Speak 
out  what  you  really  have  to  say.     For  a  month  ?  " 

"Oh,"more  than  that." 

"  For  two  months,  or  six,  or  as  long  as  they  may  stay  there  ?" 

"  We  could  settle  that  afterwards,  when  I  am  there." 
During  all  this  time  she  did  not  once  look  into  his  face, 
though  he  was  looking  hard  at  her  throughout. 

"  You  mean."  said  he,  "  that  you  wish  to  go  away  from  me." 

"  In  one  sense  it  would  be  going  away,  certainly." 

"  Bat  in  the  ordinary-  sense  ?  is  it  not  so  ?  When  you 
talk  of  going  to  Baden-Baden  for  an  unlimited  number  of 
months,  have  you  any  idea  of  coming  back  again  '?  " 

*'  Back  to  London,  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Back  to  me, — to  my  house, — to  your  duties  as  a  wife ! 
Why  cannot  you  say  at  once  what  it  is  you  want  ?  You  wish 
to  be  separated  from  me  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  happy  here, — in  this  house." 

"  And  who  chose  the  house  '?  Did  I  want  to  come  here  ? 
But  it  is  not  that.  If  you  are  not  happy  here,  what  could 
you  have  in  any  other  house  to  make  you  happy  ?  " 

'•Kyou  were  left  alone  in  this  room  for  seven  or  eight 
hours  at  a  time,  without  a  soul  to  come  to  you,  you  would  know 
what  I  mean.  And  even  after  that,  it  is  not  much  better.  You 
never  speak  to  me  when  you  are  here." 

"  Is  it  my  fault  that  nobody  comes  to  you  ?  The  fiact  is, 
Ale.xandrina,  that  you  will  not  reconcile  yourself  to  the  manner 
of  life  which  is  suitable  to  my  income.  You  are  wretched 
because  you  cannot  have  yourself  driven  round  the  Park.  I 
cannot  find  you  a  carriage,  and  will  not  attempt  to  do  so. 
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You  may  go  to  Baden-Baden,  if  you  please ; — that  is,  if  your 
mother  is  willing  to  take  you." 

"  Of  course  I  must  pay  my  own  expenses,"  said  Alexan- 
drina.  But  to  this  he  made  no  answer  on  the  moment.  As 
soon  as  he  had  given  his  permission  he  had  risen  from  his  seat 
and  was  going,  and  her  last  words  only  caught  him  in  the 
doorway.  After  all,  would  not  this  be  the  cheapest  arrange- 
ment that  he  could  make  ?  As  he  went  through  his  calcula- 
tions he  stood  up  with  his  elbow  on  the  rnantel-piece  in  his 
di-es  sing -room.  He  had  scolded  his  wife  because  she  had 
been  unhappy  with  him  ;  but  had  he  not  been  quite  as  unhappy 
with  her  ?  Would  it  not  be  better  that  they  should  part  in 
this  quiet,  half-unnoticed  way; — that  they  should  part  and 
never  again  come  together  ?  He  was  lucky  in  this,  that 
hitherto  had  come  upon  them  no  prospect  of  any  little  Crosbie 
to  mar  the  advantages  of  such  an  arrangement.  If  he  gave 
her  four  hundred  a  year,  and  allowed  Gazebee  two  more 
towards  the  paying  off  of  encumbrances,  he  would  still  have  six 
on  which  to  enjoy  himself  in  London.  Of  course  he  could 
not  live  as  he  had  lived  in  those  happy  days  before  his  marriage, 
nor,  independently  of  the  cost,  would  such  a  mode  of  life  bo 
within  his  reach.  But  he  might  go  to  his  clul)  for  his  dinners  ; 
he  might  smoke  his  cigar  in  luxuiy ;  he  would  not  be  bound 
to  that  wooden  home  which,  in  spite  of  all  his  resolutions,  had 
become  almost  unendurable  to  him.  So  he  made  his  calcula- 
tions, and  found  that  it  would  be  well  (hat  his  bride  should 
go.  He  would  give  over  his  house  and  furniture  to  Gazebee, 
allowing  Gazebee  to  do  as  he  would  about  that.  To  be  once 
more  a  bachelor,  in  lodgings,  with  six  hundred  a  year  to  spend 
on  himself,  seemed  to  him  now  such  a  prospect  of  happiness 
that  he  almost  became  light-hearted  as  he  dressed  himself. 
He  would  let  her  go  to  Baden-Baden. 

There  was  nothing  said  about  it  at  dinner,  nor  did  he 
mention  tlie  subject  again  till  the  servant  had  left  the  tea- 
things  on  the  drawing-room  table.  "  You  can  go  with  your 
mother  if  you  like  it,"  he  then  said. 

"  I  think  it  will  be  best,"  she  answered. 

"  Perhaps  it  will.     At  any  rate  you  shall  suit  yourself." 

"  And  about  money  ?  " 

"  You  had  better  leave  me  to  speak  to  Gazebee  about  that." 

"  Very  well.  Will  you  have  some  tea  ?  "  And  then  the 
whole  thing  was  finished. 

On  the  next  day  she  went  after  lunch  to  her  mother's  house, 
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and  never  came  back  again  to  Princess  Royal  Crescent.  During 
that  morning  she  packed  up  those  things  which  she  cared  to 
pack  herself,  and  sent  her  sisters  there,  with  an  old  family 
servant,  to  bi'ing  away  whatever  else  might  be  supposed  to 
belong  to  her.  "Dear,  dear,"  said  Amelia,  *'  what  trouble  I 
had  in  getting  these  things  together  for  them,  and  only  the 
other  day.      I  can't  but  think  she's  wrong  to  go  away." 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Margaretta.  "  She  has  not  been  so 
lucky  as  you  have  in  the  man  she  has  mairied.  I  always  felt 
that  she  would  hnd  it  difficult  to  manage  him." 

"  But,  my  dear,  she  has  not  tried.  She  has  given  up  at 
once.  It  isn't  management  that  was  wanting.  The  fact  is 
that  when  Alesandrina  began  she  didn't  make  up  her  mind  to 
the  kind  of  thing  she  was  coming  to.  I  did.  I  knew  it  wasn't 
to  be  all  party-going  and  that  sort  of  thing.  But  I  must  own 
that  Crosbie  isn't  the  same  sort  of  man  as  Mortimer.  I  don't 
think  I  could  have  gone  on  with  him.  You  might  as  well  have 
those  small  books  put  up  ;  he  won't  care  about  them."  And 
in  this  way  Crosbie's  house  was  dismantled. 

She  saw  him  no  more,  for  he  made  no  farewell  visit  to  the 
house  in  Portmau  Square.  A  note  had  been  brought  to  him 
at  his  office:  "I  am  here  with  mamma,  and  may  as  well 
say  good-by  now.  We  start  on  Tuesday.  If  you  wish  to 
write,  you  can  send  your  letters  to  the  housekeeper  here.  I 
hope  you  will  make  yourself  comfortable,  and  that  you  will 
be  well.  Yours  affectionately,  A.  C."  He  made  no  answer 
to  it,  but  went  that  day  and  dined  at  his  club. 

"  I  haven't  seen  you  this  age,"  said  Montgomerie  Dobbs. 

"  No.  My  wife  is  going  abroad  with  her  mother,  and  while 
she  is  away  I  shall  come  back  here  again." 

There  was  nothing  more  said  to  him,  and  no  one  ever  made 
any  inquiry  about  his  domestic  afl'airs.  It  seemed  to  him  now 
as  though  he  had  no  friend  sufficiently  intimate  with  him  to 
ask  him  after  his  wife  or  family.  She  was  gone,  and  in  a 
month's  time  he  found  himself  again  in  Mount  Street, — be- 
ginning the  world  with  five  hundred  a  year,  not  six.  For  Mr. 
Gazebee,  when  the  reckoning  came,  showed  him  that  a  larger 
income  at  the  present  moment  was  not  possible  for  him.  The 
countess  had  for  a  long  time  refused  to  let  Lady  Alesandrina 
go  with  her  on  so  small  a  pittance  as  four  hundred  and  fifty  ; 
— and  then  were  there  not  the  insurances  to  bu  maintiiined  ? 

But  I  think  he  would  have  consented  to  accept  his  liberlj 
with  three  hundred  a  year, — so  great  to  him  yi&a  the  relief. 
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CHAPTER   LVII. 

LILIAN  DALE   VANQUISHES   HEE  MOTHER. 

Mrs.  Dale  had  been  present  during  the  interview  in  which 
John  Eames  had  made  his  prayer  to  her  daughter,  but  she  had 
said  little  or  nothing  on  that  occasion.  All  her  wishes  Bad 
been  in  favour  of  the  suitor,  but  she  had  not  dared  to  express 
them,  neither  had  she  dared  to  leave  the  room.  It  had  been 
hard  upon  him  to  be  thus  forced  to  declare  his  love  in  the 
presence  of  a  third  person,  but  he  had  done  it,  and  had  gone 
away  with  his  answer.  Then,  when  the  thing  was  over,  Lily, 
without  any  communion  with  her  mother,  took  herself  off, 
and  was  no  more  seen  till  the  evening  hours  had  come  on, 
in  which  it  was  natural  that  they  should  be  together  again. 
Mrs.  Dale,  when  thus  alone,  had  been  able  to  think  of  nothing 
but  this  new  suit  for  her  daughter's  hand.  If  only  it  might  be 
accomplished !  If  any  words  from  her  to  Lily  might  be 
efficacious  to  such  an  end !  And  yet,  hitherto,  she  had  been 
afraid  almost  to  utter  a  word. 

She  knew  that  it  was  very  difficult.  She  declared  to  herself 
over  and  over  that  he  had  come  too  soon, — that  the  attempt 
had  been  made  too  quickly  after  that  other  shipwreck.  How 
was  it  possible  that  the  ship  should  put  to  sea  again  at  once, 
with  all  her  timbers  so  rudely  strained  ?  And  yet,  now  that 
the  attempt  had  been  made,  now  that  Eames  had  uttered  his 
request  and  been  sent  away  with  an  answer,  she  felt  that  she 
must  at  once  speak  to  Lily  on  the  subject,  if  ever  she  were  to 
speak  upon  it.  She  thought  that  she  understood  her  child 
and  all  her  feeUngs.  She  recognized  the  violence  of  the  shock 
which  must  be  encountered  before  Lily  could  be  brought  to 
acknowledge  such  a  change  in  her  heart.  But  if  the  thing 
could  be  done,  Lily  would  be  a  happy  woman.  When  once 
done  it  would  be  in  all  respects  a  blessing.  And  if  it  were  not 
done,  might  not  Lily's  life  be  blank,  lonely,  and  loveless  to  the 
end  ?  Yet  when  Lily  came  down  in  the  evening,  with  some 
light,  half-joking  word  on  her  lips,  as  was  usual  to  her, 
Mrs.  Dale  was  still  afraid  to  venture  upon  her  task. 

"  I  suppose,  mamma,  we  may  consider  it  as  a  settled  thing 
that  eveiything  must  be  again  unpacked,  and  that  the  lodging 
scheme  will  be  given  up." 
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"  I  don't  know  that,  my  dear." 

"Oh,  but  I  do — after  what  you  said  just  now.  TMiat 
geese  even  body  will  think  us !  " 

"  I  shouldn't  care  a  bit  for  that,  if  we  didn't  think  our- 
selves geese,  or  if  your  uncle  did  not  think  us  so." 

"  I  believe  he  would  think  we  were  swans.  If  I  had  ever 
thought  he  would  be  so  much  in  earnest  about  it,  or  that  he 
would  ever  have  cared  about  our  being  here,  I  would  never 
have  voted  for  going.  But  he  is  so  strange.  He  is  afl'ectionate 
when  he  ought  to  be  angiy,  and  ill-natured  when  he  ought  to 
be  gentle  and  kind." 

"He  has,  at  any  rate,  given  us  reason  to  feel  sure  of  liis 
afl'ection." 

"  For  us  girls,  I  never  doubted  it.  But,  mamma,  I  don't 
think  I  could  face  Mrs.  Boyce.  Mrs.  Heara  and  Mrs.  Crump 
would  be  very  bad,  and  Hopkins  would  come  down  upon  us 
terribly  when  he  found  that  we  had  given  way.  But  Mrs. 
Boyce  would  be  worse  than  any  of  them.  Can't  you  fancy 
the  tone  of  her  congratulations  7" 

"  I  think  I  should  survive  ilrs.  Boyce." 

"  Ah,  yes  ;  because  we  should  have  to  go  and  tell  her.  I 
know  your  cowardice  of  old,  mamma  ;  don't  I  ?  And  Bell 
wouldn't  care  a  bit,  because  of  her  lover.  Mrs.  Boyce  will  be 
nothing  to  her.  It  is  I  that  must  bear  it  all.  Well,  I  don't 
mind ;  I'll  vote  for  staying  if  you  will  promise  to  be  happy 
here.  Oh,  mamma,  I'll  vote  for  anything  if  you  will  be 
happy." 

"  And  \vill  you  be  happy  ?  " 

"  Yes,  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long.  Only  I  know  we  shall 
never  see  Bell.  People  never  do  see  each  other  when  thoy  live 
just  at  that  distance.  It's  too  near  for  long  visits,  and  too  far 
for  short  visits.  Ill  tell  you  what ;  we  might  make  arrange- 
ments each  to  walk  half-way,  and  meet  at  the  comer  of  Lord 
De  Guest's  wood.  I  wonder  whether  they'd  let  us  put  up  a 
seat  there.  I  think  we  might  have  a  little  house  and  carr}- 
sandwiches  and  a  bottle  of  beer.  Couldn't  we  see  something 
of  each  other  in  that  way  ?  " 

Thus  it  came  to  be  the  fixed  idea  of  both  of  them  that 
they  would  abandon  their  plan  of  migrating  to  Guestwick,  and 
on  this  subject  they  continued  to  talk  over  their  tea-table; 
but  on  that  evening  Mrs.  Dale  ventured  to  say  nothing  about 
John  Eames. 

But  thev  did  not  even  yet  dare  to  commence  the  work  of 
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reconstructing  tlioir  old  home.  Bell  must  come  back  before 
they  would  do  that,  and  the  express  assent  of  the  squire  must 
be  formally  obtained.  Mrs.  Dale  must,  in  a  degree,  acknowledge 
herself  to  have  been  wrong,  and  ask  to  be  forgiven  for  her 
contumacy. 

"  I  suppose  the  three  of  us  had  better  go  up  in  sackcloth, 
and  throw  ashes  on  our  foreheads  as  we  meet  Hopkins  in  the 
garden,"  said  Lily,  "and  then  I  know  he'll  heap  coals  of  fire 
on  our  heads  by  sending  us  an  early  dish  of  peas.  And  Dingles 
would  bring  us  in  a  pheasant,  only  that  pheasants  don't  grow  in 
May." 

"  If  the  sackcloth  doesn't  take  an  unpleasanter  shape  than 
that,  I  shan't  mind  it." 

"  That's  because  you've  got  no  delicate  feelings.  And  then 
uncle  Christopher's  gratitude  !  " 

"Ah!  I  shall  feel  that." 

"  But,  mamma,  we'll  wait  till  Bell  comes  home.  She  shall 
decide.  She  is  going  away,  and  therefore  she'll  be  free  from 
prejudice.  If  uncle  ofiers  to  paint  the  house, — and  I  know 
he -will, — then  I  shall  be  humbled  to  the  dust." 

But  yet  Mrs.  Dale  had  said  nothing  on  the  subject  which 
was  nearest  to  her  heart.  When  Lily  in  pleasantly  had 
accused  her  of  cowardice,  her  mind  had  instantly  gone  off  to 
that  other  matter,  and  she  had  told  herself  that  she  was  a 
coward.  Why  should  she  be  afraid  of  offering  her  counsel  to 
her  own  child  ?  It  seemed  to  her  as  though  she  had  neg- 
lected some  duty  in  allowing  Crosbie's  conduct  to  have  passed 
away  without  hardly  a  word  of  comment  on  it  between  herself 
and  Lily.  Should  she  not  have  forced  upon  her  daughter's 
conviction  the  fact  that  Crosbie  had  been  a  villain,  and  as 
such  should  be  discarded  from  her  heart  ?  As  it  was,  Lily 
had  spoken  the  simple  truth  when  she  told  John  Eames  that 
she  was  dealing  more  openly  with  him  on  that  affair  of  her 
engagement  than  she  had  ever  dealt,  even  with  her  mother. 
Thinking  of  this  as  she  sat  in  her  own  room  that  night,  before 
she  allowed  herself  to  rest,  Mrs.  Dale  resolved  that  on  the 
next  morning  she  would  endeavour  to  make  Lily  see  as  she 
saw  and  think  as  she  thought. 

She  let  breakfast  pass  by  before  she  began  her  task,  and 
even  then  she  did  not  rush  at  it  at  once.  Lily  sat  herself 
down  to  her  work  when  the  teacups  were  taken  away,  and 
Mrs.  Dale  went  down  to  her  kitchen  as  was  her  wont.  It 
was  nearly  eleven  before  she  seated  herself  in  the  parlour,  and 
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even  then  she  got  her  work-box  before  her  and  took  out  her 
needle. 

"  I  wonder  how  Bell  gets  on  with  Lady  Julia,"  said  Lily. 

"  Very  well,  I'm  sure." 

"  Lady  Julia  won't  bite  her,  I  know,  and  I  suppose  her 
dismay  at  the  tall  footmen  has  passed  off  by  this  time." 

"  I  don't  know  that  they  have  any  tall  footmen." 

"  Short  footmen  then, — you  know  what  I  mean  ;  all  the 
noble  belon<Tings.  They  must  startle  one  at  first,  I'm  sure,  kt 
one  determine  ever  so  much  not  to  be  startled.  It's  a  very 
mean  thing,  no  doubt,  to  be  afraid  of  a  lord  merely  because  ho 
is  a  lord ;  yet  I'm  sure  I  should  be  afraid  at  first,  even  of 
Lord  De  Guest,  if  I  were  staying  in  the  house." 

"  It's  well  you  didn't  go  then." 

"Yes,  I  tbiuk  it  is.  Bell  is  ox"  a  fii-mcr  mind,  and  I  dare 
say  she'll  get  over  it  after  the  first  day.  But  what  on  earth 
does  she  do  there  ?  I  wonder  whether  they  mend  theii'  stockings 
in  such  a  house  as  that." 

"  Xot  in  pubhc,  I  should  think." 

"In  very  grand  houses  they  throw  them  away  at  once,  I 
suppose.  I've  often  thought  about  it.  Do  you  believe  the 
Prime  Minister  ever  has  his  shoes  sent  to  a  cobbler  ?  " 

"Perhaps  a  regular  sboemaker  will  condescend  to  mend  a 
Prime  Minister's  shoes." 

"You  do  think  they  arc  mended  then?  But  who  orders 
it  ?  Does  he  see  himself  when  there's  a  little  hole  coming, 
as  I  do  ?  Does  an  archbishop  allow  himself  so  many  pairs  of 
glovei  in  a  year  ?  " 

"  Not  very  strictly,  I  should  think." 

"  Then  I  suppose  it  comes  to  this,  that  he  has  a  new  pair 
whenever  he  wants  them.  But  what  constitutes  the  want' 
Does  he  ever  say  to  himself  that  they'll  do  for  another  Sunday  ".* 
I  remember  the  bishop  coming  hero  once,  and  he  had  a  hole  at 
the  end  of  his  thumb.  I  was  going  to  be  contii-med,  and  I 
remember  thinking  that  he  ought  to  have  been  smai'ter." 

"  Why  didn't  you  offer  to  mend  it  ?  " 

"  I  shouldn't  have  dared  for  all  the  world." 

The  conversation  had  commenced  itself  in  a  manner  that 
did  not  promise  much  assistance  to  Mrs.  Dale's  project.  When 
Lily  got  upon  any  subject,  she  was  not  easily  induced  to  leave 
it,  and  when  her  mind  had  twisted  itself  in  one  direction,  it 
was  ditficult  to  untwist  it.  She  was  now  bent  on  a  consideration 
of  the  smaller  social  habits  of  the  high  and  mightv  among  us. 
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and  was  askiug  her  mother  whether  she  supposed  that  the  royal 
children  ever  carried  halfpence  in  their  pockets,  or  descended 
so  low  as  fourpeuny-bits. 

"  I  suppose  they  have  pockets  like  other  children,"  said  Lily. 

But  her  mother  stopped  her  suddenly, — 

"Lily,  dear,  I  want  to  say  something  to  you  about  John 
Eames." 

"  Mamma,  I'd  sooner  talk  about  the  Eoyal  Family  just  at 
present." 

"  But,  dear,  j^ou  must  forgive  me  if  I  persist.  I  have 
thought  much  about  it,  and  I'm  sure  you  will  not  oppose  me 
when  I  am  doing  what  I  think  to  be  my  duty." 

"  No,  mamma  ;  I  won't  oppose  you,  certainly." 

"  Since  Mr.  Crosbie's  conduct  was  made  known  to  you,  I 
have  mentioned  his  name  in  your  hearing  very  seldom." 

"  No,  mamma,  you  have  not.  And  I  have  loved  you  so 
dearly  for  your  goodness  to  me.  Do  not  think  that  I  have  not 
understood  and  known  how  generous  you  have  been.  No  other 
mother  ever  was  so  good  as  you  have  been.  I  have  known  it 
all,  and  thought  of  it  eveiy  day  of  my  life,  and  thanked  you  in 
my  heart  for  your  trusting  silence.  Of  course,  I  understand 
your  feelings.  You  think  him  bad  and  you  hate  him  for  what 
he  has  done." 

"  I  would  not  willingly  hate  any  one,  Lily." 

"  Ah,  but  you  do  hate  him.  If  I  were  you,  I  should  hate 
him  ;  but  I  am  not  you,  and  I  love  him.  I  pray  for  his  happi- 
ness cveiy  night  and  morning,  and  for  hers.  I  have  forgiven 
him  altogether,  and  I  think  that  he  was  right.  When  4  am 
old  enough  to  do  so  without  being  wrong,  I  will  go  to  him 
and  tell  him  so.  I  should  like  to  hear  of  all  his  doings  and 
all  his  success,  if  it  were  only  possible.  How,  then,  can  you 
and  I  talk  about  him  ?  It  is  impossible.  You  have  been  silent 
and  I  have  been  silent, — let  us  remain  silent." 

"  It  is  not  about  Mr.  Crosbie  that  I  wish  to  speak.  But  I 
think  you  ought  to  understand  that  conduct  such  as  his  will 
lie  rebuked  by  all  the  world.  You  may  forgive  him,  but  you 
should  acknowledge " 

"Mamma,  I  don't  want  to  acknowledge  anything; — not 
about  him.  "There  are  things  as  to  which  a  person  cannot 
argue."  Mrs,  Dale  felt  that  this  present  matter  was  one  as  to 
which  she  could  not  argue.  "  Of  course,  mamma,"  continued 
Lily,  "  I  don't  want  to  oppose  you  in  anything,  but  I  think  we 
liacl  better  be  silent  about  this." 
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"  Of  coarse  I  am  thiuking  only  of  your  future  happiucss." 
"I  know  you  are;  but  pray  believe  me  that  you  need  not 
be  alarmed.  I  do  not  mean  to  be  unhappy.  Indeed,  I  think  I 
may  say  I  am  not  unhappy ;  of  course  I  have  been  unhappy, — 
very  unhappy.  I  ilid  think  that  my  heart  would  break.  But 
that  has  passed  away,  and  I  believe  I  can  be  as  happy  as  my 
neighbours.  We're  all  oi  us  sure  to  have  some  troubles,  as 
you  used  to  tell  us  when  we  were  children." 

Mrs.  Dale  felt  that  she  had  begun  wrong,  and  that  she 
would  have  been  able  to  make  better  progress  had  she  omitted 
all  mention  of  Crosbie's  name.  She  knew  exactly  what  it  was 
that  she  wished  to  say, — what  were  the  arguments  which  she 
de^:ired  to  expound  before  her  daughter ;  but  she  did  not  know 
what  language  to  use,  or  how  she  miglit  best  put  her  thoughts 
into  words.  She  paused  for  a  while,  and  Lily  went  on  with  her 
work  as  thoutrh  the  conversation  was  over.     But  the  conversa- 
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tion  was  not  over. 

"  It  was  about  John  Eames,  and  not  about  ^Ir.  Crosbie, 
that  I  wished  to  speak  to  you." 

"Oh,  mamma!" 

"  My  dear,  you  must  not  hinder  me  in  doing  what  I  think 
to  be  a  duty.  I  heard  what  he  said  to  you  and  what  you 
replied,  and  of  course  I  cannot  but  have  my  mind  full  of  the 
subject.  Why  should  you  set  youi'self  against  him  in  so  fixed 
a  manner?" 

''  Because  I  love  another  man."  These  words  she  spoke  out 
loud,  in  a  steady,  almost  dogged  tone,  with  a  certain  show  ol" 
audacity, — as  though  aware  that  the  declaration  was  unseemly, 
but  resolved  that,  though  unseemly,  it  must  be  made. 

"  But,  Lily,  that  love,  from  its  very  nature,  must  cease  ;  or, 
rather,  such  love  is  not  the  same  as  that  you  felt  when  you 
thought  that  you  were  to  be  his  wife." 

"  Yes,  it  is.  If  she  died,  and  he  came  to  me  in  five  years' 
time,  I  would  still  take  him.  I  should  think  myself  constrained 
io  take  him." 

"  But  she  is  not  dead,  nor  likely  to  die." 

•'  That  makes  no  dill'erence.  You  don't  understand  me, 
mamma. " 

"  I  think  I  do,  and  I  want  you  to  understand  me  also.  I 
know  how  difficult  is  your  position ;  I  know  what  your  feelings 
are ;  but  I  laiow  this  also,  that  if  you  could  reason  with  yourself, 
and  bring  yourself  in  time  to  receive  John  Eamcs  as  a  dear 
friend " 
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"I  did  receive  him  as  a  dear  firiend.  Why  not ?  He  is  a 
dear  friend.     I  love  him  heartily, — as  you  do." 

"  You  know  what  I  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do ;  and  I  tell  you  it  is  impossihle." 

"  If  you  would  make  the  attempt,  all  this  miseiy  would 
soon  be  forgotten.  If  once  you  could  bring  yourself  to  regard 
him  as  a  friend,  who  might  become  your  husband,  all  this  would 
be  changed, — and  I  should  see  you  happy!" 

"  Y'^ou  are  strangely  anxious  to  be  rid  of  me,  mamma  !  " 

"  Yes,  Lily ; — to  be  rid  of  you  in  that  way.  If  I  could  see 
you  put  your  hand  in  his  as  his  promised  wife,  I  think  that  I 
should  be  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world." 

"  Mamma,  I  cannot  make  you  happy  in  that  way.  If  you 
really  understood  my  feelings,  my  doing  as  you  propose  would 
make  you  very  unhappy,  I  should  commit  a  great  sin, — the  sin 
against  which  women  should  be  more  guarded  than  against  any 
other.  In  my  heart  I  am  married  to  that  other  man.  I  gave 
myself  to  him,  and  loved  him,  and  rejoiced  in  his  love.  When 
he  kissed  me  I  kissed  him  again,  and  I  longed  for  his  kisses. 
I  seemed  to  live  only  that  he  might  caress  me.  All  that  time 
I  never  felt  myself  to  be  wrong, — because  he  was  all  in  all  to 
me.  I  was  his  own.  That  has  been  changed, — to  my  great 
misfortune;  but  it  cannot  be  undone  or  forgotten.  I  cannot 
be  the  girl  I  was  before  he  came  here.  There  are  things  that 
will  not  have  themselves  buried  and  put  out  of  sight,  as  though 
they  had  never  been.  I  am  as  you  are,  mamma, — widowed. 
But  you  have  your  daughter,  and  I  have  my  mother.  If  you 
will  be  contented,  so  will  I."  Then  she  got  up  and  threw 
herself  on  her  mother's  neck. 

Mrs.  Dale's  argument  was  over  now.  To  such  an  appeal  as 
that  last  made  by  Lily  no  rejoinder  on  her  part  was  possible. 
After  that  she  was  driven  to  acknowledge  to  herself  that  she 
must  be  silent.  Years  as  they  rolled  on  might  make  a  change, 
but  no  reasoning  could  be  of  avail.  She  embraced  her  daughter, 
weeping  over  her, — whereas  Lily's  eyes  were  dry.  "  It  shall  bo 
as  you  will,"  Mrs.  Dale  murmured. 

"  Yes,  as  I  will.  I  shall  have  my  own  way;  shall  I  not  ? 
That  is  all  I  want ;  to  be  a  tyrant  over  you,  and  make  you  do 
my  bidding  in  everything,  as  a  well-behaved  mother  should  do. 
But  I  won't  be  stern  in  my  orderings.  If  you  will  only  be 
obedient,  I  will  be  so  gracious  to  you  !  There's  Hopkins  again. 
I  wonder  whether  he  has  come  to  knock  us  down  and  trample 
upon  us  with  another  Speech." 
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Hopkins  knew  very  well  to  which  window  he  must  come, 
as  only  one  of  the  rooms  was  at  the  present  time  habitable.  Ho 
came  up  to  the  dining-room,  and  almost  flattened  his  noso 
against  the  glass. 

"  Well,  Hopkins,"  said  Lily,  "  here  we  are."  Mrs.  Dalo 
had  turned  her  face  away,  for  she  knew  that  the  tears  wero 
still  on  her  cheek. 

"  Yes,  miss,  I  see  you.  I  want  to  speak  to  your  mamma, 
miss." 

"  Come  round,"  said  Lily,  anxious  to  spare  her  mother 
the  nfcessity  of  showing  herself  at  once.  "  It's  too  cold  to 
open  the  window;  come  round,  and  I'll  open  the  door." 

"Too  cold!"  muttered  Hopkins,  as  he  went.  "They'll 
find  it  a  deal  colder  in  lodgings  at  Guestwick."  However,  ho 
went  round  through  the  kitchen,  and  Lily  met  him  in  the  hall. 

"  Well,  Hopkins,  what  is  it?  Mamma  has  got  a  headache." 

"  Got  a  headache,  has  she  ?  I  won't  make  her  headache 
no  woi'se.  It's  my  opinion  that  there's  nothing  for  a  head- 
ache so  good  as  fresh  air.  Only  some  people  can't  ahear  to 
be  blowed  upon,  not  for  a  minute.  If  you  don't  let  down  the 
lights  in  a  greenhouse  more  or  less  every  day,  you'll  never  get 
any  plants, —  never; — and  it's  just  the  same  with  the  grapes. 
Is  I  to  go  back  and  say  as  how  I  couldn't  see  her  ?  " 

"  You  can  come  in  if  you  like;  only  be  quiet,  you  know." 

"Ain't  I  olluys  quiet,  miss?  Did  anybody  ever  hear  me 
rampage  ?     If  you  please,  ma'am,  the  squire's  come  home." 

"  ANTiat,  homo  from  Guestwick  ?  Has  he  brought  Miss 
Bell?" 

"  He  ain't  brought  none  but  himself,  'cause  he  come  on 
horseback  ;  and  it's  my  belief  he's  going  back  almost  immediate. 
But  he  wants  you  to  come  to  him,  Mrs.  Dale." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I'll  come  at  once." 

"  He  bade  me  say  with  his  kind  love.  I  don't  know  whether 
that  makes  any  difference." 

"  At  any  rate,  I'll  come,  Hopkins." 

"  And  I  ain't  to  say  nothing  about  the  headache  ?" 

"  About  what  ?"  said  Mrs.  Dale. 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  Lily.  "  Mamma  will  bo  there  at  once. 
Go  and  tell  my  uncle,  there's  a  good  man,"  and  she  put  up  her 
hand  and  backed  him  out  of  the  room. 

"  I  don't  believe  she's  got  no  headache  at  all,"  said  Hop- 
kins, grumbling,  as  he  retunied  through  the  back  premises. 
"  What  lies  gentlefolks  do  tell !    If  I  said  I'd  a  headache  whon 
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I  ought  to  be  out  among  tlie  things,  what  would  they  say  to 
me  ?  But  a  poor  man  mustn't  never  lie,  nor  yet  drink,  nor 
3'et  do  nothing."     And  so  he  went  back  with  his  message. 

"  What  can  have  brought  your  uncle  home  ?  "  said 
Mrs.  Dale. 

"  Just  to  look  after  the  cattle,  and  to  see  that  the  pigs  are 
not  aU  dead.  My  wonder  is  that  he  should  ever  have  gone 
away." 

"  I  must  go  up  to  him  at  once." 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course." 

"  And  what  shall  I  sav  about  the  house  ?" 
■  "  It's  not  about  that, — at  least  I  think  not.     I  don't  think 
he'll  speak  about  that  again  till  you  speak  to  him." 

"  But  if  he  does  ?  " 

"  You  must  put  your  trust  in  Providence.  Declare  you've 
got  a  bad  headache,  as  I  told  Hopkins  just  now ;  only  you 
would  throw  me  over  by  not  understanding.  I'll  walk  with  you 
down  to  the  bridge."  So  they  went  ofi'  together  across  the 
lawn. 

But  Lily  was  soon  left  alone,  and  continued  her  walk,  wait- 
iucf  for  her  mother's  return.  As  she  went  round  and  round  the 
grave]  paths,  she  thought  of  the  words  that  she  had  said  to  her 
mother.  She  had  declared  that  she  also  was  widowed.  "  And 
so  it  should  be,"  she  said,  debating  the  matter  with  herself. 
"What  can  a  heart  be  worth  if  it  can  be  transferred  hither 
and  thither  as  circumstances  and  convenience  and  comfort  may 
require?  When  he  held  me  here  in  his  aiTus" — and,  as  the 
thoughts  ran  through  her  brain,  she  remembered  the  very  spot 
on  which  they  had  stood — "oh,  my  love!"  she  had  said  to 
him  then  as  she  returned  his  kisses — "  oh,  my  love,  my  love, 
my  love!"  "When  he  held  me  here  in  his  arms,  I  told 
myself  that  it  was  right,  because  he  was  my  husband.  He  has 
changed,  but  I  have  not.  It  might  be  that  I  should  have 
ceased  to  love  him,  and  then  I  should  have  told  him  so.  I 
should  have  done  as  he  did."  But,  as  she  came  to  this,  she 
shuddered,  thinking  of  the  Lady  Alcxandrina.  "  It  was  very 
quick,"  she  said,  still  speaking  to  herself;  "very,  very.  But 
then  men  are  not  the  same  as  women."  And  she  walked  on 
eagerly,  hardly  remembering  where  she  was,  thinking  over  it 
all,  as  she  did  daily  ;  remembering  every  little  thought  and 
word  of  those  few  eventful  mouths  in  which  she^  had  learned 
to  regard  Crosbie  as  her  husband  and  master.  She  had 
declared  that  she  had  conquered  her  unhappiness ;  but  there 
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wore  moments  in  which  she  was  ahuost  wild  with  misery. 
"Tell  mo  to  forget  him!"  she  said.  "It  is  the  one  thing 
which  will  never  he  fon^otten.'' 

At  lust  she  hctud  her  mother's  step  coming  down  across  the 
squire's  garden,  and  she  took  up  her  post  at  the  hridgc. 

"  Stand  and  deliver,"  she  said,  as  her  mother  put  her  foot 
upon  tho  plank.  "  That  is,  if  you've  got  anything  worth 
delivering.     Is  anything  settled  ?  " 

"Come  up  to  the  house,"  said  Mrs.  Dale,  "and  nlfell  ^■^ 
vouall."  '<^^ 


CHAPTER  LYIII. 

THE  FATE  OF  THE  SMALL  HOUSE. 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  Sirs.  Dale's  voice,  as  she 
desired  her  daughter  to  come  up  to  the  house,  and  declared 
that  her  hudget  of  news  should  he  opened  there,  which  at  once 
silenced  Lily's  assumed  pleasantry.  Her  mother  had  heen 
away  fully  two  hours,  during  which  Lily  had  still  continued  her 
walk  round  the  garden,  till  at  last  she  had  hecome  impatient 
for  her  mother's  footstep.  Something  serious  must  have  heen 
said  between  her  uncle  and  her  mother  during  those  long  two 
hours.  The  inteniews  to  which  Mrs.  Dale  was  occasionally 
summoned  at  the  Great  House  did  not  usually  exceed  twenty 
minutes,  and  the  upshot  would  be  communicated  to  the  girls 
in  a  turn  or  two  round  the  garden  ;  hut  in  the  present  instance 
Mrs.  Dale  positively  declined  to  speak  till  she  was  seated 
within  the  house. 

"  Did  he  come  over  on  purpose  to  see  you,  mamma  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  beheve  so.  He  wished  to  see  you,  too  ; 
but  I  asked  his  permission  to  postpone  that  till  after  I  hud 
talked  to  you." 

"  To  see  mo,  mamma  ?     About  what  ?" 

"  To  kiss  you,  and  bid  you  love  him  ;  solely  for  that. 
He  has  not  a  word  to  say  to  you  that  will  vex  you." 

"  Then  I  will  kiss  him,  and  love  him,  too." 

"  Yes,  you  will  when  I  have  told  you  all.  I  have  promised 
him  solemnly  to  give  up  all  idea  of  going  to  Guestwick.  So 
that  is  over." 

"  Oh,  oh !  And  we  may  begin  to  unpack  at  once  ?  "What 
an  episode  in  one's  life  ! " 


ft 
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"  We  may  certainly  unpack,  for  I  have  pledged  myself  to 
him;  and  he  is  to  go  into  Guestwick  himself  and  arrange 
about  the  lodgings." 

''Does  Hopkins  know  it?" 

"  I  should  think  not  yet." 

"  Nor  Mrs.  Boyce !  Mamma,  I  don't  believe  I  shall  be 
able  to  sun-ive  this  next  week.  We  shall  look  such  fools  !  I'll 
tell  you  what  we'll  do ; — it  will  be  the  only  comfort  I  can 
have  ; — we'll  go  to  work  and  get  everything  back  into  its  place 
before  Bell  comes  home,  so  as  to  sminise  her." 

'MVhat!  in  two  days?" 

"  Why  not  ?  I'll  make  Hopkins  come  and  help,  and  then 
he'll  not  be  so  bad.  I'll  begin  at  once  and  go  to  the  blankets 
and  beds,  because  I  can  undo  them  myself." 

"  But  I  haven't  half  told  you  all ;  and,  indeed,  I  don't  know 
how  to  make  you  understand  what  passed  between  us.  He  is 
very  unhappy  about  Bernard ;  Bernard  has  determined  to  go 
abroad,  and  may  be  away  for  years." 

"  One  can  hardly  blame  a  man  for  following  up  his 
profession." 

"  There  was  no  blaming.  He  only  said  that  it  was  very 
sad  for  him  that,  in  his  old  age,  he  should  be  left  alone.  This 
was  before  there  was  any  talk  about  our  remaining.  Indeed 
he  seemed  determined  not  to  ask  that  again  as  a  favour.  I 
could  see  that  in  his  eye,  and  I  understood  it  from  his  tone. 
He  went  on  to  speak  of  you  and  Bell,  saying  how  well  he  loved 
you  both ;  but  that,  unfortunately,  his  hopes  regarding  you 
had  not  been  fulfilled." 

"  Ah,  but  he  shouldn't  have  had  hopes  of  that  sort." 

"  Listen,  my  dear,  and  I  think  that  you  will  not  feel  angry 
with  him.  He  said  that  he  felt  his  house  had  never  been  plea- 
sant to  you.  Then  there  followed  words  which  I  could  not 
repeat,  even  if  I  could  remember  them.  He  said  much  about 
myself,  regretting  that  the  feeling  between  us  had  not  been 
more  kindly.  '  But  my  heart,'  he  said,  •  has  ever  been  kinder 
than  my  words.'  Then  I  got  up  from  where  I  was  seated, 
and  going  over  to  him,  I  told  him  that  we  would  remain  here." 

"  And  what  did  he  say?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  he  said.  I  know  that  I  was  crjdng, 
and  that  he  kissed  me.  It  was  the  first  time  in  his  life.  I 
know  that  he  was  pleased, — beyond  measure  pleased.  A.fter  a 
while  he  became  animated,  and  talked  of  doing  ever  so  many 
things.     He  promised  that  veiy  painting  of  which  you  spoke." 
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"  Ah.  yes.  I  know  it ;  and  Hopkins  will  be  here  with  the 
peas  bel'oro  diimer-tinie  to-morrow,  and  Dingles  \nth  his 
shoulders  smothered  with  rabbits.  And  then  Mrs.  Boyce ! 
Mamma,  he  didut  thiuk  of  Mrs.  Boyce ;  or,  in  veiy  charity  of 
heart,  he  would  still  have  maintained  his  sadness." 

''Then  he  did  not  think  of  her;  for  when  I  left  him  he 
was  not  at  all  sad.     But  I  haven't  told  you  half  yet." 

"  Dear  me,  mamma ;  was  there  more  than  that  ?  " 

"  And  I've  told  it  all  wTong  ;  for  what  I've  got  to  tell  now 
was  said  before  a  word  was  spoken  about  the  house.  He 
brought  it  in  just  after  what  he  said  about  Bernard.  He  said 
that  Bernard  would,  of  com-se,  be  his  heir." 

"  Of  course  he  wdl." 

"  And  that  he  should  think  it  wrong  to  encumber  the 
property  with  any  charges  for  you  girls." 

"  Mamma,  did  any  one  ever " 

"  Stop,  Lily,  stop ;  and  make  your  heart  kinder  towards 
him  if  you  can." 

"  It  is  kind  ;  only  I  hate  to  be  told  that  I'm  not  to  have  a 
lot  of  money,  as  though  I  had  ever  shown  a  desire  for  it. 
I  have  never  envied  Bernard  his  man-servant,  or  his  maid- 
servant, or  his  ox,  or  his  ass,  or  anything  that  is  his.  To  tell 
the  truth  I  didn't  even  wish  it  to  be  Bell's,  because  I  knew 
well  that  there  was  somebody  she  would  like  a  great  deal 
better  than  ever  she  could  like  Bernard." 

*'  I  shall  never  get  to  the  end  of  my  story." 

"  Yes,  you  will,  mamma,  if  you  persevere." 

"  The  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  this,  that  he  has  given 
Bell  three  thousand  pounds,  and  has  given  you  three  thousand 
also." 

"  But  why  me,  mamma  ?  "  said  Lily,  and  the  colour  of  her 
cheeks  became  red  as  she  spoke.  There  should  if  possible  be 
nothing  more  said  about  John  Eames  ;  but  whatever  might  or 
might  not  be  the  necessity  of  speaking,  at  any  rate,  let  there 
be  no  mistake.     "  But  why  me,  mamma  ?" 

"  Because,  as  he  explained  to  me,  ho  thinks  it  right  to 
do  the  same  by  each  of  you.  The  money  is  yours  at  this 
moment, — to  buy  hair-pins  with,  if  you  please.  I  had  no  idea 
that  he  could  command  so  large  a  sum." 

'■  Three  thousand  pounds  !  The  last  money  he  gave  me 
was  hall'-a- crown,  and  I  thought  that  he  was  so  sting)' !  I  par- 
ticularly wanted  ten  shillings.  I  should  have  liked  it  so  much 
better  now  if  he  had  given  me  a  nice  new  five-pound  note." 
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"  You'd  better  tell  him  so." 

"  No  ;  because  tlieu  he'd  give  me  that  too.  But  with  five 
pounds  I  should  have  the  feeliug  that  I  might  do  what  I  liked 
with  it; — buy  a  dressing-case,  and  a  thing  for  a  squirrel  to  run 
round  in.  But  nobody  ever  gives  girls  money  like  that,  so  that 
they  can  eiijoy  it." 

"  Oh,  Lily  ;  you  ungrateful  child  !  " 

"  No,  I  deny  it.  I'm  not  ungrateful.  I'm  very  grateful, 
because  his  heart  was  softened — and  because  he  cried  and 
kissed  you.  I'll  be  ever  so  good  to  him !  But  how  I'm 
to  thank  him  for  giving  me  three  thousand  pounds,  I  cannot 
think.  It's  a  sort  of  thing  altogether  beyond  my  Ime  of  life. 
It  sounds  like  something  that's  to  come  to  me  in  another 
world,  but  which  I  don't  want  quite  yet.  I  am  grateful, 
but  with  a  misty,  mazy  sort  of  gratitude.  Can  you  tell 
me  how  soon  I  shall  have  a  new  pair  of  Balmoral  boots 
because  of  this  money  ?  If  that  were  brought  home  to 
me  I  think  it  would  enliven  my  gratitude." 

The  squire,  as  he  rode  back  to  Guestwick,  fell  again 
from  that  animation,  which  Mrs.  Dale  had  described,  into 
his  natural  sombre  mood.  He  thought  much  of  his  past 
life,  declaring  to  himself  the  truth  of  those  words  in  which 
he  had  told  his  sister-in-law  that  his  heart  had  ever  been 
kinder  than  his  words.  But  the  world,  and  all  those  nearest 
to  him  in  the  world,  had  judged  him  always  by  his  words 
rather  than  by  his  heart.  They  had  taken  the  appearance, 
which  he  could  not  command  or  alter,  rather  than  the  facts,  of 
which  he  had  been  the  master.  Had  he  not  been  good  to  all 
his  relations  ? — and  yet  was  there  one  among  them  that  cared 
for  him?  "I'm  almost  sorry  that  they  are  going  to  stay," 
he  said  to  himself;—"  I  know  that  I  shall  disappoint  them." 
Yet  when  he  met  Bell  at  the  Manor  House  he  accosted  her 
cheerily,  telling  her  with  much  appearance  of  satisfaction  that 
that  flitting  into  Guestwick  was  not  to  be  accomphshed. 

"  I  am  so  glad,"  said  she.     "  It  is  long  since  I  wished  it." 
"  And  I  do  not  think  your  mother  wishes  it  now." 
"  I  am  sure  she  does  not.     It  was  all  a  misunderstanding 
from  the  first.     When  some  of  us  could  not  do  all  that  you 

wished,  we  thought  it  better "     Then  Bell  paused,  finding 

that  she  would  get  herself  into  a  mess  if  she  persevered. 

"We  will  not  say  any  more  about  it,"  said  the  squire. 
"  The  thing  is  over,  and  I  am  very  glad  that  it  should  be 
so  pleasantly  settled.     I  was  talking  to  Dr.  Crofts  yesterday." 
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"  Were  yon.  uncle  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  and  lie  is  to  come  and  stny  with  nie  the  day  before 
he  is  mai-ried.  We  have  arranged  it  all.  x\.nd  we'll  have  the 
breakfast  up  at  the  Great  House.  Only  you  must  fix  the  day. 
I  should  say  some  time  in  March.  And,  my  dear,  you'll 
want  to  make  yourself  fine  ;  here's  a  little  money  for  you. 
You  are  to  spend  that  before  your  mamage,  you  know." 
Then  he  shambled  away,  and  as  soon  as  he  was  alone,  again 
became  sad  and  despondent.  He  was  a  man  for  whom  we 
may  predicate  some  gentle  sadness  and  continued  despondency 
to  the  end  of  his  life's  chapter. 

We  left  John  Eames  in  the  custody  of  Lady  Julia,  who  had 
overtaken  him  in  the  act  of  erasing  Lily's  name  from  the 
railing  which  ran  across  the  brook.  He  had  been  preme- 
ditating an  escape  home  to  his  mother's  house  in  Guestwick, 
and  thence  back  to  London,  without  making  any  further 
appearance  at  the  Manor  House.  But  as  suou  as  he  heard 
Lady  Julia's  step,  and  saw  her  figure  close  upon  him,  ho  knew 
that  his  retreat  was  cut  off  from  him.  So  he  allowed  himself 
to  be  led  away  quietly  up  to  the  house.  With  Lady  Julia 
herself  he  openly  discussed  the  whole  matter, — telling  her 
that  his  hopes  were  over,  his  happiness  gone,  and  his  heart 
half-broken.  Though  he  would  perhaps  have  cared  but  little 
for  her  congratulations  in  success,  he  could  make  himself  more 
amenable  to  consolation  and  sjTupathy  firom  her  than  from 
any  other  inmate  in  the  earl's  house.  "  I  don't  know  what 
I  shall  say  to  your  brother,"  he  whispered  to  her,  as  they 
approached  the  side  door  at  which  she  intended  to  enter. 

"  Will  you  let  me  break  it  to  him  ?  After  that  he  will  say 
a  few  words  to  you  of  course,  but  you  need  not  be  afraid  of 
him." 

"  And  Mr.  Dale  ?"  said  Johnny.  "  Everybody  has  heard 
about  it.  Ever}body  will  know  what  a  fool  I  have  made 
myself."  She  suggested  that  the  earl  should  speak  to  the 
squire,  assured  him  that  nobody  would  think  him  at  all 
foolish,  and  then  left  him  to  make  his  way  up  to  his  own 
bedroom.  "When  there  he  found  a  letter  from  Cradell,  which 
had  been  delivered  in  his  absence ;  but  the  contents  of  that 
letter  may  best  be  deferred  to  the  nest  chapter.  They  were 
not  of  a  nature  to  give  him  comfort  or  to  add  to  his  sorrow. 

About  an  hour  before  dinner  there  was  a  knock  at  his  door, 
and  the  earl  himself,  when  summoned,  made  his  appearance  in 
the  room.     He  was  dressed  in  his  usual  farming  attire,  having 
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been  caught  by  Lady  Julia  on  bis  first  approach  to  the  house, 
and  had  come  away  direct  to  his  young  friend,  after  having 
been  duly  trained  in  what  he  ought  to  say  by  his  kind-hearted 
sister.  I  am  not,  however,  prepared  to  declare  that  he  strictly 
followed  his  sister's  teaching  in  all  that  he  said  upon  the 
occasion. 

"  Well,  my  boy,"  he  began,  "  so  the  young  lady  has  been 
perverse." 

"Yes,  my  lord.  That  is,  I  don't  know  about  being  per- 
verse.    It  is  all  over." 

"  That's  as  may  be,  Johnny.  As  far  as  I  know,  not  half 
of  them  accept  their  lovers  the  first  time  of  asking." 

"  I  shall  not  ask  her  again." 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  will.  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  are  angry 
with  her  for  refusing  you." 

"  Not  in  the  least.  I  have  no  right  to  be  angiy.  I  am 
only  angry  with  myself  for  being  such  a  fool.  Lord  De  Guest. 
I  \\-ish  I  had  been  dead  before  I  came  down  here  on  this 
errand.  Now  I  think  of  it,  I  know  there  are  so  many  things 
which  ought  to  have  made  me  sure  how  it  would  be." 

"  I  don't  see  that  at  all.  You  come  dowTi  again, — let  me 
see, — it's  May  now.  Say  you  come  when  the  shooting  begins 
in  September.  If  we  can't  get  you  leave  of  absence  in  any 
other  way,  we'll  make  old  Buffle  come  too.  Only,  by  George, 
I  believe  he'd  shoot  us  all.  But  never  mind ;  we'll  manage 
that.  You  keep  up  your  spirits  till  September,  and  then  we'll 
fight  the  battle  in  another  way.  The  squire  shall  get  up  a  little 
party  for  the  bride,  and  my  lady  Lily  must  go  then.  You 
shall  meet  her  so  ;  and  then  we'll  shoot  over  the  squire's  laud. 
We'll  bring  you  together  so  ;  you  see  if  we  don't.  Lord  bless 
me  !  Refused  once  !  My  belief  is,  that  in  these  days  a  girl 
thinks  nothing  of  a  man  till  she  has  refused  him  half-a-dozen 
times." 

"  I  don't  think  Lily  is  at  all  like  that." 

"Look  here,  Johnny.  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  against 
Miss  Lily.  I  like  her  voiy  much,  and  think  her  one  of  the 
nicest  girls  I  know.  When  she's  your  wife,  I'll  love  her 
dearly,  if  she'll  let  me.  But  she's  made  of  the  same  stuff  as 
other  girls',  and  will  act  in  the  same  way.  Things  have  gone 
a  little  astray  among  you,  and  they  won't  right  themselves 
all  in  a  minute.  She  knows  now  what  your  feelings  are,  and 
she'll  go  on  thinking  of  it,  till  at  last  you'll  be  in  her  thoughts 
more  than  that  other  fellow.  Don't  tell  me  about  her  becoming 
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an  old  maid,  because  at  her  time  of  life  she  has  been  so 
unfortunate  as  to  come  across  a  false-hearted  man  like  that. 
It  may  take  a  little  time  ;  but  if  you'll  ciury  on  and  not  be 
down-hearted,  you'll  find  it  will  all  come  right  in  the  end. 
Evenibody  doesn't  get  all  that  they  want  in  a  minute.  How 
I  shall  quiz  you  about  all  this  when  you  have  been  two  or  thi-ee 
years  married !  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  ask  her  again  ; 
and  I  feel  sure,  if  I  do,  that  her  answer  will  be  the  same. 

She  told  me  in  so  many  words ;  but  never  mind,  I  cannot 

repeat  her  words." 

"  I  don't  want  you  to  repeat  them  ;  nor  yet  to  heed  tliem 
beyond  their  worth.  Lily  Dale  is  a  veiy  pretty  girl ;  clever, 
too,  I  believe,  and  good,  I'm  sure ;  but  her  words  are  not  more 
sacred  than  those  of  other  men  or  women.  What  she  has 
said  to  you  now,  she  means,  no  doubt  ;  but  the  minds  of 
men  and  women  are  prone  to  change,  especially  when  such 
changes  are  conducive  to  their  own  happiness." 

"At  anv  rate  I'll  never  forget  vour  kindness.  Lord 
De  Guest."  ' 

"And  there  is  one  other  thing  I  want  to  say  to  you, 
Johnny.  A  man  should  never  allow  himself  to  be  cast  down 
by  anything, — not  outwardly,  to  the  eyes  of  other  men." 

"But  how  is  he  to  help  it ?  " 

"  His  pluck  should  prevent  him.  You  were  not  afraid  of  a 
roaring  bull,  nor  yet  of  that  man  when  you  thrashed  him  at 
the  railway  station.  You've  pluck  enough  of  that  kind.  You 
must  now  show  that  you've  that  other  kind  of  pluck.  You 
know  the  story  of  the  boy  who  would  not  cry  though  the 
wolf  was  gnawing  him  underneath  his  frock.  Most  of  ua 
have  some  wolf  to  gnaw  us  somewhere  ;  but  we  are  generally 
gnawed  beneath  our  clothes,  so  that  the  world  doesn't  see ;  and 
it  behoves  us  so  to  bear  it  that  the  world  shall  not  suspect. 
Thf  man  who  goes  about  declaring  himself  to  be  miserable 
will  be  not  only  miserable,  but  contemptible  as  well.  " 

"  But  the  wolf  hasn't  gnawed  me  beneath  my  clothes ; 
iver}body  knows  it." 

"  Then  let  those  who  do  know  it  learn  that  you  are  able  to 
bear  such  wounds  without  outward  complaint.  I  tell  you  fairly 
that  I  cannot  s^Tnpathize  with  a  lackadaisical  lover." 

"  I  know  that  I  have  made  myself  ridicalous  to  every- 
body. I  wish  I  had  never  come  here.  I  wish  you  had  never 
seen  me." 
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"  Don't  say  that,  my  dcra*  boy ;  but  take  my  advice  for 
what  it  is  worth.  And  remember  what  it  is  that  I  say ;  with 
your  grief  I  do  sympathize,  but  not  with  any  outward  expres- 
sion of  it ; — not  with  mehiucholy  looks,  and  a  sad  voice, 
and  an  unhappy  gait.  A  man  shoukl  always  be  able  to  drink 
his  mne  and  seem  to  enjoy  it.  If  he  can't,  he  is  so  much 
less  of  a  man  than  he  would  be  otherwise, — not  so  much 
more,  as  some  people  seem  to  think.  Now  get  yourself 
dressed,  my  dear  fellow,  and  come  down  to  dinner  as  though 
nothing  had  happened  to  you." 

As  soon  as  the  earl  was  gone  John  looked  at  his  Vvfatch  and 
saw  that  it  still  wanted  some  forty  minutes  to  dinner.  Fifteen 
minutes  would  suffice  for  him  to  dress,  and  therefore  there 
was  time  sufficient  for  him  to  seat  himself  in  his  arm- chair*  and 
think  over  it  all.  He  had  for  a  moment  been  very  angry  when 
his  friend  had  told  him  that  he  could  not  sympathize  with  a 
lackadaisical  lover.  It  was  an  ill-natured  word.  He  felt  it  to 
be  so  when  he  heard  it,  and  so  he  continued  to  think  during  the 
whole  of  the  half-hour  that  he  sat  in  that  chair.  But  it  pro- 
bably did  him  more  good  than  any  word  that  the  earl  had  ever 
spoken  to  him, — or  any  other  word  that  he  could  have  used. 
"Lackadaisical!  I'm  not  lackadaisical,"  he  said  to  himself, 
jumping  up  from  his  chair,  and  instantly  sitting  down  again. 
"  I  didn't  say  anything  to  him.  I  didn't  tell  him.  Why  did 
he  come  to  me  ?"  And  yet,  though  he  endeavoured  to  abuse 
Lord  De  Guest  in  his  thoughts,  he  knew  that  Lord  De  Guest 
was  right,  and  that  he  was  wrong.  He  knew  that  he  had  been 
lackadaisical,  and  was  ashamed  of  himself;  and  at  once  re- 
solved that  he  would  henceforth  demean  himself  as  though  no 
calamity  had  happened  to  him.  "I've  a  good  mind  to  take 
him  at  his  word,  and  diink  wine  till  I'm  drunk."  Then  he 
strove  to  get  up  his  courage  by  a  song. 

If  she  be  not  faiv  for  mc, 
What  care  I  how 

"But  I  do  care.  What  stuff  it  is  a  man  writing  poetry 
and  putting  into  it  such  lies  as  that !  Everybody  knows  that 
he  did  care, — that  is,  if  he  wasn't  a  heartless  beast." 

But  nevertheless,  when  the  time  came  for  him  to  go  down 
into  the  drawing-room  he  did  make  the  eli'ort  Avhich  his  friend 
had  counselled,  and  walked  into  the  room  with  less  of  that 
hang-dog  look  than  the  earl  and  Lady  Julia  had  expected. 
They  were  both  there,  as  was  also  the  squire,  and  Bell  followed 
him  in  less  than  a  minute. 
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"  You  haven't  seen  Crofts  to-day,  John,  have  you?"  said 
the  earl. 

"  No  ;  I  haven't  been  anywhere  his  way !" 

"  His  way  !  His  ways  are  every  way,  I  take  it.  I  wanted 
him  to  come  and  dine,  but  he  seemed  to  think  it  improper  to 
eat  two  dinners  in  the  same  house  two  days  running.  Isn't 
that  his  theor}-,  Miss  Dale  ?" 

•'  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,  Lord  Dc  Guest.  At  any  rate,  it  isn't 

li:-:c." 

So  they  went  to  their  feast,  and  before  his  Last  chance 
was  over  John  Eames  found  himself  able  to  go  thi'ough  the  pre- 
tence of  enjoying  his  roast  mutton. 

There  can,  I  think,  be  no  doubt  that  in  all  such  calamities 
as  that  which  he  was  now  sulleriug,  the  agon^  of  the  misfortune 
is  much  increased  by  the  conviction  that  the  facts  of  the  case 
are  known  to  those  round  about  the  sull'ercr.  A  most  wanu- 
hearted  and  iuteusely-tecling  young  gentleman  might,  no  doubt, 
eat  an  excellent  dinner  after  being  refused  by  the  girl  of  his 
devotions,  provided  that  he  had  reason  to  believe  that  none  of 
those  in  whose  company  he  ate  it  knew  anything  of  his  re- 
jection. But  the  same  warm-hearted  and  iuteustly -feeling 
young  gentleman  would  find  it  veiy  difficult  to  go  through  the 
ceremony  mth  any  appearance  of  true  appetite  or  gastronomic 
enjoyment,  if  he  were  aware  that  all  his  cun\-ivcs  knew  all  the 
facts  of  his  little  misfortune.  Genemlly,  we  may  suppose,  a 
man  in  such  condition  goes  to  his  club  for  his  dinner,  or 
seeks  consolation  in  the  shades  of  some  adjacent  Kichmond  or 
Hampton  Court.  There  he  meditates  on  his  condition  in 
silence,  and  does  ultimately  enjoy  his  little  plate  of  whitebait, 
his  cutlet  and  his  moderate  pint  of  sheiTy.  He  probably  goes 
alone  to  the  theatre,  and,  in  his  stall,  speculates  with  a  some- 
what bitter  sarcasm  on  the  vanity  of  the  world.  Then  he 
returns  home,  sad  indeed,  but  with  a  moderated  sadness,  and 
as  he  puiTs  out  the  smoke  of  his  cigar  at  the  open  window, — 
with  perhaps  the  comfort  of  a  little  brandy-and-water  at  his 
elbow, — swears  to  himself  that,  "  By  Jove,  he'll  have  another 
try  for  it."  Alone,  a  man  may  console  himself,  or  among  a 
crowd  of  unconscious  mortals ;  but  it  must  be  admitted  that 
the  position  of  John  Eames  was  severe.  Ho  had  been  invited 
down  there  to  woo  Lily  Dale,  and  the  squire  and  Bell  ha<I  been 
asked  to  be  present  at  the  wooiug.  Had  it  all  gone  well, 
nothing  could  have  been  nicer.  He  would  have  been  the  hero 
of  the  hour,  and  eveiybody  would  have  sung  for  him  his  song 

37 
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of  triumpli.  But  everything  had  not  gone  well,  and  he  found 
it  very  difficult  to  carry  himself  otherwise  than  lackadaisically. 
On  the  whole,  however,  his  eflbrt  was  such  that  the  earl  gave 
him  credit  for  his  demeanour,  and  told  him  when  parting  vdth. 
him  for  the  night  that  he  was  a  fine  fellow,  and  that  everything 
should  go  right  with  him  yet. 

"  And  you  mustn't  be  angry  with  me  for  speaking  harshly 
to  you,"  he  said. 

"  I  wasn't  a  bit  angry." 

"  Yes,  you  were  ;  and  I  rather  meant  that  you  should  he. 
But  you  mustn't  go  away  in  dudgeon." 

He  stayed  at  the  Manor  House  one  day  longer,  and  then 
he  returned  to  his  room  at  the  Income-tax  Office,  to  the  dis- 
agreeable sound  of  Sir  Eafile's  little  bell,  and  the  much  more 
disagreeable  sound  of  Sir  Raflle's  big  voice. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

JOHN   EAMES  BECOMES  A  MAN. 

Eames,  when  he  was  half  way  up  to  London  in  the  railway 
carriage  took  out  from  his  pocket  a  letter  and  read  it.  During 
the  former  portion  of  his  journey  he  had  been  thinking  of  other 
things ;  but  gradually  he  had  resolved  that  it  would  be  better 
for  him  not  to  think  more  of  those  other  things  for  the  present, 
and  therefore  he  had  recourse  to  his  letter  by  way  of  dissi- 
pating his  thoughts.  It  was  from  Cradell,  and  ran  as  follows  : — 

Jncome-Tax  Office, May, —  186-. 
My  dear  John, — I  hope  the  tidings  which  I  have  to  give  you  will 
not  make  you  angry,  and  that  you  will  not  think  I  am  untrue  to  the 
great  fricndsliip  which  I  have  lor  you  because  of  that  whicli  I  am  now 
going  to  tell  you.  There  is  no  man — [and  the  word  nuiu  was  underscored] 
— there  is  no  man  whose  regard  I  value  so  highly  as  I  do  yours ;  and 
though  I  feel  that  you  can  have  no  just  ground  to  be  displeased  with 
me  alter  all  that  I  have  heard  you  say  on  many  occasions,  nevertheless, 
in  matters  of  the  heart  it  is  very  hard  for  one  person  to  understand  the 
i^entiments  of  another,  and  when  the  affections  of  a  lady  are  concerned, 
I  know  that  quarrels  will  sometimes  aiise. 

Eames,  when  he  had  got  so  far  as  this,  on  the  first  perusal 
of  the  letter,  knew  well  what  was  to  follow.  "  Poor  Caudle  !  " 
he  said  to  himself;  "he's  hooked,  and  he'll  never  get  himself 
ofl'  the  hook  again." 
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But  let  that  be  as  it  may,  the  matter  has  now  gone  too  far  for  any 
alteration  to  be  nuule  by  me  ;  nor  wnulcl  any  mere  earthly  iniluccnicnt 
suffice  to  ohanjie  me.  The  claims  of  friendship  are  very  stroiii;,  but  those 
of  lore  are  panimimnt.  Of  course  I  know  all  that  has  jjassed  between 
you  and  Amelia  Hoper.  Much  of  this  I  had  heard  from  you  before,  but 
the  rest  she  has  now  told  me  with  that  pure-minded  honesty  which  is 
the  most  remarkable  feature  in  her  chnracter.  She  has  confessed  that 
at  one  time  siie  felt  attached  to  you,  and  that  she  was  induced  by  your 
perseverance  to  allow  you  to  re<;ard  her  as  your  fiancy.  [Fancy-icirl  he 
probably  conceived  to  be  the  vulgar  English  for  the  elegant  tenn  which 
he  used.]  Eut  all  tliat  must  be  over  between  you  now.  Amelia  has 
promised  to  be  mine — [this  also  was  underscored] — and  mine  I  intend 
that  she  shall  be.  That  you  may  find  in  the  kind  smiles  of  L.  D.  con- 
solation for  any  disappuintment  which  this  may  occasion  you,  is  tlie 
ardent  wish  of  your  true  friend,  Joseph  Cradell. 

P.S— Perhaps  I  had  better  tell  you  the  whole.  Mrs.  Roper  has 
been  in  some  trouble  about  her  house.  She  is  a  little  in  arrears  with 
her  rent,  and  some  bills  have  not  been  paid.  As  sbc  explained  that  she 
has  been  brought  into  this  by  those  dreadful  Lupexes  I  have  consented 
to  take  the  house  into  my  own  hands,  and  have  given  bills  to  one  or  two 
tradesmen  for  small  amounts.  Of  course  she  will  take  them  up,  but  it 
was  the  credit  that  was  wanting.  She  will  carry  on  the  house,  but  I 
shall,  in  fact,  be  the  proprietor.  I  suppose  it  will  not  suit  you  now 
to  remain  here,  but  don't  you  think  I  might  make  it  eomfonable  enough 
for  some  of  our  IcUows;  say  half-a-dozen,  or  so  ?  That  is  >Irs.  Koper's 
idea,  and  I  certainly  think  it  is  not  a  bad  one.  Our  first  efforts  must 
be  to  get  rid  of  the  Lupexes.  Miss  Spruce  goes  next  week.  In  the 
meantime  we  are  all  taking  our  meals  up  in  our  own  rooms,  so  that 
there  is  nothing  for  the  Lujicxes  to  eat.  But  they  don't  seem  to  mind 
that,  and  still  keep  the  sitting-room  and  best  bedroom.  We  mean  to 
lock  them  out  after  Tuesday,  and  send  all  their  boxes  to  the  i>nblic- 
house. 

Poor  CraJell !  Eames,  as  he  threw  himself  back  upon  liis 
seat  and  contemplated  the  depth  of  misfortune  into  which  his 
friend  had  fallen,  began  to  be  almost  in  love  with  his  own  posi- 
tion. Ho  himself  was,  no  doubt,  a  very  miserable  fellow.  There 
was  only  one  thing  in  life  worth  living  for,  and  that  he  could 
not  get.  He  had  been  thinking  for  the  last  three  davs  of 
throwing  himself  before  a  locomotive  steam-engine,  and  was 
not  quite  sure  that  he  would  not  do  it  yet ;  but,  nevertheless, 
his  place  was  a  place  among  the  gods  as  compared  to  that 
which  poor  CradeU  had  selected  for  himself.  To  be  not  only 
the  husband  of  Amelia  Koper,  but  to  have  been  driven  to  take 
upon  himself  as  his  bride's  fortune  the  whole  of  his  future 
mother-in-law's  debts  !  To  find  himself  the  owner  of  a  very 
indifferent  lodging-house  ; — the  owner  as  regarded  all  respon- 
sibility, though  not  the  o^vner  as  regarded  any  possible  profit! 
And  then,  above  and  almost  worse  than  all  the  rest,  to  find 
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himself  saddled  with  the  Lupexes  in  the  beginning  of  his 
career  !     Poor  Cradell  indeed  ! 

Eames  had  not  taken  his  things  away  from  the  lodging- 
house  before  he  left  London,  and  therefore  determined  to 
drive  to  Burton  Crescent  immediately  on  his  arrival,  not  with 
the  intention  of  remaining  there,  even  for  a  night,  but  that  he 
might  bid  them  farewell,  speak  his  congratulations  to  Amelia, 
and  arrange  for  his  final  settlement  vnth  Mrs.  Eoper.  It 
should  have  been  explained  in  the  last  chapter  that  the  earl 
had  told  him  before  parting  with  him  that  his  w&nt  of  success 
with  Lily  would  make  no  difference  as  regarded  money.  John 
had,  of  course,  expostulated,  saying  that  he  did  not  want  any- 
thing, and  would  not,  under  his  existing  circumstances,  accept 
anything ;  but  the  earl  was  a  man  who  knew  how  to  have  his 
own  way,  and  in  this  matter  did  have  it.  Our  friend,  there- 
fore>  was  a  man  of  wealth  when  he  returned  to  London,  and 
could  tell  Mrs.  Roper  that  he  would  send  her  a  cheque  for  her 
little  balance  as  soon  as  he  reached  his  ofBce. 

He  arrived  in  the  middle  of  the  day, — not  timing  his 
return  at  ail  after  the  usual  manner  of  Government  clerks,  who 
generally  manage  to  reach  the  metropolis  not  more  than  half 
iin  hour  before  the  moment  at  which  they  are  bound  to  show 
themselves  in  their  seats.  But  he  had  come  back  two  days 
before  he  was  due,  and  had  run  away  from  the  country  as 
though  London  in  May  to  him  were  much  pleasanter  than  the 
woods  and  fields.  But  neither  had  London  nor  the  woods  and 
fields  any  influence  on  his  return.  He  had  gone  down  that  he 
might  throw  himself  at  the  feet  of  Lily  Dale, — gone  down,  as 
he  now  confessed  to  himself,  with  hopes  almost  triumphant, 
and  he  had  returned  because  Lily  Dale  would  not  have  him 
at  her  feet.  "I  loved  him, — him,  Crosbie, — better  than  all 
the  world  besides.  It  is  still  the  same.  I  still  love  him  better 
than  all  the  world."  Those  were  the  words  which  had  di-iven 
him  back  to  London ;  and  having  been  sent  away  with  such 
words  as  those,  it  was  little  matter  to  him  whether  he  reached 
his  office  a  day  or  two  sooner  or  later.  The  little  room  in  the 
city,  even  with  the  accompaniment  of  Sir  Eaflle's  bell  and 
Su*  Eaflle's  voice,  would  be  now  more  congenial  to  him  than 
Lady  Julia's  drawing-room.  He  would  therefore  present  him- 
self to  Sir  Rafile  on  that  very  afternoon,  and  expel  some  inter- 
loper from  his  seat.  But  he  would  first  call  in  Burton  Crescent 
and  say  farewell  to  the  Eopers. 

The  door   was   opened   for  him   by  the   faithful  Jemima. 
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"Mr.  TIeamcs,  Mr.  Heames !  ho  dear,  ho  dear!"  and  tho 
poor  girl,  who  had  always  taken  his  side  in  tho  adventures 
of  the  lodeing-honsc,  raised  her  hands  on  high  and  lamented 
the  fate  whicli  had  separated  her  favoiu'ito  fi'ora  its  fni-tnnes. 
"  I  suppose  you  knows  it  all,  Mister  Johnny  ?  "  Mister  Johnny 
said  that  he  believed  he  did  know  it  all,  and  asked  for  the 
mistress  of  the  house.  "Yes,  sure  enough,  she's  at  home. 
She  don't  dare  stir  out  much,  'cause  of  them  Lupexes. 
Ain't  this  a  pretty  game  ?  No  dinner  and  no  nothink !  Them 
boxes  is  Miss  Sprace's.  She's  agoing  now,  this  minute. 
You'll  find  'em  all  upstairs  in  the  drawen-room."  So  upstairs 
into  the  drawing-room  he  went,  and  there  he  found  the  mother 
and  daughter,  and  with  them  Miss  Spnice,  tightly  packed  up 
in  her  bonnet  and  shawl.  "  Don't,  mother,"  Amelia  was 
saying  ;  "what's  the  good  of  going  on  in  that  way?  If  she 
chooses  to  go,  let  her  go." 

"  But  she's  been  mth  me  now  so  many  years,"  said 
Mrs.  Eoper,  sobbing;  "and  I've  always  done  everjihing  for 
her !  Haven't  I,  now,  Sally  Spruce  ? "  It  struck  Eames 
immediately  that,  though  he  had  been  an  inmate  in  the  house 
for  two  years,  he  had  never  before  heard  that  maiden  lady's 
Christian  name.  Miss  Spruce  was  the  first  to  see  Eames  as 
he  entered  the  room.  It  is  probable  that  ^Irs.  Roper's  pathos 
might  have  produced  some  answering  pathos  on  her  part  had 
she  remained  unobserved,  but  the  sight  of  a  young  man  brought 
her  back  to  her  usual  state  of  quiescence.  "  I'm  only  an  old 
woman,"  said  she  ;  "  and  here's  Mr.  Eames  come  back  again." 

"How  dye  do,  Mrs.  Roper?  how  d'ye  do, Amelia? 

how  d've  do,  Miss  Spnice  ?  "  and  he  shook  hands  with  them 
all. 

"Oh,  laws,"  said  Mrs.  Roper,  "you  have  given  me  snch  a 
start!" 

"  Dear  me,  Mr.  Eames  ;  only  think  of  your  coming  back 
in  that  way,"  said  Amelia. 

"  WeU,  what  way  should  I  come  back?  You  didn't  hear 
me  knock  at  the  door,  that's  ail.  So  Miss  Spruce  is  really 
going  to  leave  you  ?  " 

"Isn't  it  dreadful,  Mr.  Eames?  Nineteen  years  we've 
been  together  ; — taking  both  houses  together,  Miss  Spruce, 
we  have,  indeed."  Miss  Spruce,  at  this  point,  straggled  very 
hard  to  convince  John  Eames  that  tho  period  in  question  had 
in  truth  extended  over  only  eighteen  years,  but  Mrs.  Roper 
was  authoritative,  and  would  not  permit  it.     "  It's  nineteen 
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years  if  it's  a  day.  No  one  ought  to  know  dates  if  I  don't, 
and  there  isn't  one  in  tlie  world  understands  her  ways  unless 
it's  me.     Haven't  I  been  up  to  your  bedroom  every  night,  and 

with  my  own  hand  given  you "     But  she  stopped  herself, 

and  was  too  good  a  woman  to  declare  before  a  young  man 
what  had  been  the  nature  of  her  nightly  ministrations  to  her 
guest. 

"  I  don't  think  you'll  be  so  comfortable  anywhere  else. 
Miss  Spruce,"  said  Eames. 

"  Comfortable  !  of  course  she  won't,"  said  Amelia.  "  But 
if  I  was  mother  I  wouldn't  have  any  more  words  about  it.' 

"  It  isn't  the  money  I'm  thinking  of,  but  the  feeling  of  it," 
said  Mrs.  Roper.  "The  house  will  be  so  lonely  like.  I 
shan't  know  myself;  that  I  shan't.  And  now  that  things  are 
all  settled  so  pleasantly,  and  that  the  Lupexes  must  go  on 

Tuesday I'll  tell  you  what,  Sally ;  I'll  pay  for  the  cab 

myself,  and  I'll  start  off  to  Dulwich  by  the  omnibus  to-morrow, 
and  settle  it  all  out  of  my  own  pocket.  I  will  indeed.  Come  ; 
there's  the  cab.     Let  me  go  down,  and  send  him  away." 

"  I'll  do  that,"  said  Eames.  "  It's  only  sixpence,  off  the 
stand,"  Mrs.  lloper  called  to  him  as  he  left  the  room.  But 
the  cabman  got  a  shilling,  and  John,  as  he  returned,  found 
Jemima  in  the  act  of  carrying  Miss  Spinice's  boxes  back  to 
her  room.  "  So  much  the  better  for  poor  Caudle,"  said  he  to 
himself.  "As  he  has  gone  into  the  trade  it's  well  that  he 
should  have  somebody  that  will  pay  him." 

Mrs.  Roper  followed  Miss  Spruce  up  the  stairs  and  Johnny 
was  left  with  Amelia.  "  He's  written  to  you,  I  know,"  said 
she,  with  her  face  turned  a  little  away  from  him.  She  was 
certainly  veiy  handsome,  but  there  was  a  hard,  cross,  almost 
sullen  look  about  her,  which  robbed  her  coimtenance  of  all  its 
pleasantness.  And  yet  she  had  no  intention  of  being  sullen 
with  him. 

"  Yes,"  said  John.  "  He  has  told  me  how  it's  all  going 
to  be." 

"  Well  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Well  ?"  said  he. 

"Is  that  all  you've  got  to  say  ?  " 

"  I'll  congratulate  you,  if  you'll  let  me." 

"  Psha  ; — congratulations  !  I  hate  such  humbug.  If  you've 
no  feelings  about  it,  I'm  sure  that  I've  none.  Indeed  I  don't 
know  what's  the  good  of  feelings.  They  never  did  me  any  good. 
Are  you  engaged  to  marry  L.  D.  ?  " 
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"  No,  I  am  not." 

"Ami  you've  nothing  else  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

"  Nothing, — except  my  hopes  lor  your  happiness.  What 
else  can  I  say '?  You  are  engaged  to  marry  my  triend  Cradoll, 
and  I  thiuk  it  Anil  be  a  happy  match." 

She  turned  away  her  face  further  from  him,  and  the  look 
of  it  became  even  more  sullen.  Could  it  be  possible  that 
at  such  a  moment  she  still  had  a  hope  that  he  might  come 
back  to  her  ? 

"  Good-by,  Amelia,"  he  said,  putting  out  his  hand  to  her. 

"  And  this  is  to  be  the  last  of  you  in  this  house  !  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  about  that.  I'll  come  and  call  upon 
you,  if  you'll  let  me,  when  you're  mamcd." 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "that  there  may  be  rows  in  the  house, 
and  noise,  and  jealousy, — as  there  have  been  with  that  Ancked 
woman  upstairs.  Not  if  I  know  it,  you  won't !  John  Eames, 
I  wish  Id  never  seen  vou.  I  wish  we  might  have  both  fallen 
dead  when  we  first  met.  I  didn't  think  ever  to  have  cared 
for  a  man  as  I  have  cared  for  you.  It's  all  trash  and  nonsense 
and  foolciT ;  I  know  that.  It's  all  \ory  well  for  young  ladies 
as  can  sit  in  drawing-rooms  all  their  lives,  but  when  a  woman 
has  her  way  to  make  in  the  world  it's  all  foolery.  And  such  a 
hard  way  too  to  make  as  mine  is!" 

"  But  it  won't  be  hard  now." 

"Won't  it?  But  I  think  it  will.  I  wish  you  would  try 
it.  Not  that  I'm  going  to  complain.  I  never  minded  work, 
and  as  for  company,  I  can  put  up  with  anybody.  The  world's 
not  to  be  all  dancing  and  fiddling  for  the  likes  of  me.  I  know 
that  well  enough.     But ,"  and  then  she  paused. 

""VMiat's  the  'but'  about,  Amelia?" 

"It's  like  you  to  ask  me  ;  isn't  it  ?  "  To  tell  the  truth  ho 
should  not  have  asked  her.  "  Never  mind.  I'm  not  going  to 
have  any  words  with  you.  If  you've  been  a  knave  I've  been  a 
fool,  and  that's  worse." 

"  But  I  don't  thiuk  I  have  been  a  knave." 

"I've  been  both,"  said  the  girl;  "and  both  for  nothing. 
After  that  you  may  go.  I've  told  you  what  I  am,  and  I'll 
leave  you  to  name  youi'self.  I  didn't  thiuk  it  was  in  me  to 
have  been  such  a  fool.  It's  that  that  frets  me.  Never  mind, 
sir  ;  it's  all  over  now,  and  I  wish  you  good-by." 

I  do  not  think  that  there  was  the  slightest  reason  why 
John  should  have  again  kissed  her  at  parting,  but  he  did  bo. 
She  bore  it,  not  struggling  with  him  ;    but  she  took  his  caress 
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■with  sullen  endurance.  "  It'll  be  the  last,"  she  said.  "  Good- 
by,  John  Eames." 

"  Good-bj,  Amelia.  Try  to  make  him  a  good  wife  and 
then  you'll  he  happy."  She  turned  up  her  nose  at  this, 
assuming  a  look  of  unutterable  scorn.  But  she  said  nothing 
further,  and  then  he  l&ft  the  room.  At  the  parlour  door  he 
met  Mrs.  Roper,  and  had  his  parting  words  with  her. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  came,"  said  she.  "It  was  just  that 
word  you  said  that  made  Miss  Spruce  stay.  Her  money  is  so 
ready,  you  know !  And  so  you've  had  it  all  out  with  her  about 
Cradell.  She'll  make  him  a  good  wife,  she  will  indeed ; — 
much  better  than  you've  been  giving  her  credit  foix" 

"  I  don't  doubt  she'll  be  a  very  good  wife." 

"You  see,  Mr.  Eames,  it's  all  over  now,  and  we  under- 
stand each  other ;  don't  we  ?  It  made  me  very  unhappy  when 
she  was  setting  her  cap  at  you  ;  it  did  indeed.  She  is  my 
own  daughter,  and  I  couldn't  go  against  her  ; — could  I  ?  But 
I  knew  it  wasn't  in  any  way  suiting.  Laws,  I  know  the  differ- 
ence. She's  good  enough  for  him  any  day  of  the  week,  Mr. 
Eames." 

"That  she  is, — Saturdays  or  Sundays,"  said  Johnny,  not 
knowing  exactly  what  he  ought  to  say. 

"So  she  is  ;  and  if  he  does  his  duty  by  her  she  won't  go 
astray  in  hers  by  him.  And  as  for  you,  Mr.  Eames,  I  am 
sure  I've  always  felt  it  an  honour  and  a  pleasure  to  have  you 
in  the  house ;  and  if  ever  you  could  use  a  good  word  in 
sending  to  me  any  of  your  young  men,  I'd  do  by  them  as  a 
mother  should  ;  I  would  indeed.  I  know  I've  been  to  blame 
about  those  Lupexes,  but  haven't  I  suffered  for  it,  Mr.  Eames  ? 
And  it  was  difficult  to  know  at  first ;  wasn't  it  ?  And  as  to 
you  and  Amelia,  if  you  would  send  any  of  your  young  men  to 
try,  there  couldn't  be  anything  more  of  that  kind,  could  there  ? 
I  know  it  hasn't  all  been  just  as  it  should  have  been ; — that  is 
as  regards  you ;  but  I  should  like  to  hear  you  say  that  you've 
found  me  honest  before  you  went.  I  have  tried  to  be  honest, 
I  have  indeed." 

Eames  assured  her  that  he  was  convinced  of  her  honesty, 
and  that  he  had  never  thought  of  impugning  her  character 
either  in  regard  to  those  unfortunate  people,  the  Lupexes,  or 
in  reference  to  other  matters.  "He  did  not  think,"  he  said, 
"  that  any  young  men  would  consult  him  as  to  their  lodgings ; 
but  if  he  could  be  of  any  service  to  her,  he  would."  Then  he 
bade  her  good-by,  and  having  bestowed  half- a -sovereign  on  the 
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faithful  Jemima,  he  took  a  long  farewell  of  Burton  Crescent. 
Amelia  had  tolil  him  not  to  come  and  sec  her  when  she  should 
be  man-ied.  and  he  had  resolved  that  he  would  take  her  at  her 
word.  So  he  walked  ofl  from  the  Crescent,  not  exactly  shaking 
the  dust  from  his  feet,  but  resolving  that  he  would  know  no 
more  either  of  its  dust  or  of  its  dirt.  Dirt  enough  he  had 
encountered  there  certainly,  and  ho  was  now  old  enough  to 
feel  that  the  inmates  of  Mrs.  Roper's  house  had  not  been  those 
among  whom  a  resting-place  for  his  early  yeai's  should  judi- 
ciously have  been  sought.  But  he  had  come  out  of  the  fire 
comparatively  unharmed,  and  I  regret  to  say  that  ho  felt  but 
little  for  the  temble  scorchings  to  which  his  friend  had  been 
subjected  and  was  about  to  subject  himself.  Ho  was  quite 
content  to  look  at  the  matter  exactly  as  it  was  looked  at  by 
Mrs.  Eoper.  Ameha  was  good  enough  for  Joseph  Cradell — 
any  day  of  the  week.  Poor  Cradell,  of  whom  in  these  pages 
after  this  notice  no  more  will  be  heard !  I  cannot  but  think 
that  a  hard  measure  of  justice  was  meted  out  to  him,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  extent  of  his  sins.  More  weak  and  foolish  than 
our  friend  and  hero  he  had  been,  but  not  to  my  knowledge 
more  wicked.  But  it  is  to  the  vain  and  foolish  that  the 
punishments  fall ; — and  to  them  they  fall  so  thickly  and  con- 
stantly that  the  thinker  is  driven  to  think  that  vanity  and  folly 
are  of  aU  sins  those  which  may  be  the  least  forgiven.  As  for 
Cradell  I  may  declare  that  ho  did  many  Ameha,  that  he  did, 
with  some  pride,  take  the  place  of  master  of  the  house  at  the 
bottom  of  Mrs.  Roper's  table,  and  that  he  did  make  himself 
responsible  for  all  Mrs.  Roper's  debts.  Of  his  future  fortunes 
there  is  not  space  to  speak  in  these  pages. 

Going  away  from  the  Crescent  Eames  had  himself  driven 
to  his  office,  which  he  reached  just  as  the  men  were  leaving 
it,  at  four  o'clock.  Cradell  was  gone,  so  that  ho  did  not  see 
him  on  that  afternoon  ;  but  he  had  an  opportunity  of  shaking 
hands  with  IMr.  Love,  who  treated  him  with  all  the  smiling 
comiesy  due  to  an  official  big\vig, — for  a  private  secretary,  if 
not  absolutely  a  big- wig,  is  semi-big,  and  entitled  to  a  certain 
amount  of  reverence;  —  and  he  passed  Mr.  Kissing  in  the 
passage,  hurrying  along  as  usual  with  a  huge  book  under 
his  arm.  Mr.  lussing,  hurried  as  he  was,  stopped  his  shutlling 
feet ;  but  Eames  only  looked  at  him,  hardly  honouring  him 
with  the  acknowledgment  of  a  nod  of  his  head.  Mr.  Kissing, 
however,  was  not  otiended ;  he  knew  that  the  private  secre- 
taiy  of  the  First  Commissioner  had  been  the  guest  of  an  carl ; 
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and  what  more  thrsn  a  nod  could  be  expected  from  liim  ?  After 
that  John  made  his  way  into  the  august  presence  of  Sir  Raffle, 
and  found  that  great  man  putting  on  his  shoe^  in  the  presence 
of  FitzHoward.  FitzHoward  blushed  ;  but  tlie  shoes  had  not 
been  touched  by  him,  as  he  took  occasion  after\v:;::ds  to  inform 
John  Fames. 

Sir  Raffle  was  all  smiles  and  civility.  "  Deh'ghted  to  see 
you  back,  Fames  :  am,  upon  my  word;  thi  vgh  land  Fitz- 
Howard have  got  on  capitally  in  your  absence;  haven't  we, 
FitzHoward?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  drawled  FitzHoward.  "  I  haven't  minded  it 
for  a  time,  just  while  Fames  has  been  away." 

"  You're  much  too  idle  to  keep  at  it,  I  know;  but  your 
bread  will  be  buttered  for  you  elsewhere,  so  it  doesn't  signify. 
My  compliments  to  the  duchess  when  you  sec  her."  Then 
FitzHoward  went.  "  And  how's  my  dear  old  friend  ?"  asked 
Sir  Raffle,  as  though  of  all  men  living  Lord  De  Guest  were 
the  one  for  whom  he  had  the  strongest  and  the  oldest  love. 
And  yet  he  must  have  known  that  John  Fames  knew  as  much 
about  it  as  he  did  himself.  But  there  are  men  who  have  the 
most  lively  gratification  in  calling  lords  and  marquises  their 
friends,  though  they  know  that  nobody  believes  a  word  of 
what  they  say, — even  though  they  know  how  great  is  the 
odium  they  incur,  and  how  lasting  is  the  ridicule  which  their 
vanity  produces.  It  is  a  gentle  insanity  which  prevails  in  the 
outer  courts  of  every  aristocracy ;  and  as  it  bi'ings  with  itself 
considerable  annoyance  and  but  a  lukewarm  pleasure,  it  should 
not  be  treated  with  too  keen  a  severity. 

"And  how's  my  dear  old  friend?"  Fames  assured  him 
that  his  dear  old  friend  was  all  right,  that  Lady  Julia  was  all 
right,  that  the  dear  old  place  was  all  right.  Sir  Raffle  now 
spoke  as  though  the  "  dear  old  place  "  were  quite  well  kno^Ti 
to  him.  "Was  the  game  doing  pretty  well?  Was  there  a 
promise  of  birds?"  Sir  Raffle's  anxiety  was  quite  intense, 
and  expressed  with  almost  lamiliar  atiection.  "  And,  by-the- 
by,  Fames,  where  are  you  living  at  present  ?" 

"Well,  I'm  not  settled.  I'm  at  the  Great  Western 
Railway  Hotel  at  this  moment." 

"  Capital  house,  very  ;  only  it's  expensive  if  j'Ou  stay  there 
the  whole  season."  Johnny  had  no  idea  of  remaining  there 
beyond  one  night,  but  he  said  nothing  as  to  this.  "  By-the- 
by,  you  might  as  well  come  and  dine  with  us  to-morrow.  Lady 
Buffle  is  most  anxious  to  know  you.      There'll  be  one  or  two 
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with  US.  1  iliil  ask  my  friend  Diimbello,  but  there's  soi  jg 
nonsense  going  on  in  the  House,  and  he  thinks  that  he  can't 
get  away."  Johnny  was  more  gracious  than  Lord  Dumhello, 
and  accepted  the  invitation.  "  I  wonder  what  Lady  Ijufile  will 
be  like  ?  "  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  walked  away  from  the  office. 

He  had  turned  into  the  Great  "Western  Hotel,  not  as  yet 
knowing  where  to  look  for  a  home  ;  and  there  we  will  leave  him, 
eating  his  solitary  mutton-chop  at  one  of  those  tables  which 
are  so  comfortable  to  the  eye,  but  which  are  so  comfortless  in 
reality.  I  s;peak  not  now  with  reference  to  the  excellent  esta- 
blishment which  has  been  named,  but  to  the  nature  of  such 
tables  in  general.  X  solitary  mutton-chop  in  an  hotel  coflee- 
room  is  not  a  banquet  to  be  envied  by  any  god  ;  and  if  the 
mutton-chop  be  converted  into  soup,  lish,  little  dislies,  big 
dishes,  and  the  rest,  the  matter  becomes  worse  and  not  better. 
What  comfort  are  you  to  have,  seated  alone  on  that  horsehair 
chair,  staring  into  the  room  and  watching  the  waiters  as  they 
whisk  about  their  towels  ?  No  one  but  an  Englishman  has 
ever  yet  thought  of  subjecting  himself  to  such  a  position  as 
that !  But  here  we  will  leave  John  Eames,  and  in  doing  so 
I  must  be  allowed  to  declare  that  only  now,  at  this  moment, 
has  he  entered  on  his  manhood.  Hitherto  he  has  been  a 
hobbledehoy, — a  calf,  as  it  were,  who  had  earned  his  calfish- 
ness  later  into  life  than  is  common  with  calves ;  but  who  did 
not,  perhaps,  on  that  account,  give  promise  of  making  a  worse 
ox  than  the  rest  of  them.  His  life  hitherto,  as  recorded  in 
these  pages,  had  aflbrded  him  no  brilliant  success,  had  hardly 
qualified  him  for  the  role  of  hero  which  he  has  been  made  to 
plav.  I  feel  that  I  have  been  in  fault  in  giving  such  promi- 
nence to  a  hobbledehoy,  and  that  I  should  have  told  my  story 
better  had  I  brought  Mr.  Crosbie  more  conspicuously  forward 
on  my  canvas.  He  at  any  rate  has  gotten  to  himself  a  wife — 
as  a  hero  always  should  do ;  whereas  I  must  leave  my  poor 
fi-iend  Johnny  without  any  matrimonial  prospects. 

It  was  thus  that  he  thought  of  himself  as  he  sat  moping 
over  his  solitary  table  in  the  hotel  cotlec-room.  He  acknow- 
ledged to  himself  that  he  had  not  hithci-to  been  a  man  ;  but  at 
tue  same  time  he  made  some  resolution  which,  I  trust,  may 
assist  him  in  commencing  his  manhood  from  this  date. 
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CHAPTER    LX. 

CONCLUSION. 

It  was  early  in  June  that  Lily  went  up  to  her  uncle  at  the 
Great  House,  pleading  for  Hopkins, — pleading  that  to  Hopkins 
might  be  restored  all  the  privileges  of  head  gardener  at  the 
Great  House.  There  was  some  absurdity  in  this,  seeing  that 
he  had  never  really  relinquished  his  privileges ;  but  the 
manner  of  the  quarrel  had  been  in  this  wise. 

There  was  in  those  days,  and  had  been  for  years,  a  vesed 
question  between  Hopkins  and  JoUiffe  the  baihff  on  the  matter 

of  stable  manure.     Hopkins  had  pretended  to  the  right 

of  taking  what  he  required  from  the  farmyard,  without  asking 
leave  of  any  one.  Jollifle  in  return  had  hinted,  that  if  this 
were  so,  Hopkins  would  take  it  all.  "  But  I  can't  eat  it," 
Hopkins  had  said.  JollilTe  merely  grunted,  signifying  by  the 
grant,  as  Hopkins  thought,  that  though  a  gardener  couldn't 
eat  a  mountain  of  manure  fifty  feet  long  and  fifteen  high — 
couldn't  cat  in  the  body, — he  might  convert  it  into  things 
edible  for  his  own  personal  use.  And  so  there  had  been  a 
great  feud.  The  unfortunate  squire  had  of  course  been  called 
on  to  arbitrate,  and  having  postponed  his  decision  by  every 
contrivance  possible  to  him,  had  at  last  been  driven  by  Jolliffe 
to  declare  that  Hopkins  should  take  nothing  that  was  not 
assigned  to  him.  Hopkins,  Avhen  the  decision  was  made  known 
to  him  by  his  master,  bit  his  old  lips,  and  turned  round  upon 
his  old  heel,  speechless.  "  You'll  find  it's  so  at  all  other 
places,"  said  the  squii-e,  apologetically.  "Other  places!" 
sneered  Hopkins.  Where  would  he  find  other  gardeners  like 
himself  ?  It  is  hardly  necessaiy  to  declare  that  from  that 
moment  he  resolved  that  he  would  abide  by  no  such  order. 
JollilTe  on  the  next  morning  informed  the  squire  that  the  order 
had  been  broken,  and  the  squire  fretted  and  fumed,  wishing 
that  Jollifle  were  well  buried  under  the  mountain  in  question. 
"  If  they  all  is  to  do  as  they  like,"  said  Jolliffe,  "  then  nobody 
won't  care  for  nobody."  The  squire  understood  that  an  order 
if  given  must  be  obeyed,  and  therefore,  with  many  inner  groan- 
ings  of  the  spirit,  resolved  that  war  must  be  waged  against 
Hopkins. 

On  the  foUo'wing  morning  he  found  the  old  man  himself 
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wheeliug  a  huge  barrow  of  manui'o  rouutl  from  the  yard  inta  the 
kitchen-ganlon.  Now,  on  orcliiiarj'  occasious,  Hopkins  uas  not 
required  to  do  with  his  own  hands  work  of  that  description. 
He  had  a  man  under  him  who  hewed  wood,  and  carried  water, 
and  wheeled  barrows, — one  man  always,  and  often  two.  The 
squire  knew  when  he  saw  him  that  he  was  sinning,  and  bade 
him  stop  upon  his  road. 

"Hopkins,"  he  said,  "why  didn't  you  ask  for  what  you 
wanted,  before  you  took  it?"  The  old  man  put  down  the 
baiTOw  on  the  ground,  looked  up  in  his  masters  face,  spat  into 
his  hands,  and  then  again  resumed  his  barrow.  "Hopkins, 
that  won't  do,"  said  the  squire.     "  Stop  where  you  are." 

"  What  won't  do  ?"  said  Hopkins,  still  holding  the  ban-ow 
from  the  ground,  but  not  as  yet  progressing. 

"  Put  it  down,  Hopkins,"  and  Hopkins  did  put  it  do^^'n. 
"  Don't  you  know  that  you  are  flatly  disobenng  my  orders  ?" 

"  Squire,  I've  been  here  about  this  place  going  on  nigh 
seventy  years." 

"  If  you've  been  going  on  a  hundred  and  seventy  it  wouldn't 
do  that  there  should  be  more  than  one  master.  I'm  the 
master  here,  and  I  intend  to  be  so  to  the  end.  Take  that 
manure  back  into  the  yard." 

"  Back  into  the  yard?"  said  Hopkins,  vciy  slowly. 

"  Yes  ;  back  into  the  vard." 

"  What,— afore  all  their  faces  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  you've  disobeyed  me  before  all  their  faces  ?  " 

Hopkins  paused  a  moment,  looking  away  from  the  squire, 
and  shaking  his  head  as  though  he  had  need  of  deep  thought, 
but  by  the  aid  of  deep  thought  had  come  at  last  to  a  right  con- 
clusion. Then  he  resumed  the  baiTow,  and  putting  himself 
almost  into  a  trot,  earned  away  his  piize  into  the  kitchen- 
garden.  At  the  pace  which  he  went  it  would  have  been  beyond 
the  squire's  power  to  stop  him,  nor  would  Mr.  Dale  have 
wished  to  come  to  a  personal  encounter  with  his  ser\-ant.  But 
he  called  after  the  man  in  dire  wrath  that  if  he  were  not 
obeyed  the  disobedient  senant  should  rue  the  consequences 
for  ever.  Hopkins,  equal  to  the  occasion,  shook  his  head  as 
he  trotted  on,  deposited  his  load  at  the  foot  of  the  cucumber- 
frames,  and  then  at  once  returning  to  his  master,  tendered 
to  him  the  key  of  the  greenhouse. 

"  Master,"  said  Hopkins,  speaking  as  best  he  could  ^vith 
his  scanty  breath,  "there  it  is; — there's  the  key;  of  course  I 
don't  want  no  waraing,  and  doesn't  care  about  my  week's  wages. 
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II]  be  out  of  the  cottage  afore  night,  and  as  for  the  ^rurk'us, 
I  suppose  they'll  let  me  in  at  once,  if  your  honour'U  give  'em  a 
line." 

Now  as  Hopkins  was  well  known  by  the  squire  to  be  the 
owner  of  three  or  four  hundred  pounds,  the  hint  about  the 
workhouse  must  be  allowed  to  have  been  melo-dramatic. 

"  Don't  be  a  fool,"  said  the  squire,  almost  gnashing  his 
teeth. 

"I  know  I've  been  a  fool,"  said  Hopkins,  "about  that 
'ere  doong;  my  feelings  has  been  too  much  for  me.  When 
a  man's  feelings  has  been  too  much  for  him,  he'd  better  just 
take  hisself  off,  and  lie  in  the  work'us  till  he  dies."  And  then 
he  again  tendered  the  key.  But  the  squire  did  not  take  the 
key,  and  so  Hopkins  went  on.  "I  s'pose  I'd  better  just  see 
to  the  lights  and  the  like  of  that,  till  you've  suited  yourself, 
Mr.  Dale.  It  'ud  be  a  pity  all  them  grapes  should  go  off,  and 
they,  as  you  may  say,  all  one  as  fit  for  the  table.  It's  a  long 
way  the  best  crop  I  ever  see  on  'em.  I've  been  that  careful 
with  'em  that  I  haven't  had  a  natural  night's  rest,  not  since 
February.  There  ain't  nobody  about  this  place  as  understands 
grapes,  nor  yet  anywhere  nigh  that  could  be  got  at.  My  lord's 
head  man  is  wery  ignorant;  but  even  if  he  knew  ever  so,  of 
course  he  couldn't  come  here.  I  suppose  I'd  better  keep  the 
key  till  you're  suited,  Mr.  Dale." 

Then  for  a  fortnight  there  was  an  interregnum  in  the 
gardens,  terrible  in  the  annals  of  Allington.  Hopkins  lived 
in  his  cottage  indeed,  and  looked  most  sedulously  after  the 
grapes.  In  looking  after  the  grapes,  too,  he  took  the  green- 
houses under  his  care ;  but  he  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
the  outer  gardens,  took  no  wages,  returning  the  amount  sent 
to  him  back  to  the  squire,  and  insisted  with  everybody  that 
he  had  been  dismissed.  He  went  about  with  some  terrible 
horticultural  implement  always  in  his  hand,  with  which  it  was 
said  that  he  intended  to  attack  JoUiffe ;  but  Jolliffc  prudently 
kept  out  of  his  way. 

As  soon  as  it  had  been  resolved  by  Mrs.  Dale  and  Lily 
that  the  flitting  from  the  Small  House  at  Allington  was  not 
to  be  accomplished,  Lily  communicated  the  fact  to  Hopkins. 

"  Miss,"  said  he,  "  when  I  said  them  few  words  to  you  and 
your  mamma,  I  knew  that  you  would  listen  to  reason." 

This  was  no  more  than  Lily  had  expected ;  that  Hopkins 
should  claim  the  honour  of  having  prevailed  by  his  arguments 
was  a  matter  of  course. 
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"  Yes,"  said  Lily  ;  "  we've  maile  up  our  minds  to  stay. 
Uncle  wishes  it." 

"Wishes  it!  Laws,  miss;  it  ain't  only  wishes.  And  we 
all  wishes  it.  Why,  now,  look  at  the  reason  of  the  thing 
Here's  this  here  house " 

"But,  Hopkins,  it's  decided.  We're  going  to  stay.  What 
I  want  to  know  is  this ;  can  you  come  at  once  and  help  me  to 
unpack?" 

"  What !  tliis  very  evening,  as  is " 

"  Yes,  now ;  we  want  to  have  the  things  about  again  before 
they  come  back  from  GuestAvick." 

Hopkins  scratched  his  head  and  hesitated,  not  wishing  to 
yield  to  any  proposition  that  could  be  considered  as  childish ; 
but  he  gave  way  at  last,  feeling  that  the  work  itself  was  a  good 
work.  Mrs.  Dale  also  assented,  laughing  at  Lily  for  her  folly 
as  she  did  so,  and  in  this  way  the  things  were  unpacked  veiy 
quickly,  and  the  alliance  between  Lily  and  Hopkins  became, 
for  the  time,  very  close.  This  work  of  unpacking  and  re- 
settling was  not  yet  over,  when  the  battle  of  the  manure  broke 
out,  and  therefore  it  was  that  Hopkins,  when  his  feelings  had 
become  altogether  too  much  for  him  "  about  the  doong,"  came 
at  last  to  Lily,  and  la}-ing  do^vn  at  her  feet  all  the  weight  and 
all  the  glory  of  his  sixty  odd  years  of  life,  implored  her  to 
make  matters  straight  for  him.  "  It's  been  a  kiUing  me,  miss, 
so  it  has  ;  to  see  the  way  they've  been  a  cutting  that  'sparagus. 
It  ain't  cutting  at  all.  It's  just  hocking  it  up ; — what  is  fit, 
and  what  isn't,  all  together.  And  they've  been  a-putting  the 
plants  in  where  I  didn't  mean  'em,  though  they  know'd  I  didn't 
mean  'em.  I've  stood  by,  miss,  and  said  never  a  word.  I'd 
a  died  sooner.  But,  Miss  Lily,  what  my  suflerings  have  been, 
'cause  of  my  feelings  getting  the  better  of  me  about  that — you 
know,  miss — nobody  will  ever  tell  ; — nobody — nobody — no- 
body."    Then  Hopkins  turned  away  and  wept. 

"  Uncle,"  said  Lily,  creeping  close  up  against  his  chair, 
"  I  want  to  ask  you  a  great  favour." 

"  A  great  fovour.  Well,  I  don't  think  I  shall  refuse  you 
am-thing  at  present.  It  isn't  to  ask  another  earl  to  the  house, — 
isit?" 

"  Another  earl ! "  said  Lily. 

"Yes;  haven't  you  heard  ?  Miss  Bell  has  been  here  this 
morning,  insisting  that  I  should  have  over  Lord  Do  Guest  and 
liis  sister  for  the  marriage.  It  seems  that  there  was  some 
scheming  between  Bell  and  Lady  Julia." 
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"  Of  course  you'll  ask  them.' 

"  Of  course  I  must.  I've  no  way  out  of  it.  IfU  be  all  VciT 
well  for  Bell,  who'll  be  off  to  Wales  with  her  lover;  but  what 
am  I  to  do  with  the  earl  and  Lady  Julia,  when  they're  gone  ? 
Will  you  come  and  help  me  ?" 

In  answer  to  this,  Lily  of  course  promised  that  she  would 
come  and  help.  "Indeed,"  said  she,  "I  thought  we  were  all 
asked  up  for  the  day.  And  now  for  my  favour.  Uncle,  you 
must  forgive  poor  Hopkins." 

"Forgive  a  fiddlestick!"  said  the  squire. 

"  Xo,  but  you  must.    You  can't  think  how  unhappy  he  is." 

"How  can  I  forgive  a  man  who  won't  forgive  me.  He 
goes  prowling  about  the  place  doing  nothing ;  and  he  sends 
me  back  his  wages,  and  he  looks  as  though  he  were  going  to 
murder  some  one ;  and  all  because  he  wouldn't  do  as  he  was 
told.     How  am  I  to  forgive  such  a  man  as  that  ?" 

"But,  uncle,  why  not?" 

"  It  would  be  his  forgiving  me.  He  knows  veiy  well  that 
he  may  come  back  whenever  he  pleases ;  and,  indeed,  for  the 
matter  of  that  he  has  never  gone  away." 

"  But  he  is  so  very  unhappy." 

"  What  can  I  do  to  make  him  happier  ?" 

"  Just  go  down  to  his  cottage  and  tell  him  that  you  forgive 
him." 

"  Then  he'll  argue  with  me." 

"No;  I  don't  think  he  will.  He  is  too  much  down  in  the 
world  for  arguing  now." 

"Ah!  you  don't  know  him  as  I  do.  All  the  misfortunes 
in  the  world  wouldn't  stop  that  man's  conceit.  Of  course  I'll 
go  if  you  ask  me,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  I'm  made  to  knock 
under  to  everybody.  I  hear  a  great  deal  about  other  people's 
feelings,  but  I  don't  know  that  mine  are  veiy  much  thought 
of."  He  was  not  altogether  in  a  happy  mood,  and  Lily  almost 
regretted  that  she  had  persevered ;  jjut  she  did  succeed  in 
caiTving  him  off  across  the  garden  to  the  cottage,  and  as  they 
went  together  she  promised  him  that  she  would  think  of  him 
always, — always.  The  scene  with  Hopkins  cannot  be  described 
now,  as  it  would  take  too  many  of  our  few  remaining  pages. 
It  resulted,  I  am  afraid  I  must  confess,  in  nothing  more 
triumphant  to  the  squire  than  a  treaty  of  mutual  forgiveness. 
Hopkins  acknowledged,  with  much  seK-reproach,  that  his 
feelings  had  been  too  many  for  him ;  but  then,  look' at  his  pro- 
vocation !     He  could  not  keep  his  tongue  from  that  matter, 


CONCLUSION.  593 

and  certainly  said  as  much  in  his  own  defence  as  be  did  in 
confession  of  his  sins.  The  suhstautial  triniuph  was  altogether 
his,  for  nobody  again  ever  dai'ed  to  interfere  with  bis  opera- 
tions in  the  farmyard.  He  showed  his  submission  to  his  master 
mainly  by  consenting  to  receive  his  wages  for  the  two  weeks 
which  he  had  passed  in  idleness. 

Owing  to  this  little  accident,  Lily  was  not  so  much  oppressed 
by  Hopkins  as  she  had  expected  to  be  in  that  matter  of  their 
altered  plans  ;  but  this  salvation  did  not  extend  to  Mrs.  Heam, 
to  Mrs.  Cnimp,  or,  above  all,  to  Mrs.  Boyce.  They,  all  of 
them,  took  an  interest  more  or  less  strong  in  the  Hopkins 
controversy ;  but  their  interest  in  the  occupation  of  the  Small 
House  was  much  stronger,  and  it  was  found  useless  to  put 
Mrs.  Heam  off  with  the  gardener's  persistent  refusal  of  his 
wages,  when  she  was  big  with  inquiiy  whether  the  house  was  to 
be  painted  inside,  as  well  as  out.  "Ah,"  said  she,  "I  think 
I'll  go  and  look  at  lodgings  at  Guest\\-ick  myself,  and  pack  up 
some  of  my  beds."  Lily  made  no  answer  to  this,  feeling  that 
it  was  a  part  of  that  punishment  which  she  had  expected. 
"Dear,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Cramp  to  the  two  girls;  "well,  to 
be  sure,  we  should  a  been  lone  without  'eo,  and  mayhap  we 
might  a  got  worse  in  your  place ;  but  why  did  'ee  go  and  fasten 
up  all  your  things  in  them  big  boxes,  just  to  unfasten  'em  all 
again  ?  " 

"  We  changed  our  minds,  Mrs.  Crump,"  said  Bell,  with 
some  severity. 

"  Yees,  I  know  ye  changed  your  mindses.  Well,  it's  all 
right  for  loiks  o'  ye,  no  doubt ;  but  if  we  changes  our  mindses, 
we  hears  of  it." 

"  So,  it  seems,  do  we  !"  said  Lily.  "  But  never  mind,  Mrs. 
Cramp.  Do  you  send  us  our  letters  up  early,  and  then  wo 
won't  quaiTcl." 

"  Oh,  letters  !  Drat  them  for  letters.  I  wish  there  weren't 
no  sich  things.  There  was  a  man  here  yesterday  with  his 
imperence.  I  don't  know  where  he  come  from, — down  irom 
Lun'on,  I  bleeve :  and  this  was  WTong,  and  that  was  wrong, 
and  everything  was  wrong ;  and  then  he  said  he'd  have  me  dis- 
charged the  samce." 

"  Dear  me,  Mrs.  Cramp ;  that  wouldn't  do  at  all." 

"  Discharged  the  sarsice  !  Tuppence  farden  a  day.  So 
I  told  'un  to  discharge  hisself,  and  take  all  the  old  bundles 
and  things  away  upon  his  shoulders.  Letters  indeed !  ^Vhat 
business  have  they  with  post-missusses,  if  thev  cannot  pay  'em 
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better  nor  tuppence  farden  a  tlay  ?"  And  in  this  wa,y,  under 
the  shelter  of  Mrs.  Crump's  storm  of  wrath  against  the  inspector 
who  had  visited  her,  Lily  and  Bell  escaped  much  that  would 
have  fallen  upon  their  o\\ti  heads  ;  but  Mrs.  Boyce  still  re- 
mained. I  may  here  add,  in  order  that  Mrs.  Crump's  history 
may  be  carried  on  to  the  farthest  possible  point,  that  she  was 
not  "  discharged  the  sarvice,"  and  that  she  still  receives  her 
twopence  farthing  a  day  from  the  Crown.  "  That's  a  bitter 
old  lady,''  said  the  inspector  to  the  man  who  was  driving  him. 
"  Yes,  sir ;  they  all  says  the  same  about  she.  There  ain't 
none  of  'em  get  much  change  out  of  Mrs.  Crump." 

Bell  and  Lily  went  together  also  to  Mrs.  Boyce's.  "  If 
she  makes  herself  very  disagreeable,  I  shall  insist  upon  talk- 
ing of  your  marriage,"  said  Lily. 

"  I've  not  the  slightest  objection,"  said  Bell ;  "  only  I  don't 
know  what  there  can  be  to  say  about  it.  Marrj'ing  the  doctor 
is  such  a  very  commonplace  sort  of  thing." 

"  Not  a  bit  more  commonplace  than  marrying  the  parson," 
said  Lily. 

"Oh,  yes,  it  is.  Parsons'  marriages  are  often  very  grand 
affairs.  They  come  in  among  county  people.  That's  their 
luck  in  life.  Doctors  never  do ;  nor  lawyers.  I  don't  think 
lawyers  ever  get  married  in  the  country.  They're  supposed 
to  clo  it  up  in  London.  But  a  country  doctor's  wedding  is 
not  a  thing  to  be  talked  about  much." 

Mrs.  Boyce  probably  agreed  in  this  view  of  the  matter, 
seeing  that  she  did  not  choose  the  coming  marriage  as  her 
first  subject  of  conversation.  As  soon  as  the  two  girls  were 
seated  she  flew  away  immediately  to  the  house,  and  began  to 
express  her  very  great  sui-prise, — her  surprise  and  her  joy  also 
— at  the  sudden  change  which  had  been  made  in  their  plans. 
"It  is  so  much  nicer,  you  know,"  said  she,  "that  things 
should  be  pleasant  among  relatives." 

"  Things  always  have  been  tolerably  pleasant  v/ith  us,"  said 
Bell. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  I'm  sure  of  th;it.  I've  always  said  it  was  quite 
a  pleasure  to  see  you  and  your  uncle  together.  And  when  wo 
heard  about  your  all  having  to  leave " 

"  But  we  didn't  have  to  leave,  Mrs.  Boyce.  We  were 
going  to  leave  because  we  thought  mamma  would  be  more 
comfortable  in  Guestwick ;  and  now  we're  not  going  to  leave, 
because  we've  all  'changed  our  mindscs,'  as  Mrs.  Crump 
calls  it." 
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"  And  is  it  true  the  house  is  going  to  be  painted  '?"  asked 
Mrs.  Boyco. 

"  I  believe  it  is  tnie,"  said  Lily. 

"  Inside  and  out  *?" 

"  It  must  be  done  some  day,"  said  Bell. 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure  ;  but  I  must  say  it  is  generous  of  the 
squire.  There's  such  a  deal  of  wood-work  about  your  house. 
I  know  I  wish  the  Ecclesiastical  Commissioners  would  paint 
ours  ;  but  nobody  ever  does  anything  for  the  clergy.  I'm  sure 
I'm  delighted  you're  going  to  stay.  As  I  said  to  Mr.  Boyce, 
what  should  we  ever  have  done  without  you  ?  I  believe  the 
squire  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  not  let  the 
place." 

"  I  don't  think  he  ever  has  let  it." 

"  And  if  there  was  nobody  in  it,  it  would  all  go  to  rack  aud 
ruin  ;  wouldn't  it  ?  Had  your  mamma  to  pay  auNihing  for  the 
lodgings  she  engaged  at  Guestwick?" 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know.  Bell  can  tell  you  better 
about  that  than  I,  as  Dr.  Crofts  settled  it.  I  suppose  Dr. 
Crofts  tells  her  evenihing."  And  so  the  conversation  was 
changed,  and  Mrs.  Boyce  was  made  to  understand  that  what- 
ever further  myster}-  there  might  be,  it  would  not  be  unravelled 
ou  that  occasion. 

It  was  settled  that  Dr.  Crofts  and  Bell  should  be  married 
about  the  middle  of  June,  and  the  squire  determined  to  give 
what  grace  he  could  to  the  ceremony  by  opening  his  own  house 
on  the  occasion.  Lord  De  Guest  and  Lady  Julia  were  invited 
by  special  arrangement  between  her  ladyship  and  Bell,  as  has 
been  before  explained.  The  colonel  also  with  Lady  Fanny 
came  up  from  Torquay  on  the  occasion,  this  being  the  first 
visit  made  by  the  colonel  to  his  paternal  roof  for  many  years. 
Bernard  did  not  accompany  his  father.  He  had  not  yet  gone 
abroad,  but  there  were  circumstances  which  made  him  feel 
that  he  would  not  find  himself  comfortable  at  the  wedding.  The 
service  was  performed  by  Mr.  Boyce,  assisted,  as  the  County 
<  hrnnidc  very  fully  remarked,  by  the  Bcverond  John  Joseph 
Jones,  M.A,  late  of  Jesus  College,  Canibridgo,  and  curate  of 
St.  Peter's,  Northgate,  Guestwick  ;  the  fault  of  which  little 
advertisement  was  this, — that  as  none  of  the  readers  of  the 
paper  had  patience  to  get  beyond  the  Reverend  John  Joseph 
Jones,  the  fact  of  Bell's  marriage  with  Dr.  Crofts  was  not  dis- 
seminated as  widely  as  might  have  been  \vished. 

The  marriage  went  off  very  nicely.     The  squire  was  upon 
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his  very  best  behaviour,  and  welcomed  bis  guests  as  though 
be  really  enjoyed  their  presence  there  in  his  halls.  Hopkins, 
■who  was  quite  aware  that  he  had  been  triumphant,  decorated 
the  old  rooms  with  mingled  flowers  and  greenery  vnih  an 
assiduous  care  which  pleased  the  two  girls  mightily.  And 
during  this  work  of  wreathing  and  decking  there  was  one 
little  morsel  of  feeling  displayed  which  may  as  well  be  told  in 
these  last  lines.  Lily  had  been  encouraging  the  old  man 
while  Bell  for  a  moment  had  been  absent. 

"  I  wish  it  had  been  for  thee,  my  darling !  "  he  said  ;  "  I 
wish  it  had  been  for  thee  !  " 

"It  is  much  better  as  it  is,  Hopkins,"  she  answered, 
solemnly. 

"Not  with  him,  though,"  he  went  on,  "  not  with  him.  I 
wouldn't  a  hung  a  bough  for  him.     But  vnih.  t'other  one." 

Lily  said  no  word  further.  She  knew  that  the  man  was  ex- 
pressing the  wishes  of  all  around  her.  She  said  no  word 
further,  and  then  Bell  returned  to  them. 

But  no  one  at  the  wedding  was  so  gay  as  Lily, — so  gay,  so 
bright,  and  so  wedding-like.  She  flirted  with  the  old  earl  till 
he  declared  that  he  would  many  her  himself.  No  one  seeing 
her  that  evening,  and  knowing  nothing  of  her  immediate  his- 
tory, would  have  imagined  that  she  herself  had  been  cnielly 
jilted  some  six  or  eight  months  ago.  And  those  who  did  know 
her  could  not  imagine  that  what  she  then  suffered  had  hit  her 
so  hard,  that  no  recovery  seemed  possible  for  her.  But  though 
no  recovery,  as  she  herself  believed,  was  possible  for  her — 
though  she  was  as  a  man  whose  right  arm  had  been  taken 
from  him  in  the  battle,  still  all  the  world  had  not  gone  with 
that  right  arm.  The  bullet  which  had  maimed  her  sorely  had 
not  touched  her  life,  and  she  scoraed  to  go  about  the  world 
complaining  either  by  word  or  look  of  the  injuiy  she  had  re- 
ceived. "  Wives  when  they  have  lost  their  husbands  still  eat 
and  laugh,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  and  he  is  not  dead  like 
that."  So  she  resolved  that  she  would  be  happy,  and  I  hero 
declare  that  she  not  only  seemed  to  carry  out  her  resolution, 
but  that  she  did  carry  it  out  in  very  truth.  "  You're  a  dear 
good  man,  and  I  know  you'll  be  good  to  her,"  she  said  to  Crofts 
just  as  he  was  about  to  start  with  his  bride. 

"  I'll  tiy,  at  any  rate,"  he  answered. 

"  And  I  shall  expect  you  to  be  good  to  me  too.  Remem- 
ber you  have  married  the  whole  family ;  and,  sir,  you  mustn't 
believe  a  word  of  what  that  bad  man  says  in  his  novels  about 
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mothors-in-law.  He  has  done  a  great  deal  of  harm,  and  shut 
hall  the  hulios  in  England  out  of  their  daughters'  houses." 

"  He  shan't  shut  Mrs.  Dale  out  of  mine." 

"  llemember  he  doesn't.  Now,  good-by."  So  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  went  ofl",  and  Lily  was  left  to  flirt  with  Lord 
De  Guest. 

Of  whom  else  is  it  necessary  that  a  word  or  two  should  bo 
said  before  I  allow  the  weary  pen  to  tall  from  my  hand  ?  The 
squire,  after  much  mward  struggling  on  the  subject,  had 
acknowledged  to  himself  that  his  sister-in-law  had  not  received 
from  him  that  kindness  which  she  had  deserved.  He  had 
acknowledged  this,  purj)orting  to  do  his  best  to  amend  his  past 
errors  ;  and  I  think  I  may  say  that  his  efforts  in  that  luie  would 
not  be  received  ungraciously  by  Mrs.  Dale.  I  am  inclined 
therefore  to  think  that  life  at  AUington,  both  at  the  Great 
House  and  at  the  Small,  would  soon  become  pleasanter  than  it 
used  to  be  in  former  days.  Lily  soon  got  the  Balmoral  boots, 
or,  at  least,  soon  learned  that  the  power  of  getting  them  as  she 
pleased  had  devolved  upon  her  from  her  uncle's  gift  ;  so  that 
she  talked  even  of  buying  the  squirrel's  cage ;  but  I  am  not 
aware  that  her  extravagance  led  her  as  far  as  that. 

Lord  De  Courcy  we  left  suffering  dreadfully  from  gout  and 
ill-temper  at  Courcy  Castle.  Yes,  indeed !  To  him  in  his 
latter  days  life  did  not  seem  to  offer  much  that  was  comfortable. 
His  wife  had  now  gone  from  him,  and  declared  positively  to  her 
son-in-law  that  no  earthly  consideration  should  ever  induce 
her  to  go  back  again  ; — "  not  if  I  were  to  starve  !  "  she  said. 
By  which  she  intended  to  signify  that  she  would  be  firm  in 
her  resolve,  even  though  she  should  thereby  lose  her  carriage 
and  horses.  Poor  Mr.  Gazebee  went  do\vTi  to  Courcy,  and  had 
a  dreatlful  interview  with  the  earl ;  but  matters  were  at  last 
airanged,  and  her  ladyship  remained  at  Baden-Baden  in  a  state 
of  semi-starvation.  That  is  to  say,  she  had  but  one  horse  to 
her  carriage. 

As  regards  Crosbie,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  he  did 
again  recover  his  power  at  his  office.  He  was  Mr.  Butterwell's 
master,  and  the  master  also  of  Mr,  Optimist,  and  the  major. 
He  knew  his  business,  and  could  do  it,  which  was  more, 
perhaps,  than  might  fairly  bo  said  of  any  of  the  otht-r  three. 
Under  such  circumstances  he  was  sure  to  get  in  his  hand,  and 
lead  again.  But  elsewhere  his  star  did  not  recover  its  ascend- 
ancy. He  dined  at  his  club  almost  daily,  and  there  were  those 
with  whom  he  habituallv  formed  some  little  circle.     But  ho 


598 


THE  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON. 


was  not  the  Crosbie  of  fonner  days, — the  Crosbie  known  in 
Belgravia  and  in  St.  James's  Street.  He  had  taken  his  little 
vessel  bravely  out  into  the  deep  waters,  and  had  sailed  her  well 
while  fortune  stuck  close  to  him.  But  he  had  forgotten  his 
nautical  rules,  and  success  had  made  him  idle.  His  plummet 
and  lead  had  not  been  used,  and  he  had  kept  no  look-out  ahead. 
Therefore  the  first  rock  he  met  shivered  his  bark  to  pieces. 
His  wife,  the  Lady  Alexandrina,  is  to  be  seen  in  the  one-horse 
carriage  with  her  mother  at  Baden-Baden. 


THE  END. 
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